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This critical introduction to the works of John Fowles

focuses upon his three novels, with secondary attention to his

poetry, essays, and The Aristos, his non-fiction book of per-

sonal philosophy. Giving some biographical detail, the first

chapter treats the influence of other writers upon Fowles's

work and discusses his thought--especially as it appears in

The Aristos, the poems, and the essays. The second chapter

is a study of The Magus, Fowles's first novel, although pub-

lished second. The Aristos is especially important to an

understanding of this consolidation of personal philosophy

into a fictional structure; the two key influences upon The

Magus are Alain-Fournier's Le Grand Meaulnes and Jungian

psychology. The third chapter deals with The Collector, re-

vealing much of Fowles's feeling about the artist in society

and the imbalance of social justice that spawns ignorance and

cruelty. The fourth chapter examines his most successful

novel, The French Lieutenant's Woman, unusual for its combi-

nation of thematic modernity with Victorian narrative style.



The final chapter summarizes Fowles's leading place in con-

temporary fiction three months before publication of The Ebony

Tower, his forthcoming collection including four short stories

and one novella.

Fowles's fiction has established him among the finest of

today's artists in British fiction and one of the leading

writers in the world. Both critical and general readers have

accepted his three novels with enthusiasm, and his distinctive

poetry and essays may someday further enhance his reputation.
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CHRONOLOGY

1926 John Robert Fowles (rhymes with OWLS), son of Robert

and Gladys (Richards) Fowles, born March 31, in Leigh-

on-Sea, Essex. Father a tobacco importer, whose princi-

pal private interest was philosophy.

1939- Specialized in French and German at Bedford School,
1944

where he read extensively in the literature of those

two languages. Became prefect, captain of cricket, and

finally head boy.

1945- As instructor lieutenant in the Royal Marines, trained

1947
recruits in Britain before they entered the commandos.

Got demobilized as soon as he could.

1947- Read French at New College, Oxford, where he learned

1950
to admire Flaubert especially among the French writers.

Admired (but now says he misunderstood) Sartre, Camus,

and their Existentialism, which was gaining world atten-

tion. Took a B. A. with honors in 1950.

V



1950- Taught English at the University of Poitiers. Read,

1951
among others, Gide and Giraudoux (admired, but no longer

cares much for, Gide). Taught himself Latin and began

reading the Latin poets, among whom he especially ad-

mires Martial and Horace.

1951- Was English master at the Anargyrios School on the Greek

1952
island of Spetsai. Wrote poetry, including many of

his "Greek Poems." Was beginning the first draft of

The Magus upon departure from Greece.

1954 Married Elizabeth Whitton on April 2.

1954- Lived in various places in Hampstead, London, where he

1963
still has a flat. Taught English at Ashridge College

for one year, then for some nine years at St. Godric's

College, where he became department head. Wrote The

Collector during 1961-62.

1963 Published The Collector, which became an immediate best-

seller and a popular motion picture, and is now trans-

lated into sixteen other languages.
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1964- Quit teaching to devote full time to writing. Moved

1965
to Highgate, London, where he and Elizabeth lived for

some two years.

1964 Published The Aristos, his only non-fiction book, a

"self portrait in ideas." Published consecutive revised

editions in 1968 and 1970.

1965 Published The Magus, his first novel, which he had

begun writing some twelve years earlier. Now in ten

other languages.

1966 Moved with Elizabeth to Underhill Farm, an isolated

house a mile west of Lyme Regis, Dorset. The farm,

near Ware Commons, is the "Dairy" of The French Lieu-

tenant's Woman. In Autumn, Fowles had the hypnopompic

vision which inspired the novel.

1967- Wrote first draft of The French Lieutenant's Woman from
1968

25 January to 27 October 1967. Continued revisions

into 1968.

1968 Moved from the farm into the town of Lyme Regis. He

and his wife now live in an eighteenth-century rococco

house with a large garden overlooking the Cobb, Lyme

vii



Harbor. Continues to write fiction. Travels little,

mostly to rural France, only rarely to the United

States.

1969 Published The French Lieutenant's Woman, his greatest

popular success, especially in the United States, Germany,

and Italy. Now appears in eighteen languages.

1973 Published Poems.
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CHAPTER I

FOWLES THE WRITER

Introduction

The present study examines the three novels and the poetry

and essays of John Fowles, with attention to his personal phi-

losophy, his literary ideas, and his place among today's

writers of fiction. The first chapter treats the influences

of various other writers upon Fowles's work and discusses his

thought, especially as it appears in his single book of non-

fiction, his essays, and his poems. The second chapter is a

study of The Magus, Fowles's first novelalthough published

second. His non-fiction book, The Aristos, is especially

important to an understanding of this novel, an ambitious

attempt to consolidate his philosophy into a fictional struc-

ture. The third chapter treats The Collector, Fowles's first

published novel, which reveals much of his feeling about the

artist in society and the imbalance of social justice that

results in cruelty born of ignorance. The fourth chapter

examines Fowles's most successful novel, The French Lieuten-

ant's Woman, unusual among modern fiction because of its

1
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mixture of thematic modernity with Victorian narrative style.

The fifth and final chapter summarizes the novelist's place

in contemporary British fiction and makes final judgments on

the quality of his work.

The Writer of Freedom

Although Fowles has written both essays and poetry, he

is best known for his three novels, The Collector, The Magus,

and The French Lieutenant's Woman. These three are stylis-

tically so different that they first appear to have little

in common. But they are related through themes. Nor does

Fowles's poetry retain a recognizably consistent style through-

out, although some of his poetic techniques appear with fre-

quency. Fowles's freedom from style is characteristic of his

own personal freedom of ideas. He is independent enough in

his thinking not to be afraid to acknowledge his debt to

various other writers--mostly of the past. As for his con-

temporaries, he expresses his admiration of several, but he

is personally and artistically outside the British literary

establishment.
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Freedom from Nationalism

Fowles is a believer in judging institutions on their

merits rather than their popularity. Consequently, he has

no particular political loyalty nor attachment to specific

literary traditions. This does not mean that he disdains

nationalities and literary movements, but that he bases his

opinion of them upon his own feelings. He claims allegiance,

for example, to his native land but not to its political

structure:

In all the personal situations that are important

to me, I am English, not British; and "Britain"

now seems in retrospect a slogan word that was most

useful when we had a historical duty to be a power-

ful military nation, for whom patriotism was an

essential emotional force. The heyday Briton be-

lieved that Britain was and should be stronger than

any other country in the world; but the true English-

man has never willingly believed this. His further

subversive ideal has always been a demiplatonic one:

to live in the justest country in the world. Not

the strongest.1
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Fowles lives the life of an Englishman rather than a Britisher,

in what he calls "a sort of exile" in Lyme Regis, a small

resort on the Dorset coast, where he and his wife Elizabeth

enjoy their privacy:

For me, the best place to be in exile, in a strange

sort of way, is in a town like this, in England.

That's because novelists have to live in some sort

of exile. I also believe that--more than other kinds

of writer--they have to keep in touch with their

native culture . . . linguistically, psychologically

and in many other ways. If it sounds paradoxical,

it feels paradoxical. I've opted out of the one

country I mustn't leave. I live in England, but

partly in a way one might live abroad.
2

Although he now travels very little, mostly to rural

France, Fowles is one of the most cosmopolitan of England's

writers, at least in taste and education. His erudition would

be difficult to hide even if he tried to do so as some other

well-educated writers have done. But instead he is thankful

for his background in languages and literature, and he turns

his rigorous schooling to his creative advantage. His ex-

tensive knowledge of French and German literature began as
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early as 1939, when, at age thirteen, he left his boyhood home

at Leigh-on-Sea, Essex, to specialize in French and German at

Bedford School, outside London. At that time in England,

studies at that early level were quite specialized and much

more highly concentrated than they have ever been in the United

States. "A true parallel of my knowledge of French and German

literature at this stage would be much more that of an Ameri-

can university 'major' than a high-school kid, as I was in

every other way," Fowles writes. "We lost a great deal by

being hothouse-forced in this way, but I'd continue to wish

it on future novelists."3  After service in the Royal Marines,

Fowles went on to take an honors degree in French literature

at Oxford, where he learned to admire the best of the French

writers. Although he had read Madame Bovary back in Bedford

School, he only began to appreciate Flaubert at Oxford. He

still considers Bovary "the perfect novel."4

His taste in French literature is not confined to a par-

ticular period:

There's no period I don't like. I guess my major

interest is in Montaigne and the drama. But exis-

tentialism hit the world when I was at Oxford and

we all read Sartre and Camus and completely
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misunderstood them. My tutor for symbolist poetry

was Enid Starkie, the biographer of Rimbaud and

Baudelaire. She was a great character and we all

thought she'd really "lived"--swept floors in French

cafes and all that. She'd sit there listening to

essays I was reading with a chalk white face and

a cigarette dangling out of the side of her mouth.

She was very impressive.5

But as far as his development as a writer is concerned, Fowles

does not consider the influence of "dear old Starkie" impor-

tant: "She took no interest in me, nor I in her."6

After Oxford, Fowles continued his studies while teaching

in France at the University of Poitiers. He was there for a

year, during which time he read Giraudoux and passed through

a phase of admiration for Gide, whom he no longer cares for,

although he still acknowledges his influence: "To be frank,

I haven't read him since then, but if I did I suspect I

wouldn't like him." 7  Not far from Poitiers is the Sologne

countryside, the home of Alain-Fournier, whose only novel,

Le Grand Meaulnes, has had a striking influence of Fowles's

writings.
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The Fournier Influence

Le Grand Meaulnes was published in 1913, only a year

before Fournier's premature death in World War I. Fowles

expresses his admiration for the novel and his fascination

with Fournier's strange life, which was modeled upon a version

of the romantic quest. Both his life and his novel center on

the romantic theme of total and hopeless love. At the age of

nineteen, Fournier became obsessed with a beautiful girl and,

as Dante had pined for Beatrice, worshiped her from afar for

the rest of his life. It was his hopeless obsession with this

love that inspired all of Fournier's creativity, and his novel

is part tribute to, part exorcism of, that love. The quest theme

appears in all of Fowles's fiction, and his spirit of sexual

adventure is close to Fournier's pursuit of the faraway, ideal

woman.

Le Grand Meaulnes echoes throughout Fowles's writings.

But Fournier's greatest influence is upon The Magus, the first

novel which Fowles wrote. There seems to be a sort of parallel,

too, in the obsessiveness of Fowles's attitude toward his own

novel; he was so deeply involved with his work on it that he

witheld it from publication and kept revising it until after

he had already published his second novel, The Collector.
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Probably because Fournier's novel was part of Fowles's first

inspiration to write fiction, its influence upon The Magus

is more concrete than the usual sort of literary influence:

I can't recall now when I first read Le Grand Meaulnes,

but it was certainly not later than 1947 or 1948.

I think I did not read it before Oxford. It is one

of the very few novels I have read many times and

I recall a re-reading when I was struggling with the

first draft of The Magus in the 1950's that had a

very profound effect on the subsequent course of

the book. I will confess that ten years later,

when I was working on the final draft, I became

worried that the parallels were much too obvious--

and a passage that described Nicholas's reaction

to Le Grand Meaulnes was cut out, together with

other references to the lost-domaine thing.8

In both The Magus and Le Grand Meaulnes, the romantic quest

is inseparable from the search for a lost domaine, and both

novels center around the quest for solitude, sexual love, and

the love of freedom. Both novels are also strongly autobio-

graphical, although Fournier's is more clearly so than Fowles's
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seems to be. Fowles hints at special connections between the

novels and his personal life:

Quite why the book has always fascinated me--as does

Fournier's life--I am a little at a loss to say . . .

partly because there is a link with private events

in my life I do not wish to discuss. But I certainly

feel a strong emotional and imaginative similarity

to Fournier. Like him I had a lost countryside in

my boyhood past; I am not essentially a townsman;

I find it difficult to think fictionally except in

terms of quest, solitude, sexuality, the mania for

freedom (mania because it is the most expensive

thing to "buy") . . . and I have always particularly

liked that last turn of the screw in Le Grand

Meaulnes whereby Fournier makes Meaulnes quest on.

You may care to think about that in terms of the

end of The French Lieutenant's Woman. I did not

consciously make any link, indeed it occurs to me

only as I write to you now, but we are dealing with

a book whose imaginative and narrative structures

are burnt deep in my mind.9
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So profound is Fournier's influence that echoes of his

imagery and motifs appear throughout Fowles's fiction and

poetry as well. But the influence on The Magus is so great

that there are important similarities in the plots and themes

of the novels. In particular, both deal with the quest for

the faraway princess and the lost domaine. Teaching at the

University of Poitiers, Fowles was very near the strange

Sologne countryside which was the real lost land of Fournier's

youth, and, as Fowles's letter suggests, his own boyhood had

a lost countryside.

For Fournier, the strange land was the haunting Sologne

country along the River Cher, where he spent his boyhood.

His biographer, Robert Gibson, describes the mysterious feel-

ing which surrounds the country near Fournier' s home village

of La Chapelle-D'Angillon, which he says,

stands like a frontier outpost between two profoundly

contrasting landscapes. To the east lie the rich

comfortable lands of the berry, with cosy green

meadows . . . . Here and there, rise the walls and

turrets of old chateaux, proud and aloof, all the

more mysterious because of the surrounding woods.

But the countryside to the west is barren and waste,

hostile, sinister, and ever-brooding. . . . the
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sudden change in scenery is unmistakable and

startling, as though one were entering not merely

another region but another element.10

Like Fournier's distinctively brooding countryside in the heart

of France, the Essex marshlands near Fowles's boyhood home in

Leigh-on-Sea have a desolate and strange quality. Fowles de-

scribes the marshlands in his introduction to the 1969 reprint

of Sabine Baring-Gould's Mehalah: A Story of the Salt Marshes:

The Essex marshlands that stand north from Shoebury

Ness to Clacton form still a strange terra incognita:

difficult to realize, on a winter's day in Dengie

Flat, that London is little more than an hour's drive

away. The vast God-denying skies, the endless grey

horizon, the icy north-easterlies, all these belong

more to the Arctic tundra of Northern Norway. The

whole area is set to the key of winter--it is for

the dour, the taciturn, the obstinate, the solitary

musselpicker, the wild-fowler, the anachronisms in

our age. I spent my boyhood very near it, and I

know it well. It is not English, though it lies

so close to the termite heart of England; but

spiteful, anti-human, a Beckett nightmare waiting
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for the world to grow desolate again, and ominously

in harmony with the recent grey blocks of the nuclear

reactor at Bradwell. One cannot think comedy for

long here; nothing will finally turn out well.1 1

The brooding and labyrinthine qualities of the Essex marshlands

and the Sologne country are responsible for much of the spiri-

tual kinship between Fowles and Fournier--and for the conse-

quent parallel in the lost-domain motifs which reappear in

their works. But Fowles's feeling for the countryside is

deeper than a preoccupation with the strangeness of a single

landscape; his feeling for nature extends to all of its plants

and animals and is typified by his admiration of the best of

England's Victorian nature writers, Richard Jefferies.

The English Influence

One of Jefferies's books, Bevis: The Story of a B is

as deeply ingrained in Fowles's imagination as Fournier's

novel, although its influence is of a quite different sort;

and the book impressed Fowles in a different time of life:

There is only one other book that has ever seized

me quite like [Le Grand Meaulnes]--it is called Bevis,

by Richard Jefferies. I first read it when I was 8

or 9, and reread it every year well into my teens.
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Though it would be absurd to look for the usual

kind of literary influence, it would not surprise

me in the least if it had marked me for good on a

deeper level. I lived that book again and again at

a very impressionable age . . . and as you will have

realized, I haven't much time for the conscious theory

of literary influence.12

The influence of Bevis is discernible in Fowles's feeling for

nature and youthful adventure, but, like most works which have

impressed him, its effect upon his own writings is an uncon-

scious phenomenon. Particularly in the case of The French

Lieutenant's Woman, there is a temptation among critics to

trace out the "source" of the novel. There is no single source,

nor is there a single author whose work inspired the novel--

although the themes and tone of the book suggest the brooding

spirit of Thomas Hardy, whose presence Fowles readily acknowl-

edges.

The shadow of Thomas Hardy, the heart of whose

"country" I can see in the distance from my work-

room window, I cannot avoid. Since he and Peacock

are my favorite male novelists of the nineteenth

century I don't mind the shadow. It seems best to

use it. 13
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As is the case with Fowles's taste in French literature,

his admiration of English writers is not confined to a par-

ticular period:

I've never read English literature systematically,

as I have French. When I was about thirty, I had

a George Eliot phase and I've read Jane Austen. I

think the most neglected English writer is Thomas

Love Peacock. I keep nagging at people to read

Peacock. Nightmare Abbey I think is the funniest

satirical novel in English. I guess the reason he

isn't read is that to appreciate him you have to

know something about the kind of background he makes

fun of--Shelley and the Romantic poets, for instance.

Peacock writes such cultivated yet natural English

prose. You have to go to somebody like Gibbon for

a comparison. And he has such delicious women char-

acters. He's one of the three or four English

novelists who can create great women characters.

Another writer who I think is greatly neglected is

the poet John Clare, who comes slightly after Keats

and Shelley. He came of peasant stock and had an

astonishing folk relationship with nature. He went
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mad and wrote some astounding apocalyptic poems.

He's just beginning to be rediscovered. It's

taken 150 years. For me, he's much more important

than Shelley.14

Fowles's admiration for Peacock's women characters is to be

expected in light of his own Sarah Woodruff, Miranda Grey, and

Mrs. Lily de Seitas, who are among the best of modern fiction's

female characterizations. Fowles, who often calls himself a

feminist, recognizes this quality in his fiction:

My female characters tend to dominate the male. I

see man as a kind of artifice, and woman as a kind

of reality. The one is cold idea, the other is

warm fact. Daedalus faces Venus, and Venus must

win. If the technical problems hadn't been so great,

I should have liked to make Conchis in The Magus

a woman. The character of Mrs. de Seitas at the

end of the book was simply an aspect of his character;

as was Lily. Now Sarah exerts this power.15

Among his own British contemporaries, he likes Alan Sillitoe

and Kingsley Amis, but his greatest admiration is for William

Golding and David Storey, both of whom, like Fowles, are dif-

ferent from their fellow novelists in very important ways:
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William Golding I admire very much. I think The

Inheritors is his best book. It's a historical

novel about neolithic man. An incredible feat of

literary imagination. And I like Lord of the Flies.

Most English novels are absolutely predictable, but

Golding is always his own man. A novel by Kingsley

Amis, for instance. You know it's going to be funny,

but he'll always do the Little England thing and be

predictable. Another novelist whom I like is David

Storey, who wrote This Sporting Life, about profes-

sional rugby playing. It became a movie with Richard

Harris. It was the best English movie since the

war, I think.16

As his comments and writings indicate, Fowles is more interested

in showing his approval of his fellow Englanders than in cen-

sure. He thoroughly disapproves, for example, of novelists

writing reviews of others' novels. That sort of competition,

he considers unhealthy.

Other Literary Influences

Fowles's taste in literature admits a wide range, and he

is not snobbish about American writers. He admires Henry James



17

enough to write a short parody of him in The French Lieuten-

ant's Woman, then to cut it off by saying that he must not

"ape the Master":

My favorite American is Henry James. He's your one

novelist of the very top flight. I'd rank him with

Flaubert, Tolstoy and Joyce. I've recently read

William Dean Howells's New Leaf Mills. A very funny

book. He's a great naturalist. The reader is ex-

pecting a happy ending, then wham--it all ends

unhappily.'7

One criterion which Fowles applies to the writings of others

is whether they are of Greek simplicity. Fowles developed

quite an affinity for Greekness during his two years as English

master at the Anargyrios School on the Greek island of Spetsai--

which eventually became "Phraxos," of The Magus. His own

literary inspiration is tied to his feelings about Greece,

where he wrote many of his "Greek Poems" and began the first

draft of The Magus:

The land is the most beautiful I know of in the world.

The light there is extraordinary. I like the modern

Greeks themselves, even though they have lots of

faults. I find classical Greek art visually very

attractive. . .
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The things that mark Greek civilization are sim-

plicity, closeness to nature, lack of artifice.

I would categorize America as Roman at the moment.

Much of my dissatisfaction with my own writing is

because I think it is Roman in the bad sense. Too

complicated, too artificial. Flaubert's "The Simple

Heart"--along with Joyce's "The Dead," which I think

is the greatest long short story--is what I mean

by Greek. Simple but perfect. Hemingway is Greek,

Fitzgerald is Greek, but Dos Passos is not. The

early Joyce of The Dubliners is Greek, but Finnegan's

Wake is Roman.18

But Fowles is not intensely disdainful of the Roman. While in

France, he became so interested in the Latin poets that he

taught himself Latin and began to read them. He is especially

fond of Martial:

He attacked the foibles of Rome, the excess, the

hypocrisy. He was merciless on inflated and pompous

writing. And I'm a great admirer of Horace, which

is very unfashionable at the moment. Robert Graves

says anybody who likes Horace is beyond consideration.

I once went to visit Horace's farm outside Rome. It
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was the most touching literary experience I've ever

had. It was about an hour's drive from Rome and

the place had the most extraordinary feeling of

remoteness from the life of the corrupt city. But

normally I don't like Roman civilization or Italy.

I'm definitely a Greek.19

Nevertheless, the young Fowles left Greece after two years to

return to London. He had felt the onset of a certain lethargy

best described in his Greek poem "Aboulia":

what are we doing here

wasting time until it hurts

barbarians Inglesoi men of the north

only half living in all this light:

watching the bus we should have caught

draw for eternity out of our sight.20

Fowles still recalls his agony at leaving Greece and his missing

the land terribly when he was back in London:

I thought I'd never get over having left. But I'm

very glad I did leave now. . . . Because endless

sunshine and cheap wine are usually bad for one,

and too much has been written about them. There's
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a thing we used to call "The Aegean Blues." It

would come after a month of splendid, flawless days,

say in early summer. You'd wake up every morning

and plunge in the sea, and life was perfect. Then

suddenly you got so bloody depressed by sunshine

every day, and getting mildly drunk and having to

sleep it off all afternoon, and talking and drink-

ing until two o'clock . . .21

John Fowles and Elizabeth Whitton were married the year after

he left Greece, and for the next ten years they lived in Hamp-

stead, London, while Fowles continued to teach English. He

spent his first year at Ashridge College, then joined the

faculty of St. Godric's College, where he eventually became

department head.

Although he obviously functioned quite well as a teacher

of English, Fowles often expresses doubts about the compati-

bility of the academic atmosphere to the writer. Although

he speaks highly enough of the function of the academic insti-

tution, he mistrusts the scholarly preoccupation with the

writings of the past and the codifying and examining of liter-

ary aim and method. Calling the academic work a sort of

dissection, he protests that tone does not apprentice a
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would-be celebrator of life to a college of morticians." 22

Fowles has no faith in the discipline known as "creative writ-

ing," and when he speaks of the poor atmosphere of the univer-

sity for a writer, he refers to both faculty and student

writers: "I sincerely believe the best thing for a young

writer to do is to get the hell off the campus and go and work

it out on his own."23 The Collector was accepted for publica-

tion in July of 1962, and by the following January Fowles had

decided to take his own advice and leave the campus: "I had

been deliberately living in the wilderness, that is, doing

work I could never really love, precisely because I was afraid

that I might fall in love with my work and then ever after-

wards be one of those sad, faded myriads among the intelli-

gentsia who have always had vague literary ambitions, but have

never quite made it." 24  Fowles did make it, and his decision

to quit teaching may have cleared the way for his success.

Fowles's Early Writing Career

After leaving his job at St. Godric's College, Fowles and

his wife moved from Highgate to Hampstead, where they spent

some two years while he continued to write. While The Collec-

tor was becoming an immediate best-seller, Fowles was writing

on The Aristos, originally subtitled A Self-Portrait in Ideas,
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which followed the first novel into print by one year. The

next year, 1965, saw the publication of The Magus, which

Fowles finally sent to the publisher in spite of his feeling

that it was incomplete. The Collector was well received both

in England and elsewhere; it now appears in sixteen other

languages. The Magus was less successful, and The Aristos

has met with more criticism than praise, in spite of two

successive revised editions. Fowles, fortunately, takes the

criticism lightly: "The Magus is in ten other languages, The

Aristos in none--not even English, according to some of my

critics!,2 5  He says that he had not really intended The Aristos

to be a book of philosophy, although it "came out rather like

that. . . . The notion I had was that if you put down all the

ideas you hold, it would amount to a kind of painter's frank

self-portrait. I now think the style it's written in is

distinctly rebarbative. It's a difficult book to read. My

hope was that people would read only little bits of it at a

time, but I realize people don't read books like that any more."
26

The Aristos is a much clearer summary of ideas than it has been

called by the critics, but most of their adverse reaction was

aimed at the blunt and jargon-filled first edition, whose de-

fects Fowles readily admits in the preface to his first revision:
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It was not just the matter of the book that offended.

It was the manner as well--the dogmatic way in which

I set out my views on life. But that too sprang

from a desire to nourish individuality. By stating

badly what I believe I hope to force you to state

badly to yourself what you believe. . . . One other

criticism of the first edition I fully deserved. There

was an irritating swarm of new-coined words.27

Fowles abolishes most of the specialized jargon in his last

revision, and the new book reads much better than the one which

drew the bad reviews. His philosophy is intelligent and clear-

sighted, based upon the Heraclitean theory of balanced pairs

of opposites and the horizontality of existence. That is,

good and evil, hot and cold, beauty and ugliness, all work as

countersupporting forces to perpetuate existence in a system

in which the fate of the individual is in hazard, while the

fate of the whole is not a matter of chance, but of immutable

laws. And there is no beginning or end to existence--no

creation, in this horizontal phenomenon: evolution and progress

are infinite in the system, and they will never reach the point

of perfection nor of universal destruction, or non-existence.

Within Fowles's universe, God is a situation rather than a
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being, and "god," as he puts it, is the situation which per-

mits complete freedom because of complete non-intervention.

Among his most important points is a sort of behavioral atheism

which advocates that man should "bet" on the non-existence of

God and use his energies for the good of mankind in the here-

and-now, rather than waiting for some sort of hereafter or

judgment day. As a guide to Fowles's personal philosophy,

The Aristos is helpful in understanding his novels and poems.

Poems

Fowles was writing poetry before he attempted any fiction,

and poetry is what he considers the highest form of the great-

est artistic tool--language:

I was, at one time, interested in linguistics. I

think our best and our most human and our most evolved

tool is language, and therefore it is the art that

communicates through language that must be the most

important. Poetry is obviously the highest and most

concentrated form of that art. This is not talking

about the pleasure to be derived. There's obviously

equal pleasure to be got from all arts. It's simply

that in terms of human society and human culture,

this is the one art that we must protect most care-

fully.28
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In his foreword to Poems, his only published volume of

poetry, he characterizes poetry as an art which is by nature

more honest and direct than fiction. The novel requires an

artifice which is not necessary in poetry:

A novelist is like an actor on stage, and his private

self has to be subjugated to the public master of his

novel's ceremonies. His primary audience is other

people. A poet's is his or her own self. . . . I have

always found the writing of poetry, which I began before

I attempted prose, an enormous relief from the con-

stant play-acting of fiction. I never pick up a book

of poems without thinking that it will have one advan-

tage over most novels: I shall know the writer better

at the end of it. I do not have to hope this is true

of what follows. I know it is true . . . .29

Like his fiction, Fowles's poems are generally outside

the current fashions in their genre. They hardly resemble

other modern poetry at all; they are simple, subtle, and

usually brief. They are direct, honest, and never esoteric.

If they depend upon allusion, it is usually from classical

mythology. Although Fowles has never said so publicly, they
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are obviously his effort at a Grecian simplicity. There is

none of the abstruseness or complexity which characterizes

some of the modern poetry in the vein of an Eliot or a Yeats.

If his verse has a kinship to that of any modern poet, it is

to that of Emily Dickinson, whom he admires and whose sim-

plicity most resembles his. Like her concise poetry, Fowles's

verse often depends upon the powerful and special combination

of a few words for its impact:

These others would grasp

My mere being murdered,

But none can grasp

This being been.

("The Terror," 1963)30

As Fowles hints, his poems are highly personal, and they

carry through the themes which appear both in The Aristos and

in his fiction. But now he concentrates mostly upon writing

fiction, although he still considers poetry a higher art:

I used to write a lot of poetry. That's wrong.

Poetry has to write you. You have to spend time

waiting for it. Not writing it. . . . You have to

wait a very long time for poems; they have to take

shape, you have to put them aside, you have to work
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on them. And I'm still not sure that any poem I've

written can't be improved if I leave it another

year or two, or another five years. I think of poetry

as the area of my writing where I don't cheat--I try

and be honest. So I destroy a lot of poetry, too.

I can't tell why a poem seems good. Very often one

that seems technically--if not perfect--good, for

some reason doesn't work. It's not you. It's very

mysterious.31

Today, Fowles writes very little poetry and has no present

plans to publish more poems. Before his poetry volume in 1973,

he had published only a few poems, never having tried very

hard to get them into print, except some isolated times when

he sent off what he calls "the odd one."

His concentration on fiction seems to have begun around

1966, when he and Elizabeth moved from Highgate to Underhill

Farm, an isolated house a mile west of Lyme Regis, on the

Dorset coast. That was the year following publication of

The Magus, and it was there that Fowles wrote The French

Lieutenant's Woman. Two years later, after immortalizing the

farm as "The Dairy" in the setting of that novel (that was

the name by which the farm was long called by the Dorset
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locals), Fowles and his wife moved into the town of Lyme,

where they live in an eighteenth-century rococco house with

a large garden overlooking the Cobb, Lyme Harbor. Neither

does Fowles now write essays, as he had done at the beginning

of his career.

Essays

Fowles wrote some thoughtful and masterly essays, but

most of them appeared under the disguise of clever titles

imposed upon them by the popular American magazines in which

they appeared. Perhaps the classic among these is his 1970

essay setting forth the real leadership potential of women,

analyzing recent and current first ladies in light of the

"Guinevere syndrome," and placing Israel's Prime Minister

Golda Meir nearest of all to the opposite pole--the functional

rather than ornamental first lady. Inevitably, one of the

subjects in his discussion, and a rather passing one at that,

is Jacqueline Onassis. Her presence in the serious essay

opened the door for Cosmopolitan's editor to contrive this

unfortunate title: "Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis and Other First

(and Last) Ladies.t32
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In another essay, Fowles explains the English game of

cricket to the American reader. At Bedford School, the public

school which he attended from 1939 to 1944, Fowles had even-

tually become a captain of cricket. This essay uses his old

expertise and affection to review the game's history, tradi-

tion, and appeal--including what is and what is not cricket,

the game's historical kinship to baseball, and an experience

from the author's own days as a cricket bowler. Sports Illus-

trated printed it under the title "Making a Pitch for Cricket." 33

In another Sports Illustrated article, Fowles makes what

is perhaps his definitive statement on ecology and conserva-

tion. He is an avid field naturalist, who has a deep feeling

for nature while respecting the right of its plants and ani-

mals to co-exist with man. This essay appeals to Americans

to emulate the English by allowing plants and animals to live

peacefully in cities instead of trying to isolate them in

special, artificial preserves. He defends the rights of even

the minutest forms of plant and animal life, and he condemns

the human propensity to classify things into insignificance.

This article appeared under the title "Weeds, Bugs, Ameri-

cans."4 It is one of Fowles's most significant revelations of
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his own feeling about life and his fellow creatures--in many

ways more enlightening than The Aristos, and especially en-

lightening about his attitude toward classifiers and collec-

tors. Fowles really does have an antipathy to collectors,

and anyone who reads in various short biographical blurbs that

he himself collects rare books and old china finds an apparent

paradox which Fowles is glad to clear up:

I have never been a serious collector of anything.

The above is just blurb nonsense. I have a very

serious field interest in several branches of

natural history. I buy old books from time to

time, but never for their rarity value. I am not,

in the rather intense monomaniacal sense Americans

seem to attach to the term, a collector at all.35

Fowles's Frederick Clegg, of The Collector is one of his un-

savory collectors, as are Alphonse de Deukans in The Magus and

Montagu Seward in the poem "A Tragedy for Art."

Another of Fowles's essays which got itself branded with

an Americanese title appeared in Holiday magazine as "The

Trouble With Starlets."t36  Although it is presented with a

sufficiently sensational illustration of a bikinied girl with

a jeweled poodle, the essay is a really very intelligent analysis
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of why the movie moguls surround themselves with starlets as

their eponyms did with houris. Fowles concludes that the

phenomenon is very like the eighteenth-century preoccupation

with the putti as a representative of youth and fertility:

Both are attempts of man to insulate himself against sterility

and death.

When excerpts of The Aristos appeared in Vogue, the title

came out, "Marriage, Passion, Love: My Side of the Dialogue."3 7

Fowles is quick to disown the titles, which he calls "sicken-

ing,"38 but some of his essays have appeared in the less

popular and more serious periodicals, and their titles reflect

very simply what they say.

Two of his earliest such essays, both published in the

autumn of 1964, are among the most important to an understand-

ing of his thought. "I Write Therefore I Am,'09 which appeared

in Evergreen Review, states Fowles's central literary ideas in

the same style of numbered paragraph "notes" that he uses in

The Aristos. In The Texas Quarterly, with the essay "On Being

English but Not British,"40 Fowles declares himself a Green

Englishman rather than a Red-white-and-blue Britisher. The

essay expresses admiration for the Robin Hood spirit of jus-

tice, the English heritage which is the ultimate check on the

John Bullish spirit of British imperialism.
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While he was writing the first draft of The French Lieu-

tenant's Woman, he took time to chronicle his progress and

his thoughts in an essay first published in the July 1968

Harper's Magazine as "Notes on Writing a Novel." With minor

variations, the same essay has twice been reprinted,4 making

his last novel the best-documented example of his creative

process. The following year, the same in which The French

Lieutenant's Woman was published, Chatto & Windus reprinted

the 1880 Sabine Baring-Gould novel Mehalah, with Fowles's

introduction, glossary, and appendix.42  Fowles, always inter-

ested in the novels of his predecessors, writes with reserved

admiration for Mehalah and its author--and, though he does not

mention it, there is a distinct parallel between Baring-Gould's

heroine and Fowles's Sarah Woodruff, women of the same era and

the same new assertiveness. Fowles published his last two

essays in the next year, 1970. In "My Recollections of Kafka,"

he discusses principally the distinctiveness of the Kafkaesque

style and the advisability of cultivating an easily recogniz-

able personal style.4 3  Fowles also has some important things

to say about literary criticism's current tendency toward

dissection rather than illumination--and the excessively

scientific approach to literary study, particularly toward
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tracing literary influence as if it were always the result

of the author's conscious intent. Fowles, in recalling his

own reading of Kafka years before, intentionally demonstrates

how much he does not recall and how much of what he does recall

is a matter of tone and idea rather than specific details of

plot and characters. His last essay, published a few months

later, is titled "Is the Novel Dead?'4 4  His intention is

ironic, because he begins by saying that the question is

rapidly "qualifying as the major literary bore of the late

twentieth century." He goes on to scoff the question into

insignificance and defend the vitality of the novel, making

a very convincing case in behalf of the art form that is so

often branded as being moribund.

Fowles's Fiction

But Fowles's own fiction is the best defense of the novel,

and it is perhaps a very wise act on his part to have given

up work on essay writing to focus his effort on fiction. For

him, the writing of novels and stories is an important part

of individualism, and the recent talk of the decline of the

novel is more important than mere literary pessimism. And

he feels that, particularly in his own country, there is a
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lesson to be learned before the problem will begin to be con-

quered:

In sober truth, it is not the novel that is under

attack, but something much more essential to human

development and vital to human happiness--the right,

the power and the need to exercise the individual

imagination. I do not myself think that this citadel

is going to surrender easily; and because literature

is one of its main walls, I am optimistic about that

as well. There are signs that our epoch's moronic

identification of speed and ease of consumption with

progress is beginning to collapse. It is the besiegers

who are really in disarray. Many intelligent Americans

are by now only too aware of the debasement in the

quality of life this shallow conception of progress

has caused. It is one very good reason their culture

has currently a healthier attitude to books than

that of our own yawning and apathetic island. They

have learnt their lesson. We have still to learn

ours. In time, in our fashion, I trust we shall

learn. Till then, we eat rhubarb. 4 5
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Although Fowles does not say so, it is a further symptom of

Britain's current attitude that his novels have been better

received in America than in his own country. But although

he is personally an outsider from the British literary estab-

lishment, even the critics of that country are beginning to

recognize that Fowles is perhaps their leading writer of

fiction.
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CHAPTER II

THE MAGUS

The Scope of the Novel

The Magus is one of the most remarkable works in contem-

porary fiction. As Fowles's first novel (although published

second), it is not a modest beginning. Its design is grand

and intricate, its craftsmanship meticulous; its dimensions are

manifold. The Magus is a story of mystery, suspense, adven-

ture, romance, love; it is a novel of initiation, of human

psychology, of Western history, a marriage of myth and modern

existence, a treatment of the occult and the bizarre, a recon-

ciliation of art and reality, a celebration of nature--and

more.

Above all, it is a novel of great beauty which merges

Jungian psychoanalysis with ancient ritual to achieve a rational

attitude toward human irrationality, a basis for morality and

self knowledge, and thereby a workable amalgam of feeling and

will to make existential action possible in the face of the

modern dilemma. Not since Forster's A Passage to India has
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such a multi-faceted design been made to connect in an English

novel. And not since Conrad's Jim amplified Hamlet's question

from whether to be, to how to be, has a single work approached

an answer with such intelligence.

It is this positiveness as much as its breadth that lifts

The Magus above its contemporaries in British fiction, most

of which claim validity by illuminating the modern dilemma

rather than by envisioning a way of coping with it. Fiction's

nearest approaches thus far to solving the plight of twentieth-

century man instead of commiserating with him have come from

such writers as Iris Murdoch and Lawrence Durrell, who suggest

some comfort in man's mythological heritage, and from Saul

Bellow, whose rational morality opens another positive course

to modern man. Less positive contemporary writers have been

trapped by the social consciousness of the Angries on the one

hand or the form consciousness of the nouveau roman on the

other.

It is true that much of the meaning of The Magus depends

upon the same sort of mythic suggestion as that of Durrell

and Murdoch. But the saving power of their mythology to bring

awareness to the individual lies in their taking the frame of

the novel outside of familiar society, into the Gothic
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isolation of The Unicorn, for example, or the exotic and time-

less ambience of The Alexandria Quartet. Fowles, too, uses

an insulated setting removed from society, and the Greek

culture suggests mythic timelessness. But his plot is fused

with recent history, psychology, and philosophy which achieves

a specificity and reality beyond shadowy mythic suggestion.

In effect, Fowles brings mythology into modern life in such

a way as to place it in a rational perspective which recog-

nizes both its mystery and its real utility to the individual.

That achievement is the power of the book.

Public Acceptance of The Magus

The Magus is a better novel than some scholars and critics

have recognized, and it is still surprising that the book was

not a greater popular success. It is so pleasantly readable

that it seems the sort of novel to have earned public acclaim.

However, although certainly no failure, the book has not gained

the acceptance that greeted The Collector and The French Lieu-

tenant's Woman. Perhaps a reason for its limited popular

appeal is its magnitude and complexity. It is such a long

and intricate novel that it may be too baffling for the hypo-

thetical average reader. It is a virtual maze--for the reader
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as well as the protagonist--so filled with false clues and

blind alleys that it requires more than a passive reading.

Fowles explains that The Maze was one of his alternate titles

for the novel, and perhaps the book is too much a labyrinth

for many modern readers accustomed to the passive fictional

experiences of film and television. The reaction of reviewers

reveals, in the case of The Magus even more than in most novels,

more about their understanding of the book than about its

relative merits. And the reviews at least suggest enough

about popular reaction to explain, perhaps, the novel's limited

public success.

Reviews

Most of the novel's detractors show frustration and im-

patience at the mysteries of the plot and the length to which

Fowles extends his foolery, a technique essential to this

novel. Few of the novel's unfavorable reviews display under-

standing of what Fowles is doing, and even most of the favorable

reviews praise only the novel's readability. Several reviews

are unusually vehement. The Times Literary Supplement calls

The ____s "a silly book and an unhealthy one,"1 and novelist

Angus Wilson provides the competitor's-eye view by suggesting

that the book is written for film:
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I should hope that the next time he will use his

remarkable abilities to give us pure entertainment,

or better still, shed for a while his powers of

exciting narration to give us a much tamer but more

considered novel about human beings. Meanwhile,

certain scenes--the love-making, the Nazi tortures,

the Greek natural scenery--will make an excellent

film. After all, the metaphysics will then be

dropped overboard in the name of the Great Goddess

Visual Art of the Cinema (or is she just a mask for

the bitch Goddess Box Office?).2

Wilson considers the philosophical-theological questions "hardly

new" elements that "merely clutter up an over-ingenious fantasy."

Another novelist-reviewer-competitor, Anthony Burgess, is

only slightly kinder:

It is an astonishing achievement, indicating obsessions

in Mr. Fowles which The Collector merely adumbrated,

but I catch, too, much of the defiance of the man who

is, against all odds and with material that compres-

sion would have made more telling, determined to write

a long, long, long book.3

Burgess, who seems almost to invite a probing of his own per-

sonal obsessions through A Clockwork Orange, does acknowledge
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the book's "considerable" power, its "cerebral tone," and

its "naturalistic skill," but if he knows what the book is

about, he does not say so. It is surprising that Burgess,

as a novelist, should treat other fiction as a sort of neurotic

symptom. Perhaps there is some validity in his allegation of

excessive length in The Magus, but not in his suggestion that

the length grows from a determined inclusiveness on Fowles's

part. The pertinent question is whether the length, complexity,

and mystery of The s obscure its themes. The treatment of

the novel by some reviewers suggests that, at least for them,

the meanings of the book are not clear.

The most penetrating adverse criticism of The Magus is a

point made by Bill Byrom, the only reviewer to recognize the

paradox in Conchis' s godgame: "That a group of individuals

should conspire to baffle another person until he comes to

an improved sense of himself, is to put ends before means in

a totalitarian fashion which the author seems to condone and

enjoy. And it imperils the liberal respect for the autonomy

of his characters which a novelist who hopes to invent real

people must zealously cling to. Pervading the book, there is

a brutality not wholly acknowledged by the author." There

is evidence in the novel that Fowles intends the ambivalence
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of cruelty and compassion in the godgame; however, Byrom

considers the paradox a weakness.

Most of the reviews are favorable--even those which do

not penetrate the mystery of the novel. Two are far more per-

ceptive than the rest. James R. Lindroth's early review sees

the book's enlargement upon three themes which appear in The

Collector: this century's forms of inhumanity, the nature of

freedom, and the meaning of existence. Lindroth also sees

the double function of Conchis' s meta-theatre: Nicholas's

part in the act exposes his own fantasy existence, and Conchis's

flashbacks illuminate the meanings of freedom, humanity, and

existence.5 Joseph Epstein is another who sees beyond Fowles's

skill as a storyteller and praises the breadth of the novel:

"Among other items woven seamlessly into the fabric of the

novel are a study of war, a history of modern Europe, a running

discussion of the viability of the novel as a literary form

. . .and a thoroughgoing demonstration of various meanings

of love. The book is an exceptional novel; it is a civilizing

act." 6  This early comment on the novel comes as close as any

to defining what The Magus really is.

Except for Lindroth and Epstein, most reviewers base their

praise of the novel on the fact that Fowles is a master story-

teller, a genius at narration. A few complain because they
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resent being manipulated by such a genius, and still others

suggest that both manipulation and genius simply continue too

long.

The Magus Cult

The book has a certain esoteric appeal, evinced by the

critics who seem to misunderstand it and by the small and

faddish following, particularly among college-age young persons

in the United States, who invest the novel with some vague

occult power. Ian Watt likens this modishness to the over-

simple worship that youth cliques have devoted to the works

of J. R. R. Tolkien and Hermann Hesse.7 Since Watt's observa-

tion, however, the gs Cult has almost disbanded in the

United States--perhaps because Fowles's other fiction does

not fit the esoteric mold. Nor does The Magus, really, unless

given the colportage interpretation which inflates natural

mystery into occultism. The occult is a part of this novel,

just as mythology, history, esthetics, sadism, and other ele-

ments are, but Fowles places all of these in rational perspec-

tive. Occultism is, after all, a confusion of symbol with

reality. And a very important part of what The Magus does is

to clarify that confusion.
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The Plot

Nicholas Urfe is just down from Oxford, where he had been

in a pretentious literary circle whose members had imitated

the behavior of their French Existentialist fictional heroes.

Fleeing his own sense of meaninglessness and a burdensome cycle

of sexual affairs, Nick takes a job as English master in a

private boy's school on the Greek island of Phraxos. But in

so doing, he abandons the love of Alison Kelley, an unsophis-

ticated Australian expatriate with whom he has lived for a

while in London. Nick's parents have died in an air crash,

leaving him without close human connections, a situation in

which he takes pleasure behind the mask of the lonely and free

existentialist hero, the solitary poet. Confronted with the

beauty of the island and the Aegean, Nicholas's pose as poet

collapses, and his realization of his own shallowness brings

him to the point of suicide.

Then he stumbles upon Bourani, the mysterious domaine

of the Anglo-Greek millionaire Maurice Conchis, whose strange

presence has been foreshadowed in Nick's London conversation

with his predecessor at the school, an overbearing militarist

named Mitford. Attracted by hints at the presence of an un-

seen girl, Nick listens to Conchis unfold his experiences as
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a young World War I deserter alienated from his family and

sweetheart. Invited back for successive weekends, Nick finds

himself the central participant in what Conchis later describes

as his "meta-theatre," a drama with no audience, boundaries,

or fixed development. Its episodes are connected with the

autobiographical narration which Conchis provides over candle-

light dinners and glasses of ouzo, an aniseed-flavored Greek

liqueur. Nick is mystified, as supposedly dead characters

from Conchis's past begin to appear in the flesh. Although

Conchis has hinted that Nick may be "elect," one of the great-

est of the mysteries for Nick is whyj it is all being staged--

and why for him? The drama is accompanied by Conchis's per-

formances on the harpsichord and clavichord, paintings and

sculptures by Modigliani, Bonnard, and Giacometti, and volumes

and manuscripts ranging from history and psychiatry to erotica.

Its dramaturgical elements include distant tableaux, faraway

music, special costumes and lighting, and finally film clips

and reports documenting Conchis's real involvement in Nazi

atrocities on occupied Phraxos. All the while, Nick becomes

obsessed with the girl who first appears as Conchis's dead

sweetheart, Lily, and then seems to be in reality an actress

named Julie Holmes, whose identical twin June occasionally

joins the performance.
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He still thinks of Alison but writes her only occasionally.

She has become an air hostess, and Nick reluctantly agrees to

meet her in Athens on a weekend when the "cast" is away from

Bourani. Their holiday together leads to a climax of love

on Mount Parnassus; then it is shattered when Nick confesses

his involvement with Lily-Julie. He leaves her hysterical in

her hotel room; he then finds the following morning that she

has gone. Back on the island, Nick only begins to realize the

depth of his feeling for Alison when he receives word of her

suicide. He had begun to identify Alison to some degree with

his attraction to Lily-Julie, but now he is driven in despera-

tion to Julie, who convinces him that she and her twin are

genuine, and genuinely afraid of Conchis. After the World

War II phase of the drama, Conchis and the cast appear to

unmask and dissolve the pretense, conceding that Nicholas has

actually won Julie. They appear in what seem their real per-

sonalities, depart Bourani amid congratualtions, and leave

Nick and Julie together. However, Julie is apparently kid-

napped while showing Nick the underground bunker which had

served as the tiring room for the drama. For several days

Nick is left to search for her, before Rose comes to lead him

to her sister at the local hotel. Just as Nick and Julie have
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stripped, bathed together, and are going to bed, she breaks

free, enacts a series of charades, wrestles free again, then

rushes to the door and informs Nick that there is no Julie.

With that she opens the door to admit Conchis and his men,

who subdue Nick, anesthetize him, and abduct him to a complex

of underground cisterns, where they continue the masque.

Nick awakens in a subterranean hospital room where actors

whom he recognizes from previous scenes of the meta-theatre

pose as doctor and orderlies. He is taken gagged into a large

chamber, handcuffed to a throne, and told that he is to judge

his captors. The masked participants enter in various costumes

of pagan beliefs from around the world, and Nick himself is

costumed for initiation rites. But what begins with the ap-

pearance of dark ritual changes to a parody of behavioral

psychology, when Conchis, Julie, and all unmask, introduce

themselves as psychologists, and analyze their prisoner in

Freudian jargon which is partly valid and partly absurd. Then

he is allowed his opportunity to judge.

Nick is released and given the chance to take revenge by

lashing Julie's naked back with a cat-of-nine-tails while she

is chained to a whipping frame. He remembers the central

scene of the life drama which Conchis has presented to him--
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the only part of the narrative for which there is ample factual

evidence. During the Nazi occupation of Phraxos, Conchis had

been pressured into accepting the job of mayor, a position

sensitive because of its dealings with the German troops. At

the climax of the wartime sequence, Conchis had been forced

to witness unspeakable tortures, before being given the choice

of bludgeoning to death two captured resistance fighters to

save the lives of eighty villagers or else dying along with

them in front of Nazi machine-gunners. At last Conchis had

stood beside them and echoed their cry of freedom. In the

massacre that followed, Conchis miraculously survived his

wounds. Nick remembers that virtually no one except Conchis

himself has ever understood his decision that day; he is still

reputed to be a former Nazi collaborator and the cause of the

slaughter. As Nick stands with the cat in his hand, he knows--

and he knows that Conchis knows--that his decision will not

necessarily be understood by anyone but himself, that his

choosing non-violence may be interpreted as forgiveness.

Finally he refuses to use the whip.

He is handcuffed again, this time to the same frame that

had held Julie, and forced to watch a "blue" film starring

Julie and Joe Harrison, the black man who has played The Beast
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to Beauty throughout previous phases of the drama. The film

concludes, and Julie and Joe appear in person and make love

on a couch before Nicholas. Conchis appears again, tells

Nick to "learn to smile." Then Nick is drugged again and is

glad to sleep. He awakens in a ruined village on a remote

mountain top with his suitcase, food, and a loaded pistol

beside him. He delights in the food, casts the pistol to the

rocks hundreds of feet below, and returns to his school on

Phraxos, only to discover that he has been dismissed. Finding

the school an arm of Conchis's power, Nick tries vainly to

trace him. Later from his Athens hotel window Nick is given

a glimpse of Alison; news of her death has been part of the

hoax.

Feeling betrayed and burning for revenge, he returns to

London and takes a room in the house of Kemp, a dissipated

left-wing woman who roughly mothers him. While continuing to

seek the solution to the mysteries he discovers the historical

Lily, a wealthy and gracious suburban widow with a ten-year-

old son. She is Lily de Seitas, the mother of Julie and June,

who are really named Lily and Rose. She spends her Septembers

with Conchis. She has befriended Alison, with whom the Conchis

group had made contact shortly after she had left Nick in
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Athens. Mrs. de Seitas explains that Nick will have to wait

until Alison is ready and then win her back. The perfect

Demeter figure, she regally mothers Nick out of his rebellious

mood, and he waits.

Before returning to London, Nick had visited John Leverrier,

the English master who had preceded Mitford at the school on

Phraxos. Leverrier, now a monk, had refused to reveal his

own experiences as one of Conchis's "elect." Back in London,

Nick again meets Mitford, who reveals that Conchis and Lily had

not chosen him as one of the elect; they had humiliated him for

his fascist attitude and absconded. Now Nick meets a boyish

American who is to succeed him at the school. He does not hint

to the young man what is to face him; he has chosen to cooperate

with Conchis's "godgame," as Lily de Seitas tells him it is

called.

To avoid sexual temptation during weeks of awaiting Alison,

Nick keeps company with an awkward and unattractive Scottish

girl named Jojo. He is trying to keep the one commandment

that Mrs. de Seitas has given him: "Thou shalt not commit

pain." At their last meeting, she has given him a fine china

plate, with the advice that he must learn to handle fragile
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things. Jojo, apparently anything but fragile, turns out to

be vulnerable after all, and Nick causes her pain in spite of

his efforts to the contrary. Then he breaks the plate.

Finally when he and Alison have their final scene of

attempted reconciliation in Regent's Park, they both feel as

if the gods of the godgame are still watching them--perhaps

from the classical facades of the mansions facing the park,

bedecked with statues of the Olympians. Nick finally regains

his powers of action, tells Alison that he is going to turn

and walk away, that when she follows he will slap her and walk

away again. She will bury her face in her hands, leave the

park in the opposite direction, take a cab to the Paddington

Station waiting room, and wait. When they enact that very

ritual, it is uncertain whether the moves are spontaneous or

artificial. Alison slowly smiles when Nick slaps her, then

they both turn and walk away. At their first parting, Alison

had left without looking back; later she had reminded Nick

that she had done so even though she loved him. Now Nick

leaves without a backward look, "firmer than Orpheus, as firm

as Alison herself." And we may assume that the lovers meet

again, in the waiting room.
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Nicholas and the Nemo

At the book's beginning, Nick is suffering from his own

reaction to the facelessness of modern man, a phenomenon which

Fowles treats at length in The Aristos. Fowles borrows the

Latin nemo to describe the part of man's consciousness which

holds his sense of his own insignificance, his "nobodiness,"

his non-identity: "The nemo is a man's sense of his own

futility and ephemerality; of his relativity, his comparative-

ness; of his virtual nothingness. Others have called this

sense modern man's awareness of the existential void.

Fowles lists a number of ways in which man counters the

nemo, ranging from religion to political assassination, but

all of these nemo-countering devices fall into two categories:

"I can conform or I can conflict. If I conform to the society

I live in, I will use the agreed symbols of success, the status

symbols, to prove that I am really somebody" (A, p. 50).

Nicholas is wrestling against the nemo--the combat that

faces every anti-hero in modern fiction. But he differs in a

very important way. He does not choose the conformity pursued

by most of these protagonists. Instead he chooses to conflict,

in Fowles's special sense. Few of the heroes of the British

Angries are what most of us would call conformists, but Fowles
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would consider them so because they are countering the nemo

by pursuing the status symbols already generally recognized

by society. For them, success is what it is for Dickens's

Pip: the girl and the money--and perhaps a bit of fame on

the side. But Nicholas is not one of the "new people" who

oppose society's standards while unwittingly pursuing conform-

ity. He is of the middle class, and reasonably secure econom-

ically. At Oxford he learns to substitute form for meaning,

style for morality, to reject conformity as an antidote to

the nemo. The Aristos provides a summary of the self-delusion

that Nick falls into: "I can counter my nemo by conflicting;

by adopting my own special style of life. I build up an

elaborate unique persona, I defy the mass. I am the bohemian,

the dandy, the outsider, the hippy" (A, p. 50). Nick's de-

scription of his Oxford non-conformity fits Fowles's nemo-

countering theory perfectly. As Nick explains,

We formed a small club called Les Hommes Revoltes',

drank very dry sherry, and (as a protest against

those shabby dufflecoated last years of the forties)

wore dark gray suits and black ties for our meetings;

we argued about essence and existence and called

a certain kind of inconsequential behavior exis-

tentialist. Less enlightened people would have
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called it capricious or just plain selfish; but we

didn't realize that the heroes, or anti-heroes,

of the French existentialist novels we read were

not supposed to be realistic. We tried to imitate

them, mistaking metaphorical descriptions of com-

plex modes of feeling for straightforward prescrip-

tions of behavior. We duly felt the right anguishes.

Most of us, true to the eternal dandyism of Oxford,

simply wanted to look different. In our club, we

did.9

In the first paragraph of the novel, Nick says he began at

Oxford to discover that he was not the person he wanted to be.

His solution, and that of his fellows, is the mask, the persona,

of the existentialist hero. Admittedly such an effort at role

playing is its own sort of conformity, since these stylish

revolutionaries are fully as prone to a uniform lack of origi-

nality as their contemporaries who flee the nemo by the path

of social convention. Nick assumes affected manners, a fashion-

able ennui, and the self-deluding guise of a poet.

Nicholas describes his conservative-militaristic father

as substituting certain "capitalized key words" for an intellect:

Discipline, Tradition, Responsibility, and the like. His
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father's counter to the nemo had been conformity, the uniform

and the ideas to decorate it. In choosing the opposite course,

Nick is, although better read, really no more intellectual

than his father had been. He and his Oxford literary circle

accumulate their own key words. And they even dress alike for

the meetings. A false identity, but at least an identity.

Un debauche de profession

This groping for identity, the flight from the nemo,

drives Nicholas into an unenthusiastic cycle of promiscuous

affairs. Nick's transitory affairs are a part of his non-

conformist persona--the quasi-literary behavior of an existen-

tialist hero who values his freedom. His consciously dramatic

display of "the solitary heart," a mechanism for jettisoning

outworn conquests, is also part of the greater self-delusion

in which he patterns his acts upon his literary-philosophical

heroes. He speaks of enjoying his sexual success and taking

pride in his ability to terminate liaisons as neatly as he

had begun them: "This sounds, and was, calculating, but it

was caused less by a true coldness than by my dandyish belief

in the importance of the life style. I mistook the feeling

of relief that dropping a girl always brought for a love of

freedom" (p. 9). It is partly in flight from the encumbering
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sexual alliance that Nick abandons his first teaching job.

Nick is beginning to feel one of the questions central to

this novel--how a man is to wrest the control of his destiny

away from his libido: "I began to be sick of the way a mere

bodily need threatened to distort my life" (p. 9). Nick has

become the professional rake (debauch&) who, according to the

de Sade passage which introduces the first part of the book,

is rarely a man to be pitied. The initiation which Nick under-

goes retrieves him from his situation; but pity is not what

he gets.

The Waiting Room

The waiting room as a metaphor of modern man's situation

is as important in Nick's age as the nemo. When Mitford tells

Nick to "Beware of the waiting room" (p. 33), he hints that

he knows all about it. Much later in the novel it becomes

apparent that Mitford had not really understood the SALLE

D'ATTENTE. As Nick discovers the sign outside Bourani and

remembers Mitford's warning, there is a feeling that he is

linked, through the waiting room, to both Mitford and the

Nazis who had brought the sign from some French railway station.

In The Aristos, Fowles presents man's waiting room situa-

tion as a different metaphor--mankind afloat on a raft on a
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boundless ocean: "From his present dissatisfaction man reasons

that there was some catastrophic wreck in the past, before

which he was happy; some golden age, some Garden of Eden. He

also reasons that somewhere ahead lies a promised land, a land

without conflict. Meanwhile, he is miserably en passage; this

myth lies deeper than religious faith" (A, p. 15). The waiting

room, like the raft, is a metaphor for man's sense of expecta-

tion, his feeling that his existence was once a paradise and

will be so again. As Fowles explains, this human sense that

life is an emergency expedient, a state of waiting for a better

state, is a phenomenon which goes even deeper than religion.

The waiting room is more than a convenient place to sit until

Godot arrives. However, some religions embody ideas which

arise from such a feeling: the afterlife, the advent of a

savior, the triumph of good over evil, a system of absolute

justice and reward. But Fowles considers the afterlife a

myth that, having suppressed human violence and discontentment

for centuries, has now outrun its usefulness: "But the true

longing of humanity is not for an afterlife; it is for the

establishment of a justice here and now that will make an

afterlife unnecessary. This myth was a compensatory fantasy,

a psychological safety-valve for the frustrations of existen-

tial reality" (A, p. 31). On a religious level, the waiting
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room, the wreck and the raft, are metaphors for the human

justification of injustice in the world. And to those in

power, these metaphors justify means that can obliterate any

sort of nobility in man.

On the political level, the waiting-room concept is at

the root of various utopias, of various monarchical and oligar-

chical schemes of imposing certainty on the human existence

that thrives upon, as well as suffers from, chance. On the

political right, it is the waiting room which justifies fascism

and its inhumanities. On the political left, it justifies

the violent revolutionary methods of the various socialisms.

"Socialism has its afterlife myth," Fowles writes, "not in a

hypothetical other world, but in a hypothetical future of this

world. Marxism and Leninism both proclaim, use and abuse the

notion of perfectibility; justifying bad means by good ends"

(A, p. 117). The waiting room mythos, whether worldly or

otherworldly in nature, is caused by dissatisfaction, but it

causes man to intensify human suffering by being irresponsible

to his fellow man in the here-and-now. It justifies Nazi in-

humanities as well as Mitford's fascism.

But Nick's waiting-room existence is a matter of esthetics

rather than of religion or patriotism. He has an unconscious
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belief in the attainment of the artistic ideal, the perfecta-

bility of his own existence through art. The theological

zealot confuses religion with reality, the political fanatic

confuses patriotism with reality, and Nick, the esthetic

devotee, confuses art with reality. Robert Scholes, discussing

the question of taking fiction metaphorically rather than real-

istically, calls attention to Nicholas's fundamental error:

"he uses his misreading of literature as an excuse for mis-

treating life as if it were art."10 Life and art are so mixed

in Nick's mind that his existence almost collapses when he

sees his inadequacy as a poet, a failure growing from his re-

jection of banal reality. Instead of recognizing art as part

of life, he has tried without success to make it a substitute.

In Nick's words, "One kind of person is engaged in society

without realizing it; another kind engages in society by con-

trolling it. The one is a gear, a cog, and the other an

engineer, a driver. But a person who has opted out has only

his ability to express his disengagement between his existence

and nothingness. Not cogito, but scribo, pingo, ergo sum"

(p. 45). 11
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French Existentialism

At this point, Nick embodies the thesis of what has become

of French Existentialism, the nouveau roman. Fowles dislikes

the nouveau roman, and admires the writings of Camus. His own

writings illustrate the same appreciation of everyday life

apparent in Camus's brand of Existentialist thinking. The re-

conciliation of real and ideal is at the center of everything

Fowles writes. He considers neither life nor art dull. That

is why his own art shows delight in the sensory, the erotic,

the everyday--and it is also why his own art is entertaining

as well as profound. Scholes says it as well as it can be

said:

It should be emphasized that the kind of existen-

tialist thought which animates the pages of this

book and informs its structure is in one crucial

respect quite at odds with the variety of existen-

tialist phenomenology which aggravates the nausea

and deadens the pages of the French nouveau roman.

For the French novelists, the banality of quotidian

existence is an unquestioned first premise. Their

work is to capture it in a form that will expose

it. But for Fowles reality is not banal.1 2
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Perhaps if Nick could have avoided the beauty of Phraxos,

he could have maintained his escapist illusion that he was a

poet. But he is face-to-face with a landscape which constantly

denies the banality of existence. Its positive reality, in

effect, negates his esthetic negation. "With no company but

my own boredom," he recalls, "I began for the first time in

my life to look at nature, and to regret that I know its

language as little as I knew Greek" (p. 39). The unignorable

loveliness of the island finally undermines the literary

persona he has adopted, forces him to confront reality, and

makes him see the truth: his own art--not reality--is banal.

"Yet in the end this unflawed natural world became intimidat-

ing. I seemed to have no place in it, I could not use it and

I was not made for it. I was a townsman; and I was rootless.

I rejected my own age, yet could not sink back into an older.

So I ended like Sciron, a mid-air man" (p. 43). Even Nicholas's

glorious dreams in which he imagines for himself great literary

success and public recognition finally melt away, and his last

excuse, the banality of school routine, fails to maintain his

illusion: "Poetry had always seemed something I could turn

to in need; an emergency exit, a life buoy, as well as a justi-

fication. Now I was in the sea, and the life buoy had sunk,
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like lead" (p. 45). Without his illusion, Nick is at sea

without the raft, a situation in which he is doomed unless

he is saved.

Nicholas's First Choice

Nicholas's first real choice is to exist. And like most

decisions, it could easily have gone the other way. In Fowles's

powerfully understated passage that describes Nick's near-

suicide, the only suggestions of what causes him to change his

mind are the images. This is one of many fictional passages

that prove Fowles a poet. He expresses his meaning through

color and the contrast of sound and silence, with a constant

reality of vivid physical detail and enough direct exposition

of thought to direct the reader's response.

It is not my intention to digress into a discussion of

Fowles's technique. I am talking about his meaning, but this

is simply one of those places where his imagery provides the

only direct evidence of meaning. The aural imagery dominates

the passage, but in oblique contrast to the quietly horrible

details of Nick's proceedings to end his life--how the blast

will "mash" through the brain and blow away the back of the

skull, how he devises, fits, and tests the foot-and-stick

method for triggering the gun. The first sound after the
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click of the falling hammer during the terrible test is the

blending of nature and humanity, beauty and meaning, suffering

and existence: "From the hills behind came the solitary voice

of a girl. She must have been bringing down the goats, and

she was singing wildly, at the limit of her uninhibited voice,

without any recognizable melody, in Turkish-Moslem intervals.

It sounded disembodied, of place, not person" (pp. 47-48).

Earlier Nick has described the place, the island, with highly

erotic overtones: "as if Greece were a woman so sensually
provocative that I must fall physically and desperately in

love with her, and at the same time so calmly aristocratic

that I should never be able to approach her" (p. 36). Only

after her seduction of Nicholas is complete and he has chosen

to exist does he begin "quietly to rape the island" (p. 49).

But her seduction has not only destroyed his rejection of

reality and so his esthetic self-delusion; her disembodied

song--erotic, wild, exuberantly mournful--has called him back

into life. As if to confirm his return, the next sound is

the concrete and very real klaxon of the Athens boat.

There is a parallel meaning in the visual imagery, as

the sky darkens during her song and the sea pales "to a nacreous

gray. Over the mountains there were pinkish bars of high



69

cloud in the still strong light from the set sun. . . . The

afterglow, the palest yellow, then a luminous pale green, then

a limpid stained glass blue, held in the sky over the moun-

tains to the west" (p. 48). The darkening, the gray, then

the brilliance of color contrasts the quotidian and the daz-

zlingly beautiful. As these opposite poles of existence appear

to Nicholas, he begins to realize that he is trying to create

the esthetic death with his suicide just as he had tried to

create the esthetic life with his poetry. "I was trying to

commit not a moral action, but a fundamentally aesthetic one"

(p. 48). Years later he recalls, "To write poetry and to

commit suicide, apparently so contradictory, had really been

the same, attempts at escape" (p. 49). Although the landscape

of Greece has seduced and saved him, she has only preserved

his existence. She has not redeemed its quality. It takes

a seduction of another sort to do that:

The pattern of destiny seemed pretty clear;

down and down, and down.

But then the mysteries began (p. 50).

The Waiting Room as Redeemer

True, the waiting-room attitude toward life is capable

of driving man into various religious, political, esthetic,
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and sexual extremes--and, at its worst, of causing a moral

paralysis that inhibits the nobility of the race and intensi-

fies its eternal suffering. But this sense of incompleteness

and expectation also has a good effect on man. It is inevitable

that Fowles, with his belief in the countersupportiveness of

antipodal forces, should encompass the opposite quality of

the waiting-room sense--the existence of mystery.

The mystery in man's eternal sense of expectation is at

the base of all of his philosophical and esthetic romanticisms,

and its basic motif is the heroic quest. These quests are

usually mixed with waiting, either for bliss or mortal conflict.

Sir Gawain must wait the full seasonal cycle before meeting

the Green Knight, and Odysseus is repeatedly faced with per-

iods of suspended animation. Much romantic literature is

founded upon some variation of the motif of waiting and quest-

ing before some consummation. Robert Scholes, in discussing

the orgastic nature of all of Fowles's fiction, points out

that the suspenseful delays which punctuate The Magus, The

Collector, and The French Lieutenant's Woman are the literary

counterpart of prolonged sexual pleasure from intentional

delay of the climax.13 Scholes calls the sexual act the arche-

type of all fiction. And delay is a characteristic of the

act.
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In The Magus, Nicholas must wait for each new develop-

ment in the mysteries that engulf him; Alison first waits for

him, then he for Alison; several times he is left waiting

while Conchis and his circle abandon the island altogether.

He waits for sexual consummation with Lily, only to be a spec-

tator instead of participant. And finally, after his final

extended wait for Alison, he sends her to the waiting room at

Paddington Station. The sort of waiting through which Fowles

puts his characters is, however, more than suspense, more than

the expectation of the perfect denouement. The Fowlesian

waiting room is part of the initiation of conscious suffering--

not blind expectation. T. S. Eliot writes of such enlightened

waiting in "East Coker," one of the Four Quartets, which in-

clude "Little Gidding," the poem whose marked passage Nicholas

discovers on the shingle at Moutsa. In "East Coker," the

waiting is essential to the exploration:

I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope

For hope would be hope for the wrong thing;

wait without love

For love would be love of the wrong thing;

there is yet faith
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But the faith and the love and the hope are

all in the waiting.

Wait without thought, for you are not ready

for thought:

So the darkness shall be the light, and the

stillness the dancing.1 4

Nicholas has abandoned even his waiting when the mysteries

rescue him from his downward spiral. The twentieth-century

rake, he substitutes the style of the sophisticated sexual-

literary life for the meaning which he finds missing from his

life. Like the proponents of the nouveau roman, he seeks mean-

ing through form rather than content. But his behavior does

not make him unworthy of salvation. Nor is there contrition

in him. It is the quest--the search for mystery--which redeems

him.

The Quest Theme

The quest theme, with its ancient significance as homeo-

pathic fertility ritual,15 is the genesis of the world's fiction.

The quest is still significant in other modern British fiction,

although it often has no end, no consummation, no return from

the underworld. And, particularly among the Angries, the hero
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often rejects the quest altogether, usually with the implica-

tion that social conditions have at last rendered the ritual

meaningless. This reaction is perhaps the extreme limit of

Eliot's message of sterility in "The Waste Land." But no

matter how hopeless the quest or how absurd its labors, from

assault on a windmill to mucking out the Augean stables, the

very existence of the quest implies human aspiration. And

Fowles admires Camus, who accords dignity even to Sisyphus in

his eternal punishment. In Fowles's quest theme there is a

sense of mystery and regeneration.

Like many of literature's quests, Nick's is connected

with an unknown land. Man's search for Self appears in liter-

ature, often metaphorically, often concretely, a search for

the lost land. All roads that diverge in yellow woods, as

Frost pictures it, signal the choice that will make "all the

difference." Thomas Wolfe's stone, leaf, and unfound door

may conceal the "lost lane end into heaven." In English lit-

erature, the powerful sense of landscape goes back to the very

first quest, in which the path of Beowulf lies across mist-

shrouded moors to the wild wolf-slopes and windy headlands,

the overhanging trees that add mystery to the dark mere in

which Grendel lurks. And the lake country landscape with all
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its winter cold is as important to the story of Sir Gawain

as is the color of the Green Knight. Nicholas is brought to

his first real self-confrontation by the beauty of Phraxos,

and the symbolic impact of The Magus depends largely upon the

description of Bourani, Moutsa, the silent water, the sea

caves, the earth, the shingle, the pines, the ruined barbed-

wire fence, the bullet holes in the Salle d'Attente sign, the

silence, and the songs of birds. Fowles's writing shows a

love of the country as deep as the feeling of Richard Jefferies

for Nature, and Nature is a part of Nick's quest, just as it

is a part of Fournier's. This feeling for Nature and its wild-

ness is a distinct element of traditional romanticism which

is a balancing force for the novel's psychological groundwork.

The Magus and Jung's Analytical Psychology

The godgame, the meta-theatre, of Conchis and his group

may be regarded in several ways, but the most important is a

consideration of its methods and effects in light of Jungian

analytical psychology. Fowles himself considers Jung the second

most important single influence upon The Magus,16 just behind

Fournier. The work of both men has had its effect upon all of

Fowles's creative process, but perhaps because The Magus is

his first novel, they are especially important influences upon
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it. Jung's theory is a good basis for interpreting character-

ization and motivation in all of Fowles's fiction, but the

Jungian method is actually a part of the action of The Magus.

The godgame is an initiation rite, a dramatized fiction,

and several other things. But in understanding just what is

perpetrated upon Nicholas, it is most significant to realize

that the meta-theatre is an elaborate psychodramatic applica-

tion of Jungian psychological principles to Nicholas's individ-

ual case.

Jungian analysis admits the existence of unknowable fac-

tors--in particular, the contents of the unconscious mind, the

shadow side of the personality which contains mental images

growing out of both personal, individual experience and collec-

tive, universal memories common to the human race. His theory

takes into account the highly individual psychic nature of

each human and avoids concrete attempts at explaining individual

motivations. For Jung, human individuality is not only the

crux of analytical method; it is a philosophy as well. Jung

regards man's mental individuality as more than a clinical

consideration. It is an ideal to be sought after--not only

in the name of mental health, but also in pursuit of human

progress. It is not a simple scientific prescription for be-

havior; it is a broad philosophical-scientific-esthetic
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perspective which seeks to bring man into harmony with him-

self and the universe.

The problem of modern man's eroding identity is at the

heart of Jung's theory, in which neuroses arise not from simple

frustration--the thwarting of an ambition, the denial of a

desire--but instead from confusion of the personal with the

collective mental processes or from too much surrender of the

individual's behavior to the dictates of his unconscious.

Jung's method is aimed at restoring the individual's control

of his own behavior, insofar as it is possible for him to

control it, by developing within him not only an understanding

of his unconscious feelings and their consequent drives, but

also an appreciation of their suggestions of truth, their

universal beauty, and their function in motivating him to

happiness, kindness, and creativity, as well as to sorrow,

cruelty, and destructiveness. By encouraging the awareness

that the unknowable, the mysterious, does exist within the

human mind, and by allowing the individual to retain his faith

in the beauty and efficacy of his own irrational nature, the

Jung method seeks to restore the neurotic to harmony and

creativity by reinforcing his individuality.
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Jungian analysis leads the individual to understand the

existence of his unconscious mind and to bring to his conscious

mind an awareness of the collective mental processes. By re-

cognizing the mythological, the occult, the beautiful, the

creative, the violent and sadistic undercurrent within man's

unconscious, Jung's method would enable man to become his own

magus--to exult in his own unconscious drives and to use them

to his own happiness and creativity--and the happiness of his

fellow man.

The Psychological Aim of the Godgame

When Nicholas becomes "elect," he is above average intel-

ligence and better read than most. But his unconscious mental

processes have come to dominate his conscious desires. He is

obsessed with the anima image, which Jung says can completely

dominate and cripple the unconscious life. This unconscious

obsession thwarts Nick's ability to exercise valid choice--to

live the existential philosophy which he is trying to practice.

His reading, his relationship to literature, to art, is part

of the key to his problem. Confusing life with art, Nick is

mistaking literary symbol for direct prescription for behavior.

He takes his literary heroes literally, not hermeneutically,

as Jung realizes they must be taken. The final object of the
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godgame, the treatment imposed upon Nicholas, is to enable

him to understand symbol, myth, fantasy--in his own mind as

well as in art--interpretively instead of literally. That

understanding of symbol is at the heart of Jung's analysis

and is one of its ends: to restore the subject to individual-

ity by his learning to interpret the myriad symbols which help

to drive him. Jung writes of the symbol, "It is worthless if

understood concretistically. If we understand semiotically,

as Freud does, it is interesting from the scientific stand-

point. But if it be understood hermeneutically, as an actual

symbol, it provides us with the cue that we need in order to

develop our life in harmony with ourselves."17  It is at this

point that Jung's theory can make existentialism work. That

is a major theme of the novel--and of Fowles's thought: be-

coming a magus figure, in effect, by gaining the ability of

manipulating the unknown, or magic, elements in the human mind--

a process which is, after all, a coming to terms with reality.

The realization (in the most literal sense of the word) that

mysteries do exist, to the delight and horror of mankind, that

these mysteries are the source of both sorrow and joy, beauty

and ugliness, salvation and destruction, love and hate, plea-

sure and pain, creativity and stagnation, wisdom and folly--
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all the important human opposites which balance each other

in the schema of what man must finally accept as real.

This idea of the tension of opposites is central to the

ideas of Fowles, Jung, and Heraclitus. In The Aristos, Fowles

rightly attributes the idea to that early Greek philosopher,

since Heraclitus, often to the consternation of his contem-

poraries, built his concept of existence upon the coexistence

of opposite but mutually beneficial forces. Fowles quotes

Heraclitus at length:

Fire and water are sufficient for one another and

for everything else. But each by itself is suffi-

cient neither for itself nor for anything else.

Neither can become the complete master. When fire

has finished all the water, it lacks nourishment,

and conversely the water with the fire. Its motion

fails, it stops, what remains of the other attacks.

If either were to be mastered, nothing would be as

it is. Fire and water suffice for all that exists

to their maximum and minimum degree alike (A, p. 218).

Heraclitus even seems to justify such extreme reactions

as war through his philosophy of balanced opposites. But

Fowles believes in man's ability to limit the catastrophic
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effects of such extremes; in this view, he is closer to Jung

than to Heraclitus. Jung does not regard extreme reactions

as beneficial; instead he considers them departures from the

balanced state: "Therefore we are justified in regarding all

extravagance and exaggeration as a loss of equilibrium, be-

cause obviously there is absent from it the co-ordinating

effect of the opposite impulse. Thus it is essential for pro-

gression, meaning a successful effort at adaptation, that

impulse and counter-impulse, the yea and the nay, should be

present as an equal and reciprocal effectiveness."18

Fowles, too, defends the position of equilibrium, but he

particularly addresses himself to man's capability for con-

structive and positive action in a system of balanced counter-

poles:

Now it may seem at first sight that this alternating

mechanism reaches so deep into our innermost beings,

and into the innermost being of our societies, that

we can do nothing about it. But this is to say that

reason and science can do nothing against the plea-

sure principle and our addiction to the virgin

experience; that we can never control the violent

effects that these tensions at present exert on
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each of us and the societies we live in. I reject

totally this pessimistic and fatalistic view of

human destiny (A, p. 93).

Fowles suggests the method for achieving control of human

relationships and international relationships under this uni-

versal law of countersupportiveness. But here in The Magus

he suggests through fiction the method of reaching the balance

within the self through reconciliation of conscious and uncon-

scious.

Jung does not consider the irrational and the rational,

however, to be opposite poles; instead, the irrational consti-

tutes the Jungian concept which might more accurately be de-

scribed as the extra-rational. The irrational, to Jung, is

a mental process that takes place outside the rational sphere

and may be creative as well as destructive. As is demonstrated

in the meta-theatre method of Conchis, the images brought forth

from the unconscious mind are often as horrible as they are

beautiful. But that total self-awareness of horror and beauty

gives Jung's method its efficacy: "Herein lies one of the

greatest values of psychoanalysis, namely, that it does not

fear to bring to light the incompatible contents [of the

libido]. This, no doubt, would be a thoroughly useless and
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even objectionable undertaking were it not for the possibil-

ities of a renewal of life that lie in the repressed con-

tents." 19

The Godgame as Psychotherapy

The godgame which Conchis and his assistants focus upon

Nicholas carries out Jung's theory precisely. Its first step

is to break down the persona, the complex of conscious and

unconscious images which constitute both the conscious person-

ality and the subconscious ego. The term self-awareness is

not used loosely in this context; the aim of the therapy is

to reveal the real self by first destroying the set of images

known as the persona, which serve as a mask to obscure the

self. The initial method is to flood the consciousness with

images from the unconscious, and what in this case we may call

"therapy" is Jung's process of individuation.

In Nicholas's confusion of life with art, he models his

behavior on that of his fictional heroes. Jung considers such

imitative behavior a manifestation of the collective psyche.

That is, Nicholas's problem is his inability to exist as an

individual, apart from the external, collective influence.

Jung recognizes that this stagnation within the conformity of

non-conformism results from the attempt to assert individuality:
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"As a rule this delusive attempt to attain individual differ-

entiation by means of imitation comes to a standstill as mere

affectation, the individual remaining on the same plane as

before, only a few degrees more sterile than formerly, and

under an unconscious compulsory bondage to his environment."20

Fancying himself the existential hero, Nicholas has assumed

a disguise to which Jung applies his special term:

The term persona is really an excellent one, for

persona was originally the mask which an actor wore,

that served to indicate the character in which he

appeared. . . . As the name denotes, it is only a

mask of the collective psyche; a mask which simulates

individuality, making others and oneself believe

that one is individual, whilst one is only acting

a part through which the collective psyche speaks.

If we analyse the persona we remove the mask and

discover that what appeared to be individual is at

bottom collective.2 1

This concept of the persona, at the root of the masking-and-

unmasking ritual in the novel, explains why Nicholas is com-

pletely cut off from any sort of self-awareness in the period

of lethargy after Oxford.
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The aim of the godgame is to bring Nicholas to that self-

awareness, to replace his unconscious behavior with conscious

behavior. Conchis's very name signals what is to come--its

special pronunciation being identical with the attitude of

self-awareness.22 Conchis is a medical doctor, and is appar-

ently skilled--or at least well read and experienced in--the

practice of psychotherapy. Nicholas mentions the extensive

library devoted largely to books on psychiatry, and Conchis's

behavior toward Nicholas is that of an aloof analyst carefully

guarding against the wrong sort of projection from patient

upon doctor.

As for Conchis's position as magician, the use of such

role-playing is not uncommon in psychoanalysis. But the psy-

chiatrist as magician is a concept particularly compatible

with Jung's theories, which begin with the primitive background

of the magician figure as one who guides the exploration of

the unconscious mind for the purpose of manipulating its powers:

Primitive man is especially subject to the fetters

of the unconscious. Yet among primitive civiliza-

tions we find many attempts to conjure the super-

natural powers and influences of the unconscious.

Amongst primitives there are peculiarly intuitive
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individuals, sometimes of superior intelligence,

namely, sorcerers. They are supposed to know how

to handle demons. In history the primitive tribal

sorcerer is the man who originates psychological

methods and teachings which aim at the domination

of the supernatural. The rites and legends he in-

vents represent qualities of the unconscious as

he conceives of them. Thus he translates some

inner experiences into human language, and creates

the foundations of the history of the human mind.

Our intellect is born from mythology and mythology

is nothing but a translation of some inner experience

into the language of pictures. Thus spirits are

transformed into mind.2 3

As conjurer of the unconscious, the psychoanalyst is accomplish-

ing the same purpose which was the goal of the primitive tribal

sorcerer, and Jung is willing to accept a similarity of method

as well:

Every method is good if it serves its purpose, in-

cluding every method of suggestion, even Christian

Science, Mental Healing, etc. rA truth is a truth,

when it works." It is quite another question whether

a scientific physician can answer for it to his
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conscience should he sell little bottles of Lourdes-

water because that suggestion is at times very useful.

Even the so-called highly scientific suggestion-

therapy employs the wares of the medicine-man and

the exorcising Schaman. And please, why should it

not? The public is not even now much more advanced

and continues to expect miracles from the doctor.

And truly those doctors should be deemed clever--

worldly-wise in every respect--who understand the

act of investing themselves with the halo of the

medicine-man. . . . they have also the best results.

. . . The medical exorcist's whole behaviour betrays

his full valuation of the psychic element when he

gives the patient the opportunity of fixing his

faith firmly upon the doctor's mysterious person-

ality.24

That assumed magus image is precisely what Conchis employs to

effect the "cure" of Nicholas, whose aimlessness and suicidal

bent appear to be characteristic neurotic symptoms.

Not only the magician role of the psychoanalyst, but the

entire dramatic scenario of the psychodrama is compatible with

Jungian method, which admits almost total flexibility.
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Elsewhere Jung writes, "Practice obeys, and should obey, other

laws than does the search after truth. One might almost say

practice must first and foremost submit to the laws of oppor-

tunism." 25 The godgame does submit to such laws, first select-

ing the "elect" by hazard, then improvising its methods within

a loosely formulated plan.

Jung's way of destroying the persona and beginning what

he terms the process of individuation is first to flood the

conscious mind with images from the unconscious--in effect,

to build up the symbolic content of the conscious. This is

the constructive method, as opposed to the reductive, leading-

back process of Freudian psychology which seeks to reduce the

significance of unconscious forces by exposing their origin.

Although Jung admits the occasional usefulness of the reductive

treatment, he considers it a backward movement toward the primi-

tive mind rather than a progressive and sophisticating, ulti-

mately civilizing act.26  Jung points out the undesirable

state of anxiety in the primitive mind, a state in which fear

of the unknown dominates the nobler aspects of the primitive.

Man, he says, achieves civilization through his understanding

of symbol: "Mankind has been freed from these senseless

anxieties by the continually progressive symbol-formation
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which leads to culture. The regression to nature must there-

fore necessarily be followed by a synthetic building up of

the symbol."27

Contrary to Nicholas's complacent attitude toward his own

Oxford-bred, intellectual sophistication, he is not civilized

enough to understand the symbolic messages of literature or of

his own unconscious mind. Just as he must learn to interpret

his literature symbolically, he must also learn to regard

symbols hermeneutically instead of accepting them as effica-

cious in themselves. This paramount difference is what sepa-

rates the godgame from the occult. Although The Magus depends

upon symbol, and especially the cabalistic symbolism which

accompanies various phases of Nicholas's underground ritual

initiation, it would be a mistake to conclude that Fowles is

hinting at some sort of occult and esoteric solution to the

dilemma of man--or, for that matter, any solution within the

identifiable framework of any existing religion, whether pagan

or Christian. Although the message of the novel is, in one

important way, theological and moral, its theology and morality

cannot be confined to any doctrine, either religious or occult.

Just as the pose of magus figure is well suited to the

application of Jung's psychoanalysis, so the use of hermetic
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symbolism is well adapted to effecting the Jungian method.

The important thing about the cabalistic symbols, the ritual,

the masks, the classical mythology, the love and sexuality,

the art and music, the war and sadism, and the parables of

Nygaard, de Deukans, and Robert Foulkes is that, in addition

to their direct conscious bearing upon both Nicholas and the

entire race of man, virtually all of these elements are some-

how linked to the human irrational--the human unconscious.

In keeping with Jung's method, the symbols of the godgame are

all valid to the civilizing process, as long as they are in-

terpreted hermeneutically.

Because of the novel's epigram from Arthur Edward Waite,

it is tempting to focus upon Tarot symbolism in the book, the

same sort of "wild goose chase through the cards" of which

T. S. Eliot accused certain critics of "The Waste Land." Be-

cause Fowles's Tarot symbols are expansive and flexible, it

is possible to trace similarities past the bounds of logic.

Taking the cards of the Greater Arcana in the order established

by Waite, we may start with the numberless card: Nicholas

begins as the Fool, the uninitiated youth beginning his quest.

Conchis is the Magician, who manipulates the symbols of life,

including Lily and Rose, who wears the magician's costume at
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Nick's underground ritual initiation and carries the staff

with the serpent circle. The seventy-eight chapters in the

novel correspond to the number of cards in the Tarot deck.

Nick becomes the Hanged Man, redeemed through suffering after

sitting on the throne of Justice (although in the wrong cos-

tume for that card). He and Alison are the Lovers, directed

on Parnassus by the shepherd, who might be likened to the

Hermit. The Wheel of Fortune is prominent in the underground

ritual; Lily's courage at risking the whip corresponds to

Fortitude; Death appears on the underground wall; Joe Harrison

as Anubis could be compared to the Devil; Conchis is perhaps

also Emperor and Hierophant; Lily, Temperance; and Mrs. de

Seitas, Empress or High Priestess. But if we go further with

the Tarot interpretation--and the preceding correspondences

are only suggestions--our zeal may stretch the novel out of

shape.28

But The Magus is many things, not one, and there are

other correspondences. The Rose and the Cross in the final

ritual suggest Rosicrucianism; most of the Tarot symbols as

revised by Waite's Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn also

correspond to symbols in the Hebrew Cabala, alchemy, various

Masonic rituals, and assorted religions, both ancient and

modern.
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One striking parallel in ancient religion is the resem-

balance of the godgame to the Greek Eleusinian Mysteries, which

took place centuries before at Eleusis, a short distance from

the fictional location of Phraxos. In these mysteries at the

temple of Demeter, Persephone-Kore was summoned with a bell, as

are Nick and Lily; light effects were important, as they are

in Conchis's meta-theatre; the initiates participated in dramas

(dromena) without boundaries in a search for Persephone, just

as Nick is the "seeker" of Lily; the Hierophant displayed

to the initiates sacred objects (deiknymena), then spoke sacred

words to them (legomena), just as Conchis displays various

artifacts and tells his story; the Hierophant gestured with

upraised arms in a manner reminiscent of Conchis's and Lilly

de Seitas's; there was purification by water, similar to

Conchis's ritual baptism of Nick before spearing the octopus;

the initiates were specially costumed with one shoulder left

bare, reminiscent of Nicholas's strange "preparation" for the

underground "judging"; vulgar taunts were hurled at the ini-

tiates, corresponding to the extreme degradation of Nicholas;

all initiates kept the ritual absolutely secret after the

mysteries, as do Nick and his predecessors; and there was an

absolute end to the ritual after their departure, with no
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further observances required of the initiates beyond normal

existence, just as the godgame finally leaves Nicholas and

Alison on their own.29

But the point of all of this similarity among cabalistic

and religious symbols is that the archetypal images in man's

collective unconscious are both timeless and universal. In

admitting the symbolic validity of all myth and ritual, both

religious and occult, Jung advocates an inclusive and con-

structive method of psychoanalysis. The resemblance of the

Tarot and alchemical symbolism is of special importance in

this context, since Jung's studies demonstrate the similarity

of alchemical methods to his own, and show that hermetic

training was aimed at bringing about the same self-awareness

which is the object of his analysis.30 By dramatizing the

inclusive Jungian concept of symbol, Fowles is celebrating

the spiritual enlightenment possible through all of man's

symbolic structures.

By the process of artificially increasing the symbol con-

tent of the conscious mind, Jung advocates dredging up the

contents of the unconscious: "The immediate result of the

analysis of the unconscious is that additional personal por-

tions of the unconscious are incorporated into the conscious.''31
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This artificial symbol buildup is what Conchis begins on

Nicholas's first visit to Bourani. The symbolic buildup is

really already begun before Nick meets Conchis, with Hermes's

story in the village taverna, the marked passages from Eliot,

Auden, and Pound on the shore at Moutsa, the woman's perfume,

and the sound of the trisyllabic bell. When Nicholas meets

Conchis, the symbols come in a variety of forms: Conchis

playing Telemann on the distant harpsichord, the bronze priapus

statue, the fallen glove, and the very manner of Conchis in

the content of even his casual remarks. He mentions the

Albanian meaning of Bourani as skull and Moutsa as snout--

though he does not mention the phallic meaning of the latter

word.32  Conchis also begins to introduce sexual innuendoes

into their conversations with replies such as his answer to

Nick's statement about being starved for music: "Only of

music?" (p. 68). He makes the Hermes-Zeus allusion, the

Prospero suggestion, and hints at his control over forces of

a nature other than Miranda's. He leaves Nicholas with his

hieratic gesture.

On Nick's next visit, Conchis continues the buildup of

symbol with music and art, as he has before. He interrupts

his harpsichord playing to show Nicholas the Modigliani, then
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the work of Rodin, Giacometti, and Bonnard. All the while he

brings the symbols to life in the same sort of way the novelist

often connects his fiction to known history or to the present

in order to give it believability and immediacy. The Modigliani,

for example, is a portrait of Conchis's mother, and he has known

the painter personally. When he insists on the invalidity of

the novel, he exclaims that its art form is as dead as alchemy--

but he is, in fact, using the methods of both.

One of the central elements of Conchis's suggestion pro-

cess is the stimulation of erotic symbolism, carefully arranged

to cover both beautiful and bawdy--from the golden Bonnard

nudes and the pure, Victorian Lily to the book of breast photo-

graphs and pornographic art objects. The next suggestions are

the story of Robert Foulkes, the minister driven to murder by

illicit sex, and the suggestion of Lily's real presence. This

antipodal presentation of sexual symbolism sets the stage for

the conflict in the meta-theatrical productions between the

Apollonian and the Dionysian sides of the human unconscious.

There is also the suggestion of death early in the godgame--

the name of Bourani, the ghost of Lily, the death of the old

Swiss among his goats on the far side of Phraxos. And again

when Nicholas mentions the novel as Conchis begins the
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narrative of his life, the old man immediately dismisses

fiction as nonsense. It is Forster's phrase "only connect"

at which he scoffs, but Conchis is beginning a living fiction

designed to connect, just as Forster's novels do.

Carrying out the established conflict between the Apollon-

ian and the Dionysian, the meta-theatre presents from a number

of sides and in a number of motifs the conflict between reason

and the irrational. Conchis first encounters the irrational

in the form of the human madness that considers the Great War

noble and patriotic, although he sees it in all of its horror

and realizes that, like the simulated death lottery he offers

Nicholas, it can end his life in a moment. The most agonizing

realization for the younger Conchis--and for Nicholas the

audience--is that the irrational extends to all of humanity.

Not only does it drive soldiers to their death with the blind

obedience of a Captain Montague, but it also alienates the

young deserter from his family and sweetheart. He has escaped

with his life, but he is almost totally alone.

Conchis's message is reinforced by his own strong state-

ments. After Conchis suggests that he himself is a traitor

for betraying his country, Nick defends the act as having been

true to his race. But Conchis asserts that only the self must
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not be betrayed. When Nicholas mentions Hitler as one who

did not betray his self, Conchis replies, "You are right.

He did not. But millions of Germans did betray their selves.

That was the tragedy. Not that one man had the courage to

be evil. But that millions had not the courage to be good"

(p. 116). From the beginning of the presentation Conchis's

fiction drives home its point on the two levels--the rational

level, on which he pleads for moral responsibility in spite

of the irrational in man--and the irrational level, which is

the esthetic side of the meta-theatre, its drama, its art,

and music, Nick's eventual involvement as protagonist in the

masque is a powerful reinforcement of both of these levels.

A major point in Conchis's dramatization of the rational

versus the irrational is the message that the human concept

of the ideal is part of the irrational, the unconscious mind,

rather than a rationally devised goal. Leading Nick through

the phases of the presentation, he demonstrates his point with

such dramatic parables as the spearing of the octopus which

he entices from the sea cave with a white cloth. The point

that he makes is that the creature loses its life in pursuit

of the ideal--not the real, and that there will always be

another octopus there to commit the same folly.
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Although Nick's cynicism hides his reaction, he must at

least begin to get the connection between universal man, him-

self, and the octopus. Man is always blindly susceptible to

the potential destruction inherent in the pursuit of the ideal.

And the danger lies not only in the political ideal, which may

spawn wars and enslavement. It lies also in the search for

the sexual ideal--the anima, whose image, though potentially

constructive, also contains the seeds of man's personal and

domestic ruin if it never comes to focus upon a single, real

woman.

In terms of Jungian psychology, the anima is the figure

of ideal femininity, the eternal object of the masculine quest.

This anima is in fact not external to, but a part of, the

male psyche. It is, according to Jung's theory, the female

archetype in the male mind, just as the animus is the male

archetype in the female mind. This image of the ideal female

has definite collective characteristics, and she appears in

various forms ranging from virgin goddess to seductive pros-

titute. As Jung explains, "The most salient fact about this

type of woman is that the maternal, in the usual sense of the

word, is entirely lacking. She is companion and friend, in

her favourable aspect; in her unfavourable role, she is the
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courtesan. You find these types in fantastical romances

often very accurately described with all the paraphernalia

of their especial metaphysics."3 3  Alison represents what

Jung considers the "authentic" stage of Nick's anima, but his

obsession with the ideal stage keeps him from transferring

the image to her. Just as the octopus is destroyed by chasing

the cloth substitute for reality, Nick is being destroyed by

ignoring the real woman in pursuit of the nonexistent ideal.

His folly is typical of modern man's Don Juanism, which, like

power politics, is an unconscious obsession impeding human

progress and happiness.

Another level of the octopus parable is its portrayal of

feminine vulnerability to male seduction. If Nick wishes to

spend his part of eternity enticing Aphrodite from the depths

to her ruin, he may do so--and it will be no great accomplish-

ment. This motif as it relates to the susceptible octopus is

also in Fowles's poem "Anadyomene" (Poems), in which the octo-

pus is more clearly identified with the female, seduced de-

structively by the male. But Aphrodite the seduced is also

the seductress, and Lily plays a convincing Circe. The thread

of her dress which Nick keeps is very like the false rag that

lures the octopus: both are substitutes for the ideal.
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As the meta-theatre goes on and Nick is more obsessed

with the quest for the anima, in the person of Lily-Julie,

the artificial buildup of symbol continues, with Lily cast

as Diana-Artemis, destroyer of the pursuing lover. Some of

the symbols are introduced through such action as her shooting

of the arrow; others are suggested through music and artifacts.

From the first "apparition" which confronts Nicholas--that of

Robert Foulkes and the girl--he begins to descend into his

unconscious: "For a few moments I had let my mind plunge into

darkness, into a world where the experience of all my life

was disproved and ghosts existed. But there was something far

too unalloyedly physical about all these supposedly 'psychic'

experiences. . . . It was almost as if I was intended to see

that they were not really supernatural" (pp. 125-26). That

ambivalent air about the presentations of the godgame is ap-

parently intended by Conchis and his cast. Although the drama

is partly intended to amaze Nicholas, its more unbelievable

effects are obviously not real, although no less puzzling for

their transparency. The drama thereby plunges Nicholas into

the collective unconscious, while still providing a rational

return to reality. Conchis appears aware of the dangers in-

herent in the method he is using.
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This synthetic calling up of unconscious elements into

the conscious mind may lead to an effect which Jung considers

dangerous enough to warrant precaution:

Through the annexation of the deeper layers of the

unconscious, which I called the impersonal uncon-

scious, an extension of the personality is brought

about which leads to the state of God-almightiness

("Gottahnlichkeit"). This state is reached by a

continuation of the analytical work, by means of

which we have already reintroduced what is repressed

into consciousness. By continuing analysis further

we incorporate some distinctly impersonal universal

basic qualities of humanity with the personal con-

sciousness, which brings about the aforesaid en-

largement, and this to some extent may be described

as an unpleasant consequence of analysis.

As Nick becomes more deeply involved in the godgame, he is in

danger of reaching this unpleasant stage which arises from the

unmasking of his collective thinking. Jung acknowledges two

of the primary elements of this collective thinking as the

sexual impulse and the drive for power:
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Whether we follow Freud and reduce the primary

impulse to sexuality, or Adler and reduce it to

the elementary desire for power, or reduce it to

the general principle of the collective psyche

which contains the principles of both Freud and

Adler, we arrive at the same result; namely, the

dissolution of the personal into the collective.

Therefore in every analysis that is continued

sufficiently far, the moment arrives when the

aforesaid God-almightiness must be realised.35

Jung goes on to mention several uncomfortable physical mani-

festations of this state, then outlines the mental symptoms,

which include an extraordinary loss of personality orientation,

with a resulting confusion about personal identity. At the

opposite extreme of the God-almightiness symptoms is a positive

but mistaken concept of self-identity, characterized by intol-

erance, dogmatism, either excess self-conceit or self-deprecation,

and the often contemptuous belittling of other individuals and

their opinions.

A knowledge of Jung's idea of the state of God-almightiness

is helpful in understanding some of what goes on in the latter

stages of the godgame--particularly the cases of de Deukans

and Henrik Nygaard, both of whom illustrate not only different
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poles of human folly, but also perhaps varying manifestations

of the God-almighty state. It is also partly a defense against

this state which leads Conchis to keep Nick from taking the

apparitions literally. He often breaks his own fiction with

such remarks as, "Just pretend to believe. It will be easier"

(p. 120). When Lily finally sits at the table with them, he

warns that she is neither the real Lily nor someone imperson-

ating her, then he tells Nicholas not to jump to conclusions.

In a manner sometimes reminiscent of Fowles's own omniscient

narrator in The French Lieutenant's Woman, Conchis continues

periodically to break into his own fiction in order to keep

episodes in proper perspective. And Nicholas, although mysti-

fied as the reason for it all, begins to accept events in the

spirit of an appreciative reader who willingly suspends dis-

belief while reading a delightful novel: "I knew I had become

involved in something too uniquely bizarre to miss, or to

spoil, through lack of patience or humor" (p. 126).

Conchis's story is complete with subplots which expand

upon his central themes. Alphonse de Deukans, the vastly

wealthy Belgian misogynist, illustrates the attempt of the

male (whose thought processes Jung considers generally charac-

terized by rational thought) to preserve his world of reason
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from the female (whose mind in Jung's theory is oriented to

feeling). His name is perhaps an echo of Deukalion, Greek

mythology's counterpart of the Hebrew Noah. De Deukans is,

in effect, trying to rescue all of human culture in his own

sort of personal ark from the rising flood of chaos in the

form of man's irrational nature. But in so doing, he has

banished woman from his world altogether, reduced her role to

that of the bizarre, mechanical Mirabelle, and mummified male

sexuality to a state resembling that of the obscene relic

which he calls "the royal member." Like Clegg, in The Collec-

tor, he is attempting to grasp the beauty in life and make

it secure by imposing pure reason upon it--an act which neces-

sitates extinguishing life. And the terrible irony of his

effort is that he is not, as he supposes, acting rationally.

His attempt to save beauty by possessing it is, in its attempt

to eliminate mystery and hazard from existence, a kind of

surrender to his own unconscious mind, his own irrational

nature. On another level he may be considered a representa-

tive of something like Jung's God-almighty state, who has so

flooded his consciousness with symbol in the form of collected

art that he displays the characteristic mistakenly positive

concept of his own identity, with the consequent narcissistic
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dogmatism and disregard for other individuals and their op-

inions. I would not insist on this particular psychological

view of de Deukans, but it is certainly worth considering.

He does, in any case, display a particular monomania centered

around the selfish preservation of beauty and culture through

absolute reason. As an arachnologist, he is a genteel version

of the Cleggian collector, killer, and classifier. And the

image of de Deukans gazing silently out across his misty lake

is strangely reminiscent of the psychotic Henrik Nygaard staring

into the river mists off Seidevarre.

The mad Norseman is easier to identify with Gott'ahnlichkeit

than is de Deukans, however, since his symptoms are so extreme

as to eliminate any doubt of his insanity. And Jung describes

the extremities to which this dangerous state is subject:

The wealth of the possibilities of the collective

psyche is both confusing and dazzling. The disso-

lution of the persona results in the release of

phantasy, which apparently is nothing else but the

functioning of the collective psyche. This release

brings materials into consciousness of whose exis-

tence we had no suspicion before. A rich mine of

mythological thought and feeling is revealed. It
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is very hard to hold one's own against such an

overwhelming impression. That is why this phase

must be reckoned one of the real dangers of analysis,

a fact that should not be concealed. . . . This con-

dition is hardly bearable . . . for the analogy with

a mental derangement is too close. The essence of

the most frequent form of derangement--dementia

praecox or schizophrenia--consists, as is well known,

in the fact that the unconscious to a large extent

ejects and replaces the conscious. The unconscious

is given the value of reality.36

As the unconscious takes over the reality function, Jung says,

the unconscious thoughts may take the form of voices, visions,

or physical hallucinations--or they may become fixed ideas

so strong that they supercede reality.

These symptoms characterize Nygaard's case, but Jung draws

a line between such a mental state and the God-almightiness

which may occur during analysis, a state less intense unless

allowed by the analyst to get out of control. Just as the

de Deukans parable, among its several meanings, illustrates

the folly of attempting to pursue pure reason and escape man's

irrational nature, so the Nygaard story is several things in

parable. On one level, Nygaard is perhaps a clinical
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warning to Nicholas of the God-almightiness that can madden

a man who interprets the unconscious mind literally; at this

level, the story is one of the safeguards in Conchis's thera-

peutic method. On another level, Nygaard is absolute proof

that the irrational does exist and that it must be dealt with

by the forces of reason. In practical terms his attack on the

young, well-intentioned Conchis dramatizes the danger and

futility of unqualified belief in the power of reason to ef-

fect good.

But there is still another level of meaning, and it is

not simply a symbolic comment on the ills of religious fanati-

cism; it is the ultimate fictional demonstration of the fu-

tility in living as if God existed. Of course Nygaard's situa-

tion is the extreme example--the final height of god-centered

insanity. But in The Aristos, for example, Fowles sees the

more subtle and universal destructiveness of man's god fix-

ation: "Gratitude for having been born and for existing is

an archetypal human feeling; so is gratitude for good health,

good fortune and happiness. But such gratitude should be

ploughed back into the life around one, into one's manner

of being; not thrown vaguely into the sky or poured into that

most odious of concealed narcissisms, prayer. Religion stands
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between people's gratitude and the practical uses they might

put it to" (A, p. 110-11).

The Henrik Nygaard story does not simply deny that Con-

chis's Society for Reason can reform humanity with an appeal

to the rational in man. Nygaard's axe attack does that, with

a violence many times more forceful than the "merde" scrawled

across the well-meaning handbill. The swing of the madman's

axe is the absolute denial of the young doctor's attempt to

assert human reason while ignoring the irrational, just as

de Deukans tries to scientize beauty even to the point of

encouraging Conchis's scientific notation of bird song. But

the real epiphany for Conchis at Seidevarre is the maniacal

Norseman's virtual certainty that he is in the very presence

of God. The epiphany comes with the phrase "I do not know"--

the undeniable reality of Nygaard's religious experience,

which reveals to Conchis that, although there is no pillar

of fire, no deity descending upon the shore in answer to

Nygaard's call, all of Conchis's science cannot explain Nygaard's

obviously real mental impression that God has appeared to him:

"But in a flash of terrible light all our explanations, all

our classifications and derivations, our etiologies, suddenly

appeared to me like a thin net. That great passive monster,
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reality, was no longer dead, easy to handle. It was full of

a mysterious vigor, new forms, new possibilities. The net

was nothing, reality burst through it. . . . That simple

phrase, I do not know, was my own pillar of fire" (p. 271).

And the same metaphorical pillar of fire destroys the vast

and unsuccessful attempt of de Deukans to imprison beauty and

mystery. These qualities that give reality its infinite pos-

sibilities of delight break through the net along with the

horror of the swinging axe--and their joyful and vital opti-

mism awakens Conchis. Like the breach of the net, Conchis's

harpsichord music and the laugh of a girl had come through

open windows to destroy de Deukans's illusion.

The dying smile of de Deukans, the smile of the ancient

stone head from Didyma, the similar smile that keeps recurring

in the novel until it shows on Alison's stinging face in

Regent's Park--this is the smile of absolute certainty that

life holds manifold possibility because of its unfathomable

mystery. That is the message of existence which is the final

word of the meta-theatre. Ultimately even the most trivial

of life's sensations justify the smile which affirms one's

happiness at simply being alive--the happiness that comes to

Conchis in the stench of battle. That same happiness comes
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to Nicholas when he awakens in the mountain ruin to savor

cold lamb sprinkled with lemon juice and oregano, and to

realize that he has survived his underworld ordeal.

The Disintoxication

The ordeal, however, has more purposes besides reinforc-

ing Nick's appreciation of his own existence. One of the

purposes of the so-called disintoxication is to free him from

his obsession with his unconscious anima figure, Lily-Julie;

that is one of the reasons for the vivid sexual message to

him that this woman is not what his mind has made her. But

one of the other important functions of this ordeal is to

guard against the effects of God-almightiness. Throughout

the treatment of Nicholas, Conchis and his helpers have been

careful to accompany the artificial buildup of symbol with a

strong line of clearly reasonable contents, consisting pri-

marily of the direct comments of Conchis; by appealing to his

reason as well as to his unconscious, they have avoided driving

Nicholas toward the God-almighty state of identification with

the unconscious. And the nature of the treatment has been

what Jung calls "hermeneutic." That is, it presents not only

a buildup of symbol but also a simultaneous addition of more
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and more analogies to the suggestion already given by each

symbol--an expansion of each symbol's meaning. This process,

which Conchis presents by means of his dramatized fiction,

is precisely the quality of connecting for which he has earlier

said fiction is ill suited. This Jungian hermeneutic treatment

is Conchis's reason for piling so many levels of meaning upon

each parable, upon each small segment of his presentation.

Nicholas realizes the multiplicity of symbolic meaning when,

after the story of de Deukans, Conchis comments that some

future millennium may bring the kind of ordered world which

had been the aim at Givray-le-Duc without the attendant inequal-

ity and exploitation. Conchis likens such a future evolution

to a victory of Apollo over Dionysus, and Nick sees another

dimension to a symbol which he had already understood: "Was

that it? I saw the Apollo scene in a different light. Con-

chis was evidently like certain modern poets; he tried to kill

ten meanings with one symbol" (p. 168). And Conchis adds one

more level of meaning by having the burning of Givray-le-Duc

coincide with Nygaard's vision.

The disintoxication also serves several other important

purposes in applying Jung's methods. Jung advocates leading

the patient to understand the method well enough to continue
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it by himself after analysis. The godgame has already shown

itself designed to expose its own method after various steps

in deceiving Nicholas--the revelation of false identities,

the exposure of logistics and physical methods, etc. The

underground unmasking ceremony is one more self-exposure,

although characteristically only a partial truth again. But

it serves at least two additional purposes in Jung's methodol-

ogy: the symbolic suggestion that beneath the mask, all of

history's manipulators of the supernatural were practitioners

of mental science. The unmasking also shows that the images

of witches, wizards, shamans, and corn-dolls in the collective

unconscious are instruments of mental suggestion instead of

forces to be worshiped or feared. The display of psychological

jargon which follows the unmasking is, in addition to being

a classic example of Fowles's talent for downright funny satire,

a direct application of the reductive technique which Jung

recognizes as effective against God-almightiness (the reduc-

tive method, literally a leading-back, reduces the psychologi-

cal problem to its basic causes and components). But since

Conchis and his cast present this phase of the treatment in

a slightly absurd manner suspect to Nick's no-longer-naive

mind, he is at liberty to accept whatever points he finds
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applicable to him, rather than being placed in a believable

situation which might cause him to accept too much of it and

discredit the value of the hermeneutic buildup that has al-

ready taken place.

After Nick's release, even the quotidian is no longer

banal for him, as it had been in his persona modeled upon

nausea like that of the nouveau roman. He slips his last

money to sleeping peasants on the Phraxos boat; he talks to

the lower classes for the first time, and eventually he becomes

close to Kemp and Jojo.37 Jojo, with the suggestion of her

clownish nature, provides a further development for Nicholas--

an asexual relationship with a female, and a completely inno-

cent one. In spite of his kindness, he manages to hurt her,

breaking the only commandment which the godgame has given him:

"Thou shalt not commit pain." Earlier, although hurt and

angry, Nick had chosen not to inflict pain in taking revenge

upon Lily. Remembering Conchis's lonely decision to defend

eleutheria (freedom) instead of surrendering to the pressures

of the Nazi horror, Nicholas had known that he alone would

understand the reasons for his choice, that some might misin-

terpret his mercy as weakness or forgiveness.
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The question of committing pain is central to the novel,

and it is appropriate that the de Sade epigrams introduce the

book's three parts. I translate them as follows:

Part One: A professional rake is rarely a pitiable

man. (That is, one who makes a profession

of debauchery is rarely a man to be pitied.)

Part Two: Incensed by that first offense, the mon-

sters did not stop there; they then

stretched her nude, prone upon a large

table, they lighted some candles, placed

the picture of Our Savior at her head,

and began to perform upon the loins of

that unfortunate woman the most fearsome

of our mysteries.

Part Three: The triumph of philosophy would be to

cast some light upon the obscurity of

the paths which providence uses to reach

the ends it intends for man, and to trace

thereby some plan of conduct which would

be able to reveal to this poor individual

biped--perpetually tossed by the caprices

of that being who is said to direct him
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so despotically--the manner in which he

must interpret for himself the decrees

of that providence upon him.

The first two epigrams suggest an analogy between Nicholas's

sexual irresponsibility and the sort of sexual torture practiced

by the Nazis in the only sequence of Conchis's "fictional"

presentation which Nicholas finds to be absolutely real. The

final epigram is a reminder that philosophy would be victorious

if it could provide man a means of interpreting the forces

which drive him, so that he could have a guide for his behav-

ior. The Jungian hermeneutic method is designed to accomplish

precisely that triumphant end: to bring man an awareness of

his own collective and personal unconscious mind. With this

knowledge, man may interpret for himself the many levels of

meaning which his symbolic mental images suggest to him--the

same mental images which can drive a man into a promiscuous

sexual quest for the anima, can give rise to sadistic horrors

from the same libidinal impulse, or, interpreted with under-

standing, can make possible the happy love of a man and woman.

Nicholas and Morality

The end of the Jungian treatment, the end of the godgame,

is arrival at human morality. If the individuation process
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has succeeded and Nicholas has become the individual--the magus--

capable of understanding and appreciating his own unconscious

drives and directing his own behavior, both in human relations

and personal artistic creativity, then he has learned to recog-

nize and apply the good within him instead of the evil.

It is at this point where the Fowlesian philosophy offers

the way out of the twentieth-century existential dilemma, which

began with the dissolution of the belief in God and a conse-

quent lack of human direction. The Ruler had departed, and

with him the Rule Book. Confronted with his freedom, man showed

the impulse to retreat to some sort of regulatory system. This

tendency paved the way for the advance of various militarisms

and fascisms which were little better than mass hysteria. For

a time, the Western world's only opposition to this insanity

lay in its residual faith in Democracy as an institution. With

the advent of the French Existentialists, there again seemed

to be a possibility for a philosophically sound human morality.

But the mandate of this existentialism to the individual was

often as frightening as the century's first awareness of

the non-existence of God. The message of Sartre and Camus is

simply to look nowhere but within the Self for the key to the

course of action. Implicit and explicit in this Existential
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freedom is the glorification of personal choice. If personal

choice is all there is to direct the course of human destiny,

then it assumes a godlike significance.

But the problem of man's indirection remained unsolved

for the vast majority of humankind: the freedom was there,

the choice was glorious, the answer was in the Self--but the

agony was in how to know the Self. As we begin the final

quarter of the twentieth century, John Fowles's fiction is

the first in English to present a coherent answer--the blending

of Existential freedom of choice with the knowledge of the

Self--the end of which is the sound philosophical basis for

a new human morality which will work, and which transcends

today's simplistic talk of "situation ethics" and "The New

Morality," both of which often boil down to "do it if you feel

like it as long as it doesn't hurt anybody." It was that very

sort of nada morality which underlay the cycle of sexual pro-

miscuity, stifled creativity, and general purposelessness

into which the nemo had driven Nicholas at the book's beginning.

Now that the cathartic treatment is over, Nicholas should

be capable of asserting his moral responsibility. Nevertheless,

he finds himself breaking the only commandment to emerge from

the entire process, when he accidentally commits pain in hurting
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Jojo, then symbolically breaks Mrs. de Seitas's china plate.

Perhaps there had been something intentionally ludicrous about

the whispered commandment which accompanied the plate; perhaps

the intention of the godgame has been to arrive at the moral

awareness which will supersede commandment. Conchis with his

treatment had shown no hesitation to commit pain, as reflected

on the verse fragment which Nicholas had found in the Earth:

"Spare him till he dies./ Torment him till he lives" (p. 477).

Part of the ultimate message which begins to connect for

Nicholas is that obedience to a hypothetical, knowable god had

been part of his folly--even though, as he says, his god had

been in the image of a novelist. By actually assuming the

function of novelist-god, Conchis gives Nicholas a taste of

what it would really have been like to be watched by an inter-

vening and judging god. Finally, by ceasing to intervene, he

restores Nicholas to freedom, including the freedom to commit

pain. "I had tried to turn life into fiction, to hold reality

away; always I had acted as if a third person was watching

and listening and giving me marks for good or bad behavior--

a god like a novelist, to whom I turned, like a character

with the power to please, the sensitivity to feel slighted,

the ability to adapt himself to whatever he believed the

novelist-god wanted" (p. 467).
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Now Nicholas is left with a different impression of God.

Since the non-intervention of God is the quality which confers

absolute freedom upon man, then man's freedom becomes the

proof of God. As Conchis had told Nicholas, the terrible

spirit of self in the tortured guerrilla, as much a criminal

as a defender of freedom, had shown him the real meaning of

the word eleutherla, and of God:

And in those astounding five seconds, the most momen-

tous of my life, I understood this guerrilla. I

mean that I understood far better than he did himself

what he was. . . . He was the immalleable, the essence,

the beyond reason, beyond logic, beyond civilization,

beyond history. He was not God, because there is

no God we can know. But he was a proof that there

is a God that we can never know. He was the final

right to deny. To be free to choose. He, or what

manifested itself through him, even included the

insane Wimmel, the despicable German and Austrian

troops. He was every freedom, from the very worst

to the very best. The freedom to desert on the

battlefield of Neuve Chapelle. The freedom to con-

front a primitive God at Seidevarre. The freedom
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to disembowel peasant girls and castrate with wire

cutters. I mean he was something that passed beyond

morality but sprang out of the very essence of things--

that comprehended all, the freedom to do all, and

stood against only one thing--the prohibition not to

do all (pp. 376-77).

The one prohibition which the godgame leaves with Nicholas

seems intended to be broken, to show Nicholas that his new

personal responsibility goes beyond a code of morality and

thereby beyond reason. Conchis tells Nick that his choice to

die with the guerrilas had been an action beyond reason: "My

reason has repeatedly told me I was wrong. Yet my total being

still tells me I was right" (p. 377).

At last, in the realm of thought beyond reason, Nicholas

reconciles his responsibility to the committing of pain. He

sees the commandment not as a simple prohibition but as some-

thing he must choose, as he must choose Alison: "I knew that

I had to choose it, every day, even though I went on failing

to keep it, had every day to choose it, every day to try to

live by it. And I knew that it was all bound up with Alison;

with choosing Alison, and having to go on choosing her every

day" (p. 566). Ultimately, the freedom of choice connected
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with Alison and with the single commandment are the reason

for the final slap as they are reunited in Regent's Park.

There must be some resolution of Nicholas's anger at the vio-

lation of his human dignity during the godgame, and when he

thinks that the perpetrators of that indignity are watching

from the classical Regency facade, his desire for revenge

finally merges with his choosing of Alison: "I thought, I

will get her on a bed and I will ram her. I will ram her and

ram her, the cat will fall and fall, till she is full of me,

possessed by me. And I thought, Christ help her if she tries

to shield herself with the accursed wall of rubber. If she

tries to put anything between my vengeance and her punishment"

(p. 579). The opposite of the Nazi sex torture, Nick now has

his hostility directed where it is most constructive--in bed.

Finally, the slap is several things: Nick's vengeance, as

well as his proof to Alison that he is no longer wearing a

mask but is honestly and beyond reason acting upon his anger.

The slap is also the symbolic and real defiance of the godgame

crew he supposes to be watching them, but it is also his method

of choosing Alison, while still giving her the freedom to

choose. Finally, it is the slap that assures Alison of the

uncertainty to come in their relationship, yet shows that
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Nick, aware of the uncertainty himself, is still ready to take

the risk: "Pain. We stared wildly at each other for a moment.

Not in love. No name, no name, but unable to wear masks.

. . . Her eyes were wet, perhaps with the pain. But she was

slowly smiling. That archaic smile, her variant of theirs,

steadier, braver, far less implacable, without malice or arro-

gance, yet still that smile" (p. 581). It is the smile of

absolute certainty amid the hazard, the mystery of existence.

Alison is certain that Nick has chosen her and that she will

choose him.

The Absconding

The slap had originated partly as Nicholas's defiance of

the godgame, but then he realizes that the Regency facade holds

only stone gods: "I was so sure. It was logical, the charac-

teristic and perfect final touch to the godgame. They had

absconded. I was so sure, and yet . . . after so much, how

could I be perfectly sure? How could they be so cold? So

inhuman? So incurious? So load the dice and yet leave the

game? And if I wasn't sure?" (p. 581). If he were not sure,

Nicholas might be waiting in misery for the next move of the

self-appointed gods. Fowles writes of the situation in The

Aristos: "A god who revealed his will, who 'heard' us, who
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answered our prayers, who was propitiable, the kind of god

simple people like to imagine would be desirable: such a god

would destroy all our hazard, all our purpose and all our hap-

piness." Fowles goes on, in the section of that book entitled

"The Godgame," to imagine the Divine solution:

Imagine yourself a god, and lay down the laws of a

universe. You then find yourself in the Divine

Predicament: good governors must govern all

equally, and all fairly. But no act of government

can be fair to all, in all their different situa-

tions, except one. The Divine Solution is to

govern by not governing in any sense that the

governed can call being governed; that is, to con-

stitute a situation in which the governed must

govern themselves. If there had been a creator,

his second act would have been to disappear. Put

dice on the table and leave the room. . . . (A, pp. 18-19).

Nick has been in the situation of really being watched by the

players of the godgame, just as he had somehow supposed him-

self to have been watched earlier by his novelist-god. Now

that he senses the departure of the godgame players, he is,

no matter what his theological convictions, in a state of
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behavioral atheism. That is, he must act on his own, with

greater confidence and responsibility, because he is certain

that there is no god who will intervene or judge his actions.

He must be his own god in that sense, for he is the sole judge

of his actions, just as Conchis was as he stood before the

Nazi machine guns.

The Moot "Why"

The central question that the godgame has revealed as

meaningless is why existence is. The wreck-and-the-raft

assumption, the waiting-room attitude toward existence, are

based upon the hypothesis that the intervention of god will

eventually bring an end to man's state of imperfection. Now

that the godgame has exposed his persona, put him in touch

with the self, and brought about his acceptance of mystery,

of not knowing, Nicholas is free to act constructively in the

present--not in the waiting room for the future: "We are in

the best possible situation because everywhere, below the

surface, we do not know; we shall never know why; we shall

never know tomorrow; we shall never know a god or if there is

a god; we shall never even know ourselves. This mysterious

wall round our world and our perception of it is not there

to frustrate us but to train us back to the now, to life, to
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our time being" (A, p. 20). Nicholas has learned that the

why of existence is a moot question. Early in the godgame,

Conchis had, by playing the role of the god, emphasized the

point. When Nick had protested that he could enjoy it all

more if he could know what it all meant, Conchis had explained

how man had never received such an answer to his age-old ques-

tion. When Nicholas had protested that, although gods do not

exist to answer, Conchis does, he had replied, "In this respect

treat me as if I did not exist" (p. 167). Nicholas has at

last learned to behave in that same way outside the province

of the godgame.

The Backward Look

As Nicholas walks away, "as firm as Alison herself, that

other day of parting, not once looking back" (pp. 581-82), he

is showing the direct acknowledgement of Alison's freedom

that she had shown him, then later had written, "If you forget

everything else about me, please remember this. I walked down

that street and I never looked back and I love you. I love

you. I love you so much that I shall hate you forever for

today" (p. 40). Alison's feigned death is significant to her,

as Nick's ordeal is to him. It has taken her symbolic death

and rebirth, and Nick's as well, to bring them back together.
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Now he leaves as Orpheus should have left the underworld.

Had there been no suffering, no descent into death for them,

then they could not have reconciled with death at the end.

The novel ends on All Hallows Eve, with its significance of

ripeness and death. It is a marriage of eros and thanatos.

The final optimistic words of the story are filled with images

of the season: "The autumn grass, the autumn sky. People.

A blackbird, poor fool, singing out of season from the willows

by the lake. A flight of gray pigeons over the houses. Frag-

ments of freedom, an anagram made flesh. And somewhere the

stinging smell of burning leaves" (p. 582). The anagram is

Alison, "all mixed up, but the better part of Nicholas" (p. 237)

as she had told him atop Parnassus. And now that the word is

made flesh, perhaps it is no less mixed up, but the two are

together, and unable to wear masks. Alison is the reality

Nicholas had almost lost through imagination, just as Fournier's

Meaulnes had lost the real woman in his quest for the ideal.

Fowles leaves us with another mystery. We cannot know the fate

of Nicholas and Alison, as he says, "But what happened in the

following years is silence, is another mystery" (p. 571). But

his final Latin epilogue at least suggests the author's wish:

"May one who has never loved, love tomorrow, and may the one

who has loved, love tomorrow."
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The Nicholas who narrates the story is hardly the callow

young man who had left Oxford. It is uncertain how much time

has elapsed between the events and their telling, but the

maturity of Nicholas as narrator shows that he is now capable

of interpreting his own life while he tells it. He can even

connect it with the significance of Conchis's symbols. As he

describes how he had begun to absorb the fact of Alison's death

before the end of the meta-theatre, he shows that at last he

knows the many levels in Conchis's central parable:

By this sinister elision, this slipping from true

remorse, the belief that the suffering we have pre-

cipitated ought to ennoble us, or at least make us

less ignoble from then on, to disguised self-forgiveness,

the belief that suffering in some way ennobles life,

so that the precipitation of pain comes, by such a

cockeyed algebra, to equal the ennoblement, or at

any rate the enrichment, of life, by this character-

istically twentieth-century retreat from content into

form, from meaning into appearance, from ethics into

aesthetics, from aqua into unda, I dulled the pain of

that accusing death (p. 347).
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By learning to accept reality, Nicholas has also learned the

lesson in the parable of The Prince and the Magician, which

he finds in the Earth. The situation of the prince is like

the modern man who begins believing (as the father, or reason,

tells him) that no illusion (islands or princesses) exists.

Then when he sees such things, he suspects (as the island

magician, or the unconscious, tells him) that all is illusory--

even his father (his rational powers). Then when the father

confesses that he is a magician (that is, that reality is

partly a product of one's illusion), the prince finally decides

to accept both banal reality and potentially misleading-but-

beautiful (islands and princesses) mental fantasy. It is

then that his magician-father tells him that he, too, begins

to be a magician. Accepting that there is no truth beyond

magic is accepting that there is no truth beyond reality, but

at the same time accepting both of reality's dimensions: both

the perceptions of the conscious and the images in the uncon-

scious, that is, both imperfect-but-existing reality and perfect-

but-not-existing ideal. Such an acceptance also implies that

Nicholas, like a magician, can now use both levels of his

mind through an understanding of them.
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Imagery and Allusion

Fowles's early mention of Forster's "only connect" is

particularly appropriate, since his own artistic unity makes

each image and allusion carry certain themes throughout the

novel. Seldom does an image seem to be simply thrown in, and

nothing is wasted.

The pattern of bird imagery is particularly significant

in The Magus. Fowles's writings show his fondness for birds,

whose flight and songs seem always to suggest freedom and

beauty. As early as the first chapter, Nick speaks of his

"strange exuberant sense of taking wing" (p. 7). Later,

Nicholas mentions the call of birds on silent Phraxos, es-

pecially during the period when he is himself being called

to the experience of self-awareness on the island. Conchis's

folly in developing notation for birdsong is the perfect ex-

ample of the attempt to scientize freedom and beauty. In

the edenic scene on Parnassus, "some bird like a lark" sings

in the silence above them. Henrik Nygaard pauses in his mad-

ness to look up at the sound of ducks in the night sky, and

there are both flying birds and their song in the very last

lines of the novel, the flight of gray pigeons and the black-

bird singing out of season: these are what Fowles calls
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"fragments of freedom," as invigorating to the spirit as "the

stinging smell of burning leaves."

One of the most prominent functions of the birdsong seems

to be the call to self-awareness, to self-examination. In

Fowles's poem "Apollo," which recreates the imagery at Moutsa--

its stones, pines, and silent water--, the final lines, set

against the silence, are "shrike screams/ I come." 38  And the

poem is reminiscent of the image in the novel. It is a bird

song that first calls Nick to approach Bourani: "Some warbler

in the thickest of the bushes reeled out a resonant, stutter-

ing song. It must have been singing only a few feet from me,

with a sobbing intensity, like a nightingale, but much more

brokenly. A warning or a luring bird? I couldn't decide,

though it was difficult not to think of it as meaningful. It

scolded, fluted, screeched, jugjugged, entranced" (p. 56).

Nicholas has already been summoned back from suicide by the

wild, bird-like song of an unseen girl. Now, the unseen bird

calls him to further self-exploration, just as the hidden bird

gives the call to exploration in the first of T. S. Eliot's

Four Quartets, the last of which, "Little Gidding," contains

the passage marked in the book Nick finds at Moutsa. Eliot's

imagery in "Burnt Norton" is very like Fowles's:
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Other echoes

Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow?

Quick, said the bird, find them, find them,

Round the corner. Through the first gate,

Into our first world, shall we follow

The deception of the thrush?

And the bird called, in response to

The unheard music hidden in the shrubbery,

Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind

Cannot bear very much reality.39

It is round the corner and through the first gate to Bourani.

Later in the novel there is another echo from one of the

marked poetic passages, this one Pound's "Canto XLVII." Conchis

tells Nicholas that only the few recognize their moment of

fulcrum and act upon it: "'The elect. The chosen by hazard.'

Away at the far feet of the mountains there was a thin dust of

ruby lights in the deepest shadows. I didn't know whether he

meant simply, look; or that the lamps were in some way symbolic

of the electt" (p. 94). At the very moment when Conchis is
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about to begin the story of his life, the image recalls Pound's

lines which follow the marked passage:

Yet must thou sail after knowledge

Knowing less than drugged beasts. phteggometha

thasson

The small lamps drift in the bay

And the sea's claw gathers them.

Neptunus drinks after neap-tide.

Tamuz! Tamuz!

The red flame going seaward.

By this gate art thou measured.

From the long boats they have set lights in the water,

The sea's claw gathers them outward.

Scilla's dogs snarl at the cliff's base,

The white teeth gnaw in under the crag,

But in the pale night the small lamps float seaward

TU DIONA

Kai MOIRAI' ADONIN

The sea is streaked red with Adonis,

The lights flicker red in small jars.40
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Pound's image recalls the shed blood of Tamuz-Adonis, and

the floating red jars are like the anemones which grew from

that blood. Adonis's descent into and emergence from the

underworld suggests the depths to which Nicholas will have to

go in his quest for self-knowledge.

Nick points out some of the novel's literary allusions

himself, for example the Shakespearean parallels in which he

takes the role of both Ferdinand, under the spell of Prospero-

Conchis, and Malvolio, the dupe of Twelfth Night. Just before

breaking Nick's illusion in the hotel room, Lily-Julie goes

through a series of tableaux, the first of which recalls the

story of "King Cophetua and the Beggar Maid," a legendary

English ballad of a misogynist king who falls in love and

marries a beggar girl whom he chances to see through his palace

window, a hint, perhaps, of de Deukans's hearing the girl's

laugh through an open window. Although Alison is hardly of

the peasant class, she is described as "coarse salt," and her

language, sexual experience, and Australian background make

her a misfit to Nick's Oxford pretentiousness. There is also

a beggar-maid parallel in Jojo, who rubs the insides of her

wrists together when Nick suggests their alliance, in a little

motion reminiscent of Julie's bound-wrist pose. Perhaps there
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is also a parallel to Tennyson's version of the Cophetua

story, "The Beggar Maid," which begins, "Her arms across her

,41
breast she laid.' In this particular motif, the king, rather

than the beggar maid, is the bound one, possessed by his love

for her. These and the many other patterns of image and allu-

sion in the novel will no doubt furnish years of material for

future study of The s

Finally we must ask two questions of The Magus, in spite

of its successful resuscitation of the anti-hero. Both of the

questions involve method. One is Conchis's method; the other,

Fowles's. If Conchis and his friends, with their rich, intelli-

gent lives, are seeking to promote personal morality, how

moral is it to force such a harsh treatment on some unsuspect-

ing "elect"? Fowles's answer, with its reconciliation of

freedom, pain, and all, must appear to lie in acting in har-

mony and truth to the Self--provided that the Self is conscious

enough to act constructively, that is morally. And, since the

aim of the godgame was apparently accomplished with Nick, and

presumably with a long series of annual predecessors, such

reasoning could justify the action. But that still leaves us

wondering, if part of the mystery is the individuality of the

human mind, how could the players of the godgame be sure that
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their method would work? And if they weren't sure, had all

of Nick's predecessors been given a new loaded pistol after

disintoxication? And, if so, had they all thrown it away?

The next question, concerning Fowles's method, is simply

this. Although this particular anti-hero is successfully

revived and restored to a meaningful exercise of choice based

upon sensibility, is this revival broad enough to extend out-

side the framework of this novel? Does Nicholas's story hold

any sort of permanent optimism for twentieth-century man and

his dilemma? Do we all have to wait around for salvation by

a millionaire psychiatrist? There seems only a tenuous answer--

but an answer. Conchis tells Nick his story, and Nicholas tells

his to us, effecting a message similar, in its presentation of

universal symbol with myriad levels of significance and, inter-

preted hermeneutically, potential universality of significance

to rational twentieth-century man. The wisdom that comes from

the godgame could reach man in a number of ways--through a

number of disciplines in both art and science, through many

real experiences in living. But we must remember, one of

Nicholas's difficulties had been that he tried to interpret

his fiction literally. If we try to do the same with The

Magus, we are back where we began, with the passive twentieth-

century hero in his own personal waiting room.
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The Magus Exorcized

Most critics who understand The Magus are justly impressed

with its stature, but Fowles himself is not satisfied. He has

on occasion commented that he does not think the book "works,"

and, to my protest that it does, he replies, "Yes, The Magus

works as a read. But it has a number of intellectual faults,

and a host of minor stylistic sore thumbs. It is the only

book I have deliberately 'killed off' before it was truly ready.

But at that time it was threatening to obsess me for years

more, and it had to be exorcized."42 Nearly twelve years

passed between the time when Fowles began The Magus and 1965,

when he finally published it. It is easy to see how one could

be obsessed by such a novel, whose imperfections are far less

apparent to critics than to the man who lived with the book.

If the novel has a weakness worth mentioning, it is per-

haps that we are left with no evidence, beyond Nicholas's

restored feeling of humanity and his final choice of Alison,

that he is to function in society as an individual capable of

asserting any sort of will. Before the final reunion, he is

left in the same sort of waiting-room state that confronts

most of the modern novel's anti-heroes. But maybe that is the

point of it all--that the anti-hero is freed from the waiting
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room to reassert the possibility of human feeling, a necessary

precursor to the assertion of will in a moral way. Other anti-

heroes have been left at novel's end in their various rooms--

including a few at the top--but there has been no hope beyond

survival. And if there is a girl left in that room, she is

either the wrong one or one with whom the anti-hero is united

in mutual desperation. Nicholas and Alison are, it is true,

left virtually alone with little suggestion of how they are

to fit into society, to survive. But the question of social

survival is the less important; they have chosen each other,

a reassertion of positive individual choice in an age whose

dilemma had all but ruled out any meaningful choice except

rejection.
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CHAPTER III

THE COLLECTOR

Villain as Hero

These days, one does not find evil characters in fiction.

Iris Murdoch's Gerald Scottow comes about as close as anyone,

but he is awfully polite about imprisoning Hannah, and it is

his job, and, it is for everyone's good, what with the com-

plexities of modern existence. And Anthony Burgess' droogs

get awfully rough with the bicycle chains, but malchicks have

to tolchock something now and then to work off the razdraz at

the depersonalization of society--and underneath it all, they

really like Mozart. And J. P. Donleavy's Ginger Man gingerly

breaks up bars and divests people of teeth, and countless

Arthur Seatons and Charles Lumleys smuggle dope and get in

fights and live lives of noisy desperation in the name of man's

understandable reaction to the absurdity of existence. If

Godot isn't coming, they've decided to bust up the waiting

room.

Perhaps the last real villains in modern fiction were

William Golding's choirboys in The Lord of the Flies. Huxley's

144



145

Spandrell tried to be evil; James's Peter Quint won't qualify

unless we include ghosts. Perhaps it was Faulkner's Popeye.

Or maybe it was Conrad's Mr. Jones or Gentleman Brown. But

three quarters of a century have elapsed since Gentleman Brown

escaped down river, and there haven't been very many convincing

successors in his wake. The best villains we get nowadays are

likely to be authority figures who represent some blind, and

usually successful, attempt by The Establishment to do the hero

out of his individuality. And the hero isn't evil; if he acts

irrationally, it is his only alternative to complete passivity

in a system that precludes the individual act.

We have found ourselves rooting for the sometimes irrational

anti-hero out of his picaresque charm, sympathy for the underdog,

and the innate longing of twentieth-century man to return to a

situation in which decisive action is possible. That longing

for the restoration of action probably has not escaped even the

most rational of modern men, and we see it made manifest in the

impulse of popular culture to reassert unmitigated heroism and

unmitigated villainy in sub-literature and cinema. We glorify

Batman and Robin and exult in their totally diabolical foes;

we heap nostalgia on the days of Tom Mix and Gene Autrey, when

we could spot the bad guys by their hats, like the jerseys in
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a football game. We delight in the victory of a trim, young

James Bond over a sloppy, lecherous Goldfinger. And, strangely

enough, we do not really mind very much when Bond kicks below

the belt and slaps the girls around a bit. He is still the

hero, and we are on his side. We begin to admire the well-

intentioned hero who is willing to use nasty and violent tactics

on the side of virtue. We name him "Dirty Harry," and it is

reassuring to see him blaze away in our behalf with a forty-

four magnum. Just barely a cut above the James Bondish hero

is the hero of the epic-length novels in the Harold Robbins

school, who, steeped in self-righteous anger, justifies any

means of attack upon the forces which oppose him. And we like

it.

It even spills over into the national attitudes. During

World War II, it was reassuring to the Germans to absolutize

the issues and unite behind common racial hatreds. Now we in

the United States have for some time found it convenient to

identify God with free enterprise, Satan with Communism, and

Beelzebub with Socialism. Man finds it comforting thus to sort

out the issues of good and evil, and finally it justifies our

electing national leaders who have the one-dimensional courage

to fight dirty in "our" behalf. With such a tendency underway,
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it has taken the intense moral outrage of a relatively small

group of people to convince the United States that Nixonian

amorality is, after all, immorality.

But there is the outlaw hero somewhere deep in all of us,

as John Fowles points out in his essay rOn Being English but

Not British," and he traces the impulse back to the Robin Hood

legend: "He is the man who always, when faced with taking to

the forest or accepting injustice, runs for the trees. Robin-

hoodism is essentially critical opposition that is not content

not to act." 1 But Fowles considers the robinhoodism at an end

when it emerges from the forest and takes power. My own feeling

is that this robinhoodism which he calls attention to in his

Albion Englishness (and, by extension, in our Columbian English-

ness), although characteristic of the man in revolt rather than

in power, may lie at the root of our justifying dirty tricks

in behalf of Good (which we had come to identify with national

prosperity) against Evil (which became identified with any

counterforce).

In literature, it was a short step from the humorous

anti-hero to the violent anti-hero, and nobody seemed to mind

very much. But now the Angry fiction of the fifties and part

of the sixties has been left behind in a return to a moral
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vision, although such novelists as Murdoch, Bellow, and Greene

had never lost theirs. I do not mean to deprive the modern

irrational anti-hero of the sympathy he deserves as fictional

representative of all our century's frustrations. But he had

his licks in a symbolic bar-room brawl that went on for over a

decade, and it is nice to see that they're serving drinks again.

Fowles' The Collector may turn out to be the literary

document that gave the violent anti-hero his coup de grace.

In 1963, it appeared at a time when sympathy for aberrant be-

havior was still strong in literature--the same year of Anthony

Burgess's A Clockwork Orange, which is almost as concerned

about the danger of eradicating Beethoven along with human

violence as it is about the danger of the violence. Perhaps

Burgess's book had something to do with the end of the violent

anti-hero, too--stepping into the not-too-distant future to

make what may have been the ultimate statement possible from

the generally sympathetic viewpoint toward anti-heroic violence.

It was easy to be a friend to Keith Waterhouse's Billy Liar,

who mentally mowed down his antagonists with the imaginary

Ambrosian repeater-gun. And it had even been an understandable

sort of thing for Donleavy's Ginger Man to trash a bar. But
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Alex's pleasure outings of rape and murder were hard to take.

Lucky Jim had come full circle, and there was nowhere else

to go.

Fowles's book is hardly as gory, but it is more subtle and

finally more profoundly chilling. And, importantly, there is

far less mitigation of the evil within the anti-hero. Burgess's

Alex is as much victim as criminal, another in a long line of

modern men trapped by circumstance. But Fowles shows how the

sudden class freedom conferred gratuitously upon Clegg makes

him become the trapper, not the trapped. Clegg, it is true,

is a soft-spoken monster spawned by generations of social

inequality, as Fowles makes clear in the novel. But neither

does Clegg's creator waste momentum in the narration to stop

off periodically and excuse the growing horror of what is going

on. Fowles gives a straightforward presentation of Clegg's

character, including his unfortunate upbringing. He also shows

him to be, in the main, a gentle young man with a reasonable

level of consideration toward his imprisoned beloved. The

reasons for his evil are clear; his good points are clear;

we sympathize with Clegg; but his evil deed is no less evil.

It is the horror of that evil which dominates the novel, and

this force makes Clegg literature's first convincing villain
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since Conrad's Gentleman Brown. His evil is explained, and

society is not free of the guilt--just as there is a recognized

link between Gentleman Brown, Jim, and each of us--but the evil

is unmitigated in Clegg, even as it is unexcused in society for

having formed his being. It is his guilt which is mitigated.

In spite of the roundness of both the book's 
characters,

they appeared amid times of great sympathy 
for the underdog,

lower-class anti-hero. As a result, a few people, especially

in England and close to the class conflict, interpreted 
the

novel as a one-dimensional allegory slighting 
the lower class.

But the vast majority of the reviews were very favorable, in

both Britain and the United States--roughly eighty 
per-cent

favorable, with a surprising concentration of praise from

Britain's literary establishment. However, a significant

number of both favorable and unfavorable reviews showed a

tendency to sympathize with Clegg and reproach Fowles for

allegedly favoring Miranda. The irony of that view, in retro-

spect, is that it was Fowles's understanding characterization

of Clegg which generated their sympathy in the first place,

even given the predisposition of the time in favor of the lower-

class hero. Only a very few, however, took this line of crit-

icism very far, and their greatest fallacy was the accusation
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that Fowles's viewpoint is identical with Miranda's--that 
he

believes the liberal-modish cliches 
which he writes in her

journal, as well as her occasional diatribes 
of class pre-

judice. That argument, however, presupposes 
an unskilled

novelist; Fowles is far too wise to let either of the characters

become only a mouthpiece. Although it is true that Miranda's

journal reveals a much more 
clear-sighted and virtuous character

than does Clegg's story, such a difference is quite logically

inevitable. But by far the most significant characteristics

of the reviews are that not one of 
them had any adverse comment

on the characterization of Clegg, 
and that a very large number

of them praised the depth of the novel as well as its thriller

value. Many recognized the book for the subtle masterpiece

that it is, among them the reviewer for the Times Literary

Supplement: "As a novel that is trying to 
make a serious moral

statement and making it seriously and 
well, The Collector

deserves attention, and the more so because Mr. Fowles brings

to it the proper gifts of the novelist. His story-telling

transcends the difficult and limited structure 
he has imposed

on himself. His characterization is good, especially through

Miranda's diary. This is already a haunting and memorable

book, and it will be interesting 
to see how it wears."

2 Honor
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Tracy, herself a talented novelist, 
concluded her review in

The New Republic, "It is early days 
to sound the trumpets,

but it does look as if the new England 
has brought forth a

novelist at last."
3 As things have turned out, she was right.

And no small part of Fowles's reputation 
is due to his flawless

characterization of Frederick Clegg.

The Plot

Clegg himself narrates the first 
part of the book, explain-

ing in a matter-of-fact way how he, 
secretly and at a distance,

becomes romantically obsessed with Miranda Grey, 
pretty young

daughter in a middle-class doctor's 
family whose house is across

from the Town Hall Annexe, where he 
is a clerk in the rates

department. Jealously, he watches her from an office 
window

when she is home from boarding school. 
He logs her appearances

in the "entomological observations 
diary" where he records

sightings of butterflies. Throughout his unhappy and banal

lower-class boyhood, his butterfly collection 
has been virtually

his only contact with people outside 
the unpleasant foster home

where he supports his ignorant aunt 
and her spastic daughter.

His father, a traveling salesman, had died 
in an auto crash

when he was only two, and his mother had abandoned him to the
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care of his Aunt Annie and Uncle 
Dick. At age fifteen, Clegg

had been deeply affected by 
the death of his uncle, who had

been quietly kind to him in spite 
of the miserly and over-

bearing aunt. Left alone with her and the crippled 
daughter,

his only outlet is meeting with 
the "Bug Section" of a natural-

ist group, until he sights 
Miranda from afar and daydreams 

an

elaborate relationship with her.

In his fantasies, he is sometimes the heroic rescuer,

sometimes the happy husband and father, 
but there is a suppressed

recurring motif in which he changes 
role from rescuer to attacker

and punishes her for associating 
with other men. His fantasies

begin to dominate his life 
when he wins a fortune in 

a football

pool, leaves his provincial job, and is left at his leisure in

London. When his aunt and cousin take their 
cut of the money

and go to Australia, Clegg, alone in a London hotel, turns

increasingly to nudie magazines 
and pornographic books. With

his new camera gear, he takes up butterfly photography, but

mixes the pursuit with telephoto shots of 
couples making love

in the country. At last he buys a remote seventeenth-century

country house outside of Lewes 
and converts its secret Catholic

chapel to an underground prison 
cell. Then, in his new van,

outfitted especially for the hunt, 
he kidnaps Miranda on her
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way home from the London 
art school where she 

is now a student.

Chloroforming her like one 
of his specimens, he imprisons 

her

in the subterranean room, 
furnished and stocked with 

clothes

and art books especially for 
her. He has taken every precau-

tion. There is no chance of escape 
or rescue.

Clegg tells of a strange captor-captive 
relationship that

develops between them--how he 
promises to release her in a

month, then breaks his promise, how 
they argue over politics

and art, how she tries several escape attempts, then tries to

disable him with an axe. At last she tries to have sex 
with

him, but, in angry humiliation at his 
impotence and puritanical.

shock at her "fallen" state, he begins to demand that she 
pose

for semi-nude, then nude photographs. He has already snapped

a few of her in panties and bra 
once when she was chloroformed.

He apparently masturbates with 
her photos just as he has with

the nudie magazines, and the more she becomes his fantasy sex

object, the less she is his idealized princess. 
Although she

is beginning to show signs of 
serious illness, Clegg distrusts

her for having feigned appendicitis 
in an earlier escape attempt.

He binds, gags, and strips her and forces 
her to pose for his

pictures; then he tries to cure her 
pneumonia with patent cold

medicine. His narration breaks off without 
revealing Miranda's

fate.
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Part Two of the novel is from Miranda's viewpoint, 
as

recorded in the secret diary 
which she had kept hidden 

beneath

her mattress. Revealing her to be an exceptionally 
sensitive

and intelligent girl, though occasionally immature 
in her self-

conscious, liberal-humanist-artist pose, the 
diary also shows

how frightened and determined she 
is. She had planned and

hoped for days before each 
of her futile little escape 

attempts

that Clegg had spoken of in 
annoyance. The diary also creates

a complete impression of her 
life and personality, including

a weak and gentle father, a 
hostile, alcoholic mother, a close,

devoted sister, and a pretentious 
aunt. The aunt, with whom

she had lived in London, had 
by chance introduced the twenty-

year-old Miranda to George 
Paston, a forty-one-year-old 

painter,

to whom she had been strongly 
attracted. First Miranda had

admired G. P. (as she calls him throughout her narrative) 
for

his stature as an artist, his eccentric life, and his sexual

reputation. Her diary shows how closely 
involved with him

she has become--how much his 
philosophy (often brilliant 

but

occasionally extreme and cruel) 
has affected her own thinking,

and how much she is attracted 
by the thought of an affaire

with him. At their last meeting, C. P. had admitted his love

for her, but admitted his own 
immaturity as well and sent 

her

away.
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Miranda continues to hope and scheme for escape. 
All the

while, she discusses the slow-witted Clegg, 
relating him to

her own former efforts 
at charity and her feelings 

about social

reform and the brotherhood 
of man. Although she knows herself

his intellectual superior 
where art and higher thought 

are

concerned, she occasionally finds herself 
brought up short by

his direct and practical answers. 
She also is entirely stymied

by his almost flawless 
physical security measures 

for her cap-

tivity. Before her axe attack on him, she 
shows her misgivings

about using violence; 
then after the abortive 

attempt, she is

repulsed by what she has 
done. Later she has to down 

a quantity

of sherry before offering 
him sex; but she is mystified by his

furious reaction at his 
own impotence and at what 

she has done.

Before falling into illness, 
she shows herself changed by 

all

of the ordeal--although 
sometimes railing against 

the insen-

sitivity of Clegg and the 
New People, she still shows that she

cares something about Clegg 
as a person. And she is bursting

with the determination to use 
her life creatively, even to

risking a closer, sexual relationship to C. P. As the pneu-

monia comes on, she has abandoned her faith 
in an intervening

God. The writings trail off in 
despair, but still she is

determined to live.
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The third part of the book is Clegg's resumption 
of his

account of Miranda's illness 
and his failure to do anything

to help her. He had gotten close to a 
doctor's residence late

at night only to be frightened 
away by a constable; earlier

he had been intimidated out of 
a doctor's waiting room by his

fears and feelings of inferiority. 
At last he rationalizes

that she is past help, and he is dusting downstairs 
to occupy

his thoughts while she dies in an upper bedroom--which 
he had

carefully locked even when she 
was too weak to rise. Clegg

arranges the corpse back 
down in her prison room, fails in the

attempt to make it smile, cuts 
a lock of hair to keep, says

part of a prayer, and goes 
upstairs. He has difficulty sleep-

ing, comes back down, gets frightened and edgy, 
and decides

upon a romantic suicide. 
He goes back upstairs 

and falls

asleep thinking about burning all 
of his photographs and dying

by Miranda's side.

But in the brief fourth part 
of the book, Clegg recalls

having awakened the next morning 
and abandoned his suicide

plans--a decision which 
he then justifies, along 

with his entire

crime, by his discovery of 
her diary and its revelation 

that

she had not loved him. Virtually without remorse, 
Clegg tells

how he had buried Miranda's 
corpse in a wooden box beneath
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his apple trees and had 
cleaned and aired out her 

underground

cell. He concludes with the mention 
of another girl--a

Woolworth' s candy clerk--whom 
he is only thinking about 

as

Miranda's possible successor. 
All the while, he is making

careful preparations to 
act upon his thoughts, 

just as he had

in Miranda's case.

Clegg

Dating from Greek tragedy, 
the best of literature's 

villains

are presented in sufficient 
depth to reveal their motivation,

and, in most cases, the additional revelation 
of their sympa-

thetic qualities increases their literary power and appeal.

Few of these agents of Evil have been drawn so completely 
and

with such understanding 
as Fowles presents Clegg. 

With an

amazingly few words, Fowles gives the reader an 
extensive

knowledge of Clegg's childhood, 
particularly of Aunt Annie

and Mabel, the two who remain as all he 
has left of a family.

In the few mentions of these two women, there is always the

suggestion that they have 
combined forces against 

him out of

jealousy. Aunt Annie, for example, seems entirely too con-

scious of having taken him 
in as an orphan; her miserliness

during his youth, the hatred which she and Mabel 
show for his

butterflies, and their torturing him with 
Mabel's handicap
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all suggest the sickness 
of their attitudes toward 

him--Mabel's

jealousy and Annie's 
resentment at the added 

burden. While

making warnings in her 
letter against any diminishing 

of his

fortune, the old woman still manages 
to get in a reference to

the situation of his childhood 
indebtedness to her. Clegg,

in return, shows an almost emotionless 
attitude toward her and

Mabel. Though apparently recognizing 
their greed, he quietly

gives them a third of 
his fortune. He is relieved to be 

rid

of them, and, although insensitive enough to 
advocate euthanasia

for the likes of Mabel, he 
still prepares a room for 

them in

case they return. The great tragedy of his childhood 
had been

the death of his Uncle Dick, 
who, as he says, is the one person

besides Miranda whom he thought 
of as he held the pool check

in his hand. The implication is that he at last 
has the means

of giving to someone. Clegg's generosity leads 
him to bring

up the matter of sending 
money to Miranda's nuclear 

disarma-

ment fund. Although in his own account 
of the conversation

he does not take credit for 
the idea, Miranda's version 

shows

that his hesitation to carry through his own suggestion 
may be

the result of her sarcastic rebuff. 
His tenuous offer comes

at the classic dead-end of 
their one-sided discussion 

of the



160

H-bomb, when she tells 
him to go away, that 

he is like a sea

of cotton wool:

C. (he stood u at once) I do like to hear 
you

talk. I do think about what you say.

M. No, you don't. You put what I say in 
your mind

and wrap it up and it disappears 
for ever.

C. If I wanted to send a cheque 
to the . - - this

lot . . . what's the address?

M. To buy my approval?

C. What's wrong with that?

M. We need money. But we need feeling even 
more.

And I don't think you've got 
any feeling to

give away. You can't win that by 
filling

in a football coupon.

C. (there was an awkward silence) 
See you later,

then. (Exit Caliban. I hit a pillow so

hard that it has looked reproachful 
ever

since.)4

There are several other scenes 
in which Clegg is the more

sympathetic of the two 
characters, but the greatest 

example

of his feeling, and Miranda's 
relative insensitivity to 

it,

occurs after he has read 
Miranda the letter from 

Aunt Annie.
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Clegg is embarassed when 
Miranda tells him that 

the old woman

has made a fool of him:

C. Thank you very much.

M. Well, she has'

C. Oh, you're right. As per usual.

M. Don't say that' ( put down Ey knitting and 
closed

_ eyes.)

C. She never bossed me about 
half as much as you do.

M. I don't boss you. I try to teach you.

C. You teach me to despise her and 
think like you, and

soon you'll leave me and I'll 
have no one at all.

M. Now you're pitying yourself.

C. It's the one thing you don't understand. 
You only

got to walk into a room, 
people like you, and

you can talk with anyone, 
you understand things,

but when . .

M. Do shut up. You're ugly enough without starting 
to

whine. I picked up my knitting and put 
it away.

When I looked round he was standing 
there with

his mouth open, trying to say something. And

I knew I'd hurt him (pp. 198-99).
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But then, compounding the 
hurt, Miranda patronizes 

him, unable

to conceive of such a creature 
having real human feelings.

It was queer, he really had a sort 
of dignity, he

was really hurt (perhaps that was 
it) and showing

it. So I took his arm and made him sit down again,

and I said, I'm going to tell you a fairy story.

Once upon a time (I said, and he stared 
bitterly,

bitterly at the floor) there was a very ugly monster

who captured a princess and put her 
in a dungeon

in his castle (p. 199).

Not only is this key scene a revelation 
of Clegg's humanity-

his feelings, his dilemma, and his realization that Miranda

simply does not understand, 
but it is a dramatic example of

the barriers to their mutual understanding. 
At last Miranda

begins to understand how deep his 
feelings are:

He didn't speak, he kept staring down.

I said, now it's your turn to tell 
a fairy story.

He just said, I love you.

And yes, he had more dignity 
than I did then

and I felt small, mean. Always sneering at him,

jabbing him, hating him 
and showing it. It was

funny, we sat in silence 
facing each other and I
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had a feeling I've had once or 
twice before, of the

most peculiar closeness to him--not 
love or attraction

or sympathy in any way. But linked destiny. Like

being shipwrecked on an island--a 
raft--together.

In every way not wanting to be 
together. But

together (p. 200) .

There are many things about Clegg 
to be pitied: his grieving

for the lost uncle who had been 
his only father figure and

only friend, his terrible angry shyness 
among people to whom

he feels inferior, his embarassment 
at the manners of his aunt

and cousin in a posh restaurant, 
his pathetic pursuit of

butterflies and pictures of naked women, 
his dependence upon

the miserable "Bug Section" for meeting "a better class of

people," and his total inability 
to live happily and construc-

tively even with a fortune in his hands. 
All the football

pool has done is inflate his 
fantasies so radically that he

is driven into perversion:

Just those three words, said and meant. I love

you.

They were quite hopeless. He said it as he might

have said, I have cancer.

His fairy story (p. 200).
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At last Miranda begins to understand that Clegg is 
not

a stereotype, that he does have feelings. 
When she remembers

the parallel of Dante and 
Beatrice, she is at the heart of

Clegg' s motives--and his sickness:

The only unusual thing about him--how 
he loves me.

Ordinary New People couldn't 
love anything as he

loves me. That is blindly. Absolutely. Like Dante

and Beatrice. He enjoys being hopelessly in love

with me. I expect Dante was the same. 
Mooning around

knowing it was all quite hopeless and 
getting lots

of good creative material 
from the experience.

Though of course Caliban can't 
get anything but his

own miserable pleasure. People who don't make

anything. I hate them (p. 252).

Miranda's tone perhaps betrays a lack of 
serious apprehension

of just how astute the parallel 
is. Just as Dante heaps poetic

emotion upon his distant Beatrice, 
just as Fournier creates a

novel in tribute to his remote Yvonne, 
just as Gatsby creates

an American kingdom for his lost 
Daisy, Clegg has created his

own perverted paradise for poor 
Miranda. Had it not been for

the football pools, she would have remained his princesse

lointaine, marked in his entomological 
observations notebook.
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Clegg is pursuing the 
anima figure, the archetypal 

dream

girl, just as certainly 
as Nicholas pursues Lily 

in The Magus

and Charles pursues Sarah 
in The French Lieutenant's 

Woman.

The difference does not 
lie only in social class. 

The important-

and tragic.di.tinction is in 
the intensity of Clegg's obsession,

a condition aggravated by 
his acute insecure feelings 

from a

traumatic, lower-class upbringing. He is not simply insensitive,

as Miranda thinks; he has 
had insensitivity thrust 

upon him.

It is his sensitivity which 
drives him into obsession 

with his

fantasies, all of which revolve 
around Miranda. Too sensitive

to feel comfortable in the harshness 
of his class, Clegg is a

miserable and solitary figure. One of the reasons for his

perfect precautions is his 
lonely lack of trust for 

anyone.

As he tells Miranda, "You 
don't know what being alone 

is. . . -

I bet a lot of people think 
about you. Miss you. I might be

dead for all anyone I knew 
ever cared. . - -. You don't know

what you are. You're everything. I got nothing if you go"

(p. 271). Just as his loneliness 
leads him deeper into his

own fantasies, into his own unconscious mind, 
his childhood

and class insecurities bring 
him to a state of monomaniacal

possessiveness. Stunned by the beauty 
of the fleeting butter-

fly, he seeks to combat his 
insecurities, his nemo, by fixing
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them in death. Also stunned by Miranda's 
beauty, he tries

to possess her as well: 
"Of course, she made me feel all

clumsy and awkward. I had the same feeling I did 
when I had

watched an imago emerge, and then to have to kill it. I mean,

the beauty confuses you, you 
don't know what you want to 

do

any more, what you should do" 
(p. 84). Clegg's final tragic

blurring of morality arises from 
his longing for the beauty

in life that eludes and confuses 
him. At last, in imprisoning

Miranda, Clegg is surrendering to his 
own unconscious mind,

his own fantasy--the anima imago. 
Not only does the word

"imago" identify the adult 
insect newly emerging from 

metamor-

phosis, but the term refers 
to an idealized mental image 

as

well. Finally, Clegg also kills his anima 
imago, tragically

projected upon Miranda.

Clegg and Miranda

Miranda has the misfortune of 
being one of those women

whom Jung considers almost a natural 
personification of the

anima imago. The coincidence of birth is unfortunate, 
because

it prevents certain anima-obsessed 
men from regarding her as

a conscious phenomenon. That is, even with such intellectual

men as G. P., she is likely to remain a physical 
embodiment

of the anima figure, the dream girl, 
the faraway princess--a



167

departure from reality 
as potentially tragic as the case of

Meaulnes's Yvonne. G. P., who has come to recognize 
his own

attraction to the anima 
figure, is aware of the dangers 

of

the situation, as he fights 
his own feelings for Miranda. When

he asks her about Jung 
and she replies that she 

has not read

him, G. P. answers, "He's given your species 
of the sex a name.

Not that it helps. The disease is just as bad." Then he re-

fuses to tell Miranda the 
name of the species because, 

he says,

"You don't tell diseases 
their names" (p. 187). The term is

apt, although Miranda 
doesn't make the connection, 

even when

she at last concludes of 
Clegg, "I could never cure 

him.

Because I'm his disease" 
(p. 265). Jung describes her "disease"

precisely:

There are types of women who 
seem to be made by

nature to impersonate anima projections; 
one could

almost speak here of a definite 
type. The so-called

sphinx-like character is indispensable, ambiguity,

a sense of being endowed with 
many possibilities;

not an indefiniteness that 
offers nothing, but an

indefiniteness that is full of promises, as, for

instance, the speaking silence of a 
Mona Lisa. A

Woman of this kind is both 
old and young, mother
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and daughter, of somewhat doubtful 
chastity, child-

like, and yet with a 
naive cleverness that is

5
disarming to men.

That quality in Miranda 
is the key to why Clegg 

is not attracted

by her reality, her human 
qualities, but instead, 

as she says,

by "the way I look and speak 
and move" (p. 89). As Clegg puts

it, "What she never understood 
was that with me it was 

having.

Having her was enough. Nothing needed doing. 
I just wanted

to have her, and safe at last" 
(p. 101).-Considering releasing

her, he thinks not of 
her personality but of 

her image: "But

then I thought of her face 
and the way her pigtail hung 

down

a bit sideways and twisted 
and how she stood and 

walked and

her lovely clear eyes. -I know I couldn't do it" 
(p. 36). Un-

fortunately it was Miranda's 
looks and outward manner 

which

makes her what she is to Clegg. Part of that outward manner,

the part which Jung calls 
the "naive cleverness 

that is dis-

arming to men," is what G. P. has cautioned her against--her

feyness. Before G. P. falls in love with her, 
he seems to be

fighting against his 
attraction, reminding 

himself that she

is not the ideal woman, 
but Jung's ideal woman 

type; he tells

her that she would be a bloody 
bore if she weren't so pretty,
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then inscribes his drawing "pour 'une' princesse lointaine,

with the "une" heavily underlined 
(p. 188).

At first, Clegg's projection of 
the anima imago upon

Miranda idealizes her almost 
to the point of worship. 

He waits

on her and builds his imaginary 
paradise with her as its prin-

cess. Although he takes photographs 
of her, he is not behaving

in the simple manner of a voyeur. 
Nevertheless, Clegg's

greatest uneasiness is her living reality. 
As long as she is

alive to think, demand, contradict, hope, and feel, she--or

at least that living part of 
her--remains a barrier to Clegg's

ideal of possessing her "safe 
at last." Unconsciously to Clegg,

the achievement of complete 
safety is really the ultimate 

wish

to obliterate hazard and mystery, 
an act only possible by

destroying life--an act in 
which he has vast experience 

with

butterflies. He has little feeling for 
the value of life.

His own is valueless enough, 
and he has rationalized "having

to" kill the new imago to possess its beauty; he even speaks

of the Nazi tortures "they 
had to do" during the war. 

He

thinks the spastic Mabel and her 
kind should be "put out pain-

lessly." Finally, he dreams of "having 
to" smother Miranda

with a pillow rather than 
lose her.
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However, as long as Miranda remains 
idealized in Clegg's

mind, he cannot rationalize 
mistreating her. This worshipful

attitude is closely connected 
with sexuality. In his early

encounter with the old 
prostitute, he recalls, "I thought of

Miranda seeing me there 
like that. As I said, I tried to do

it but it was no good and I didn' t try hardly" (p. 9). In

spite of his guilt feelings associated 
with the image of the

pure and idealized Miranda, 
Clegg's masturbating 

fantasies

with pornography reassure 
him privately that he is 

not impotent;

"I was not different, I 
can prove it, one reason I got fed 

up

with Aunt Annie was I started 
to get interested with some 

of

the books you can buy at 
shops in Soho, books of 

stark women

and all that" (p. 10). The more intimate his views 
and photo-

graphs of Miranda become, 
the more she loses the mystery, the

sphinx-like nature which 
Jung sees as essential 

to the anima

figure. And the closer she becomes identified 
with his sexu-

ality, the less pure and perfect 
she is. Her image takes its

first damaging blow on the 
night he chloroforms her 

and photo-

graphs her in her underwear. 
"I never slept that night, 

I

got in such a state. There were times I thought 
I would go

down and give her the pad 
again and take other photos, 

it was

as bad as that. I am not really that sort and I 
was only like
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it that night because of all 
that happened . . ." (p. 92).

Clegg has come a long way 
from "having every respect," 

and,

as he says, "Things were never 
the same again . . *" (p. 92).

Even so, he still maintains 
puritanically that he is "not that

sort at all," because in his 
puritanical mind, the violation

of Miranda is still identified with an 
incestuous rape of the

mother-virgin-anima-goddess figure.

But in Clegg's romantic fantasy it is a short step from

hero to villain, from avenging knight to possessive 
dragon,

from rescuer to attacker--although 
he is not conscious of the

reversal of his roles. He speaks of the day he first "gave

myself the dream that came 
true. It began where she was being

attacked by a man and I ran 
up and rescued her. Then somehow

I was the man that attacked her, 
only I didn't hurt her; I cap-

tured her and drove her off 
in the van to a remote house 

and

there I kept her captive in a nice 
way" (p. 14). At that early

stage, Clegg's fantasy had been as innocent 
as Peter, Peter

Pumpkin Eater's "there he 
kept her very well"--the 

wish to

imprison the anima "in a nice 
way." But at the opposite pole

of that same old motif is Poe's Roderick Usher--who 
had not

realized what he was doing 
either.

But to move to a more violent 
stage, Clegg must have

something definite which he 
can use to rationalize his act.
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Sadly enough for Miranda, 
her attempt to offer 

him sex provides

the self-justifying mechanism 
which he has unconsciously 

been

seeking. Even her axe attack on 
him is not enough to provoke

him to violence, although he says, "It was 
just about the straw

that broke the camel's 
back, as the saying is, and certain

ideas did come into my 
mind. I don't know what I mightn't

have done if she'd kept on as 
before" (p. 97). But only when

she degrades herself in 
his image does he have 

the excuse to

justify his cruelty 
to her, and he is also furious 

in his hu-

miliation over his impotence: 
"I wanted to do it, I wanted to

show her I could do it 
so I could prove I was 

really respectful.

I wanted her to see I could 
do it, then I would tell her I

wasn't going to, it was below me, and below her, it was dis-

gusting" (p. 106). His first version is the more revealing:

although he did want to 
do it, not simply show, 

the puritanical

reservations about sex both 
contribute to his impotence 

and

provide a sort of justification 
of his masturbation 

and his

impotence with Miranda. 
But most important, Clegg's fancy

that she has degraded herself 
gives him the mental excuse 

he

needs to vent his anger upon her for 
his own impotence:

I could have done anything. 
I could have killed

her. All I did later was because 
of that night. . .

I never respected her again. 
It left me angry for days.
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Because I could do it.

The photographs (the day I gave her the pad),

I used to look at them sometimes. 
I could take my

time with them. They didn't talk back at me.

That was what she never knew 
(p. 109).

Not only does he now have, 
in his mind, complete license 

to

assimilate her into his masturbatory 
fantasies, but he is

justified in a partial 
surrender to his sex-linked sadism,

through which he can now 
not only get sexual stimulation 

but

also wreak his revenge upon 
her for virtually all of 

his hos-

tilities: his own impotence, her betrayal 
of his ideal, his

feelings of class inferiority, 
his resentment of all the 

hos-

tilities which she has directed 
against him. Now his indigna-

tion at her violation of his 
sexual "morality" justifies his

maltreatment of her. She has come down from the pedestal,

and he is willing to demand 
that she pose for more "art-

photographs." Now his irresolution is 
gone, and he is pleased

that he can feel superior 
in his perversion and vindictiveness:

"I felt happy, I can't explain, 
I saw I was weak before, now

I was paying her back for all the 
things she said and thought

about me. I walked about upstairs, 
I went and looked at her

room, it made me really laugh to 
think of her down there, she
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was the one who was going to 
stay below in all senses and 

even

if it wasn't what she deserved 
in the beginning she had made

it so that she did now. I had real reasons to teach her what

was what" (p . 114). When he binds her and strips 
her for the

nude photographs, he justifies 
himself as punisher: "I said,

all right, I'm going to teach you a lesson" (p. 117). In

essence he has already managed 
to kill the living part of

Miranda. He has the photographs--completely 
unidealized by

now and merged with his sexual 
fantasies: The best ones were

with her face cut off" (p. 118). With frequent justifications

that "it was her fault" for having feigned illness before 
and

that he delays going to the doctor 
because he "seemed to find

reasons not to go" (p. 292), then easily rationalizes being

frightened out of both attempts 
to contact a doctor, Clegg at

last rationalizes even Miranda's 
death--congratulating himself

on how hard he had taken it: 
"Anyone there would see what 

it

was like. I was truly and really in despair, 
although I say

it myself. I couldn't do anything, I wanted 
her to live so,

and I couldn't risk getting help, 
I was beaten, anyone would

have seen it. All those days I knew I would 
never love another

the same. There was only Miranda for ever. 
I knew it then"

(p. 294). Nevertheless, he is dusting 
downstairs while he
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waits for her to die upstairs; then he treats himself to a

cup of tea after closing 
her mouth and eyelids. 

By the next

morning, he has abandoned his briefly-fantasized 
plans of a

romantic suicide, and by mid-morning he has effaced 
virtually

all remorse. Although his decision to dispose of 
the body had

come while he was having breakfast, 
and he had abandoned the

suicide plan for "more sensible 
ideas" as soon as he had

awakened, he still uses the 
diary, with its evidence that 

"she

never loved me" to reinforce his guiltlessness. 
His self-

righteous tone and the virtual 
certainty that there is to be

another "guest" give the chilly 
feeling of "Porphyria's Lover"

and "My Last Duchess." He has her lock of hair and 
the photo-

graphs; the next one will be more 
manageable--one he can "teach."

Several times during the novel, 
both Clegg and Miranda

use the terms "mad" and "madness" 
to describe Clegg's condition.

However, critical judgments upon his 
degree of relative sanity-

insanity or neurosis-psychosis 
depend primarily upon whether

the analysis is based on Behavioral, Jungian, Freudian, or

other principles. No matter what terminology is applied to

Clegg, his aberrant behavior is no less evil, and classifying

it is no comfort. But from a moral standpoint, Fowles shows

Clegg's evil to be partly 
the result of the greater 

evil in
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social inequality. His mental illness is, after all, a

disease of society.

Miranda

As a representative of the opposite 
intellectual pole,

Miranda shows some very different 
symptoms of the disease.

She fails on a number of occasions 
to understand Clegg, as

she does in the telling of her "fairy 
story." And she is

sometimes cruel enough to 
ignore his real impulses 

to goodness

while embarassing him for 
his ignorance, as she does at the

end of the H-bomb argument. But the important fact which

mitigates her hostility 
to him is that he is depriving 

her of

humanity's most valuable possession--freedom. 
Not only that,

but he is keeping her from 
the daylight, the air, and the

natural beauty that she loves, the people that she loves, and

finally the life that she had 
loved. Her last conceived paint-

ing was to have been a butter-yellow 
sunrise, and in death

her last gropings are toward 
the winter sun. There is no

sentimentality in the work 
of John Fowles, and this novel

is no exception. But it is difficult to find much to 
blame

in Miranda. Her occasional diatribes are 
rather to be expected

from someone who has lost 
her freedom and gradually 

realizes

that she may lose her life as 
well. And, even as wrongheaded
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as her hateful talk is, she is best judged by her actions.

Clegg doesn't talk hate 
very much; he acts it. Miranda talks

it, but acts love instead: 
her concern about the bomb, 

her

protest marching, her work 
for the children's fund--no matter

how futile these actions are, 
they are at least moral actions

based upon moral feelings. Faced with the H-bomb question,

Clegg can only cite the impotence 
of the individual to change

social injustice--a powerful 
point which he understands 

far

better than Miranda does. But on the other hand, Miranda

understands the point which 
Clegg can hardly be expected 

to

comprehend: the importance of feelings 
and acting upon one's

feelings. That is the point she tries unsuccessfully 
to make

when she introduces the incident with 
the American sergeant

into their argument, to which Clegg can only reply, "I 
thought

we were talking about the H-bomb" 
(p. 143). The fact is that

both of them are making valid 
points--Clegg about the power-

lessness of the individual and Miranda 
about the necessity of

acting upon one's feelings in spite of that powerlessness.

Miranda is intelligent enough to understand 
such a baffling

question, but she is not mature 
enough to keep from feeling

too self-congratulatory about 
her symbolic action: "But we

do it to keep our self-respect 
to show to ourselves, each one
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to himself or herself, that we care. And to let other people,

all the lazy, sulky, hopeless ones like 
you, know that someone

cares. We're trying to shame you into 
thinking about it,

about acting. Silence--then I shouted.) Say something."
-ab-suisf edanthris nti

(p. 142). In fact, Miranda is so self-satisfied in her senti-

ment that she continues shaming 
Clegg even when he offers 

to

send a check to her cause, 
the most positive action he 

can

conceive. She is capable of extended 
harangues typical of

the very worst in the intellectual 
mind: "I hate the uneducated

and the ignorant. I hate the pompous and the 
phoney. I hate

the jealous and the resentful. 
I hate the crabbed and the 

mean

and the petty. I hate all ordinary dull little 
people who

aren't ashamed of being dull 
and little. I hate what G. P.

calls the New People, the new-class people with their 
cars and

their money and their tellies 
and their stupid vulgarities 

and

their stupid crawling imitation 
of the bourgeoisie." Miranda

has moments of fancying herself 
one of the Few, "a sort of

band of people who have to stand 
against all the rest. . .

famous men, dead and living, who've 
fought for the right things

and created and painted in the right 
way, and unfamous people

I know who don't lie about things, 
who try not to be lazy,

who try to be human and intelligent." 
But she is sufficiently
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introspective to analyze 
some of her own fallacies: 

"I'm vain.

I'm not one of them. I want to be one of them, and that's not

the same thing" (pp. 221- 24). Much of Miranda's talk of her

own freedom from class prejudice sounds 
like protesting too

much--her friends from the 
lower class, for example. And her

railing against the New People 
is,, in spite of some rather

astute generalizations, often irresponsibly shortsighted.

G. P. is sometimes even worse than 
Miranda in his class

prejudices. Though there is often some 
truth behind his obser-

vations, he is much too brutal. And often Miranda admires

G. P. for the wrong things altogether:

Look at that time Louise's boy-friend--the 
miner's

son from Wales--met him, and how 
they argued and

snarled at each other, and we were 
all against G. P.

for being so contemptuous about working-class 
people

and working-class life. Calling them animals, not

human beings. And David Evans, all white and

stammering, don't you tell me my father's 
a bloody

animal I've got to kick out of the 
way, and G. P.

saying I've never hurt an 
animal in my life, you can

always make out a case for hurting 
human beings,

but human animals deserve every 
sympathy. And then
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David Evans coming up to me last month and actually

admitting it had changed him, 
that evening (p. 153).

Miranda's admiration for G. P. is not all unjustified. His

indignation at some of 
Caroline's pretentiousness 

is well enough

founded; some of the observations 
he makes are wise; part 

of

his influence upon Miranda 
has obviously been productive. 

His

most honest act had been admitting 
his own emotional immaturity

to her and sending her away 
so that he could regain 

control of

himself without involving her 
further. It is tempting to

wonder whether his act had 
been a grand gesture designed 

as

part of his seduction scheme, 
but his frankness about his 

own

flaws and her role as a 
remote princess instead 

of the remote

princess seems to show honesty--this 
time, at least. At other

times, he appears to enjoy the role of esthetic 
pundit a bit

too much, with such poses as 
his music-listening position 

prone

on the couch. And there is no excuse for 
such cruelty as he

had shown to David Evans--an act 
all the more despicable be-

cause the boy had finally 
and wrongly acknowledged 

the infe-

riority of his own family, even to justify G. P.'s calling

them animals.

The important thing about The 
Collector is that Fowles

doesn't cheat. Clegg speaks in his lower-class 
cliches, and
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Miranda and G. P. speak in their middle-class ones; 
both

classes are realistically and fairly 
represented, complete

with faults and virtues. 
Fowles resists the temptation 

to

"prettify" either side, as Miranda accuses Alan 
Sillitoe of

doing with his Arthur Seaton. 
Fowles explains what he him-

self feels about his novel as 
an attempt to analyze, through

its story, some of the results of the 
conflict between the

Few and the Many. The conflict is a process which 
results in

evil: "Clegg, the kidnapper, committed the 
evil; but I tried

to show that his evil was largely, 
perhaps wholly, the result

of a bad education, a mean environment, 
being orphaned: all

factors over which he had no 
control. In short, I tried to

establish the virtual innocence 
of the Many."

6  Fowles is not

exaggerating the dimensions which 
he has given to Clegg' s

character, and Miranda's, as well:

Miranda, the girl he imprisoned, had very 
little more

control than Clegg over what 
she was: she had well-

to-do parents, good educational opportunity, 
inherited

aptitude and intelligence. 
That does not mean that

she was perfect. Far from it--she was arrogant 
in

her ideas, a prig, a liberal-humanist snob, like

so many university students. 
Yet if she had not
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died she might have become something 
better, the

kind of being humanity so desperately 
needs. The

actual evil in Clegg overcame the potential 
good

in Miranda (p. 10).

The Collector comes to a shocking and desolate end. 
It

is a modern tragedy (and that is not 
a loose use of the word),

but Fowles insists that it does 
not mean that he regards the

future with pessimism,

nor that a precious elite is threatened by the bar-

barian hordes. I mean simply that unless we face

up to this unnecessarily brutal 
conflict (based

largely on an unnecessary envy 
on the one hand and

an unnecessary contempt on the other) 
between the

biological Few and the biological 
Many; unless we

admit that we are not, and never will be, born

equal, though we are all born with equal 
human rights;

unless the Many can be educated 
out of their false

assumption of inferiority and the 
Few out of their

equally false assumption that 
biological superiority

is a state of existence instead of 
what it really is,

a state of responsibility--then 
we shall never

arrive at a more just and happier world 
(A, p. 10).
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Fowles believes in partial 
biological determinism as 

well as

in the exercise of some free 
will by the individual. Clegg is

one of his characters who is ultimately 
unable to act upon

what good there is within 
him--perhaps in a manner 

similar to

one of Fowles's own examples: 
"It was inequality, not 

Lee

Harvey Oswald, that killed President Kennedy. 
Hazard, the

great factor we shall never 
be able to control, will 

always

infest life with inequality. 
And it seems madness that 

man

himself should continue blindly 
to propagate this vicious 

virus

in our world instead of trying 
to limit it" (A, p. 11).

There are several principal ironies 
to this story of

Miranda and her strange Ferdinand. 
The first is the intensity

of Clegg's fantasy; his deed begins not as evil, 
but as what

he calls "the best thing 
I ever did." The second is the foot-

ball pool, which Fowles classifies 
in The Aristos: "Lotteries,

football pools, bingo games 
and the rest are the chief 

protec-

tion of the modern rich against the 
furies of the modern poor.

One hangs from the lamp-post 
the person one hates; not 

the

person one wants to be" (A, p. 126). But the pool's gratuitous

fortune is not enough for 
Clegg: "I wanted what money couldn't

buy. If I really had got a nasty 
mind I would not have gone

to all the trouble I did, 
I would have just visited 

the women
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you read about on the 
boards in Paddington and Soho 

and done

what I wanted. You can't buy happiness. . . I had my try"l

(p. 229). For Miranda, the most tragic irony 
is her effort

at kindness which effects 
the opposite result from that 

which

she seeks: "Perhaps I should be his dream-girl. 
Put my arms

round him and kiss him. . . . More than kiss him. Love him.

Make Prince Charming step out" (p. 254). But Clegg is not

Ferdinand, in spite of his fancies; 
neither is he exactly like

Caliban, in spite of Miranda's clever conceit: 
"Whom stripes

may move, not kindness," who, 
unhampered in his rape attempt,

"had peopled else/ This isle with Calibans" (p. 263). Instead

he is so paralyzed by his own inferior 
feelings that he is

impotent. The football pools are, as Miranda writes, very like

the power with which Stephano 
and Trinculo tempt Caliban, but

there the similarity to The Tempest 
ceases. Although Clegg

realizes what the pool winning 
is to him, the realization doesn't

help: "It's luck. It's like the pools--worse, 
there aren't

even good teams and bad teams 
and likely draws. You can't ever

tell how it will turn out. .*..There's 
no mercy in things"

(p. 299). Shakespeare's Caliban, his foolish 
ambition thwarted,

says, "I'll be wise hereafter" (p. 263). But there has been no

intervening mechanism to prevent 
Clegg from carrying out his
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evil. That is the final irony. 
There is no Prospero in 

this

story.

The Isolated World

The absence of a Prospero 
intensifies the sense of 

isola-

tion and the non-existence of 
an intervening god, a feeling

characteristic of all of Fowles's fictional settings. 
Miranda' s

airtight ten-by-ten-by-twenty-foot cell is the most claustral

of all of them, a situation pointing up the 
interdependence

of the two characters upon 
each other in a one-sided 

symbiosis:

Clegg draws upon Miranda psychologically 
while she depends

upon him for life itself, 
her very physical existence. 

Both

are in total isolation from 
others, even when Clegg is able

to leave the house and Miranda 
walks bound and gagged in 

the

garden.

Fowles's setting in The Collector 
is the sort of ultimate

isolation which has appealed 
to writers of fiction for many

decades now:

It is the dramatic psychosexual 
implications of isolat-

ing extreme situations 
that excite and interest 

me. . .

In The Collector I tried 
to write in terms of the

strictest realism; to go straight back to that

supreme master of the fake 
biography, Defoe, for the
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surface "feel" of the book. To Jane Austen and

Peacock, for the girl. To Sartre and Camus, for

the "climate." It is only very naif critics 
who

think that all one's influences 
must be contem-

porary. In the no&sphere there 
are no dates;

only sympathies, admirations, 
allergies, loath-

ings. . . imprisonment as only the 
most extreme

of a whole group of allied 
situations: the stuck

lift (as used brilliantly 
by Bergman in A Lesson

in Love), the shipwreck or aircrash (Golding), 
the

desert island (Defoe to Antonini), 
the jungle, the

yacht, the room (Ionesco and Pinter), 
the lonely

house (the Brontes), the car 
in the fog, and so on.7

The isolation of Clegg and 
Miranda from both mankind 

and

divine intervention also underlines 
the necessity of each per-

son's becoming a creator--a novelist, 
a god, as it were, who

somehow realizes the world 
that is by creating a fictional

world as real as, but other 
than, the world that is. In a

manner similar to that which Fowles describes in his famous

thirteenth chapter of The 
French Lieutenant's Woman, all of

Fowles's protagonists in some 
way create a fiction which

reconciles their personal lot with external 
reality. Conchis
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reforms Nicholas through a dramatic 
fiction and helps Nick to

create his own selfhood; Sarah achieves freedom 
by assuming

the fictional role of outcast and uses 
the same role to free

Charles for personal evolution rather than extinction; 
Clegg

lives a tragic fiction in which he fancies 
himself the romantic

hero but is really a grotesque villain. And Miranda's diary

is her own creative attempt to work out her own reality 
through a

fiction. Her account is a sort of fiction, although 
drawn from

reality, for she obviously cannot recall precisely 
what the word-

ings of her conversations had been; 
and she occasionally admits

that she is cheating, recreating her arguments while 
augmenting

her own case. Even her rendering of Clegg' s speech makes him

sound less awkward than does his own narration. Fowles pre-

sents Miranda's journal with subtlety, revealing her character

and background, and showing how she develops during 
her writ-

ings from a person who has hesitated 
to use her life to a

changed individual willing to take life's risks: 
"I've always

tried to happen to life; but it's time I let life happen to

me" (p. 258). Her decision to attempt sex with Clegg, 
however

disastrous, is directly connected with her maturing attitude.

She has stopped being appalled by G. P.'s sexuality 
and is

willing to risk an af faire with him just to test the love
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that she feels may be there: "Sex doesn't matter. Love does"

(p. 257). In working out her fictive approach, she admits

her own pretenses, corrects herself in her own pomposity, and,

in spite of her growing fear at the last, is able to appre-

ciate existence and love. Her lack of freedom and her failure

at love with Clegg have brought her to appreciate the love

that she had earlier failed to comprehend: "Even Toinette,

getting into bed with anyone. I used to think it was messy.

But love is beautiful, any love. Even just sex. The only

thing that is ugly is this frozen lifeless utter lack-love

between Caliban and me" (p. 265). She finally is able to

discard completely her old "Ladymont" self, her middle-class

pettiness, and her artistic pretenses as well. She realizes

that it is herself, not her working-class friends who need

"lameducking": "It's like the day you realize dolls are dolls.

I pick up my old self and I see it's silly. A toy I've played

with too often. It's a little sad, like an old golliwog at

the bottom of the cupboard. Innocent and used-up and proud

and silly" (p. 266). Working out her life in writing while

facing her great final ordeal has given her resolution to

risk deeper relationships and greater achievements. Her fic-

tion has used a variety of forms: letters to those she loves,

direct comments on herself and her world, recreation of her
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past dialogues, and simply listing her thoughts about G. P.

At last she has decided to be, in spite of the consequences:

"I shall be hurt, lost, battered and buffeted. But it will

be like being in a gale of light, after this black hole" (p. 266).

Fowles, in The Aristos, writes of the three main purposes for

which the artist uses his ability to create: "His simplest

purpose is to describe the outer world; his next is to express

his feelings about that outer world, and his last is to express

his feelings about himself" (A, p. 189). Miranda's journal

helps her to an amplified self-recognition by serving all

three of these purposes. The tragedy is that she cannot live

to practice what her ordeal has taught her.

Even Clegg's fictional narration (fictional because he

adorns it with his own prejudices and rationalizations, as

well as because of his natural limitations of memory) is also

a working out of feelings through recounting his life. The

primary difference is that, while Miranda uses her narration

to expose her old self, Clegg uses his as a rationalization

so complete that it blinds him to his own evil. His narration

seems to be an interior monologue, with few uses of the second

person, none in any sort of direct address. His sections of

the book are hardly contrite enough to be a confession, and at
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least some of them are spoken in the course of his continued

action in pursuing his new victim at the end. Although there

are other ways of considering his narration, it appears most

likely to be Fowles's exposure of Clegg's inner thought process,

complete with schoolbook morality and working-class cliches.

And, like Miranda's written narration, Clegg's words seem a

personal working-out, not intended for a third party. As

such, both narrations are excellent indications of the character--

especially since they reveal first of all whether the speaker

(or thinker or writer) is being honest with himself.

Although there is no intervening deity, no Prospero,

both Clegg and Miranda are ambivalent about their own isolation

from God. In spite of his avowed atheism, Clegg recites a

partial prayer over Miranda's body because "it seemed right,"

and although Miranda had already renounced her earlier faith

in prayer, her delirious writings trail off in a hopeless plea

to God for her life. Her death is Fowles's final reminder

that the intervening god does not exist. In Fowles, the only

creation, the only numinous act, is the individual's own work-

ing out of his own universe--a working out very much like an

author's devising a fictional plot. Only by so coming to

terms with the self as related to the whole of the universe
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are Fowles's characters able to exercise valid existentialist

choice. Miranda's offer of sex to Clegg may be viewed as

that sort of choice. And her further resolution to risk

happiness and security for creativity and love is evidence

that, had she lived, Miranda would have continued in a more

valid and complete existence. But instead she is the tragic

victim of Clegg, who, incapable of conscious choice, is last

heard from drifting unawares into a repetition of his crime:

"I only put the stove down there today because the room needs

drying out anyway" (p. 305).

In spite of Fowles's comment in his 1968 preface to The

Aristos that his presentation of Clegg's background had es-

tablished the virtual innocence of the Many, his earlier

statements about the themes of the novel reveal a profound

concern with the predicament of the artist in modern society:

In this money-and-amusement-mad Western world of ours

all the creative acts of preacher-artists (their

declarations about themselves and their artefacts)

are suspect--every false or clumsy move they make

is pounced on as hypocrisy, as arrogance, as naivety--

and the pressures on them, inner as well as outer,

are all such as destroy whatever authenticity they



192

have tried to establish in their ways of living and

writing--and this is so, whether they are in eco-

nomic terms "successes" or "failures." When Miranda

talks about the Few, in The Collector, these are the

kind of people I mean her to mean; pre-eminently

creators, not simply highly intelligent or well-

informed people; nor people who are simply skilled

with words. . . . Heracleitos: the Few and the Many

(the aristoi and the po4o); the attitude the Few

must take. Heracleitos is a very great thinker meta-

physically and socially. He first saw the predica-

ment that fascinates me: the intelligent trapped

in the world of the stupid.8

This imprisonment is the theme in The Collector in which the

conflict is not so much a matter of the artist against banal

humanity as it is his powerlessness in a society where the

real issues are not being fought. The real disparity is between

the intelligent and the ignorant, but the conflict is between

the haves and the have-nots. As an artist, Miranda is really

at neither pole in the materialistic war; that is why her

tragedy is so intense. She wants to be free to create, but

instead she falls victim to the struggle of social classes.
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CHAPTER IV

THE FRENCH LIEUTENANT'S WOMAN

Early on an autumn morning in 1966, John Fowles first

envisioned the woman who was to become his most famous heroine.

The hypnopompic image which came to him in bed at the farmhouse

outside Lyme Regis was that of a solitary woman gazing seaward

from a deserted quay. Although Fowles first tried to ignore

the recurring vision, the nameless woman finally drew his

interest away from other writing. The mysterious figure, Fowles

recalls, seemed to have the vaguely romantic quality of another

age:

The woman obstinately refused to stare out of the

window of an airport lounge; it had to be this ancient

quay--as I happen to live near one, so near that I

can see it from the bottom of my garden, it soon

became a specific ancient quay. The woman had no

face, no particular degree of sexuality. But she

was Victorian; and since I always saw her in the

same static long shot, with her back turned, she

represented a reproach on the Victorian Age. An
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outcast. I didn't know her crime, but I wished to

protect her. That is, I began to fall in love with

her. Or with her stance. I didn't know which.1

Though Fowles went on to give the vision a name, face, and finally

an entire history, he allowed her to keep her mystery. It is

also difficult at first for Fowles's hero, Charles, to tell

whether he is falling in love with Sarah or with her stance--

as outcast from the Victorian Age. And in protecting her, as

his creator had wanted to do, Charles comes to join her as an

outcast himself.

In The French Lieutenant's Woman, Fowles again uses the

motifs of isolation which characterize his fiction. But although

his Sarah Woodruff is an exile from proper Victorian society,

she is typical of a certain new breed of woman in the late Vic-

torian Age, during the time when Fowles places the novel. Jung,

in reviewing the psychological history of the modern European

woman, dates her emancipation from Sarah's day: "When we ob-

serve the way in which women, since the second half of the

nineteenth century, have begun to learn masculine callings, to

become active in politics, to found and lead societies, etc.,

we can see that woman is in the process of breaking with the

purely feminine sexual schema in which apparent unconsciousness
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and passivity play a leading role. She begins to concede some-

thing to masculine psychology by establishing herself as a

visible member of society."2 Fowles is fascinated by the emer-

gence of this faintly masculinized Victorian female, another

of whom he describes in his introduction to the 1969 edition

of Sabine Baring-Gould's Victorian novel Mehalah. Baring-

Gould's heroine, less genteel and more masculine than Fowles's,

is a woman of the 1870's, the decade immediately following the

three-year time span of The French Lieutenant's Woman:

Mehalah herself stands for the "new woman" of the

Late Victorian period. She has strong Pre-Raphaelite

undertones, and strong sociological ones, for she is

metaphorically trying to break from the tight stays

(how symbolic that Guernsey sweater!) of masculine

wishful thinking about woman's humble role in life.

There is, as with so many of Rossetti's female faces,

a distinctly masculine cast about her. . . . This

was the new taste of the time--we see it in Swinburne,

in countless others. The demure moppets of the 1850s

and 60s were fast going out of fashion . . . . We

can learn a great deal about the contemporary--and

very confused--masculine attitude to women from this
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tempestuous Carmen of the Essex marshes. Swinburne,

indeed, greatly admired Mehalah. . . .3

Fowles's own heroine is last seen living in Rossetti's Tudor

House in the summer of 1869, when Swinburne himself was staying

there. Her mannish black jacket is as symbolic as Mehalah's

Guernsey sweater, and Fowles frequently mentions her slightly

masculine aspect as well as her aggressive behavior.

But Fowles is writing about far more than the beginning

of woman's liberation. He is dealing with modern man's as well,

and, just as his two previous novels grow out of an existen-

tialist awareness, the emancipation of Charles and Sarah takes

place through their consciousness of the existential dilemma

some eighty years before French philosophy defined it: "I am

tying to show an existentialist awareness before it was chrono-

logically possible. Kierkegaard was, of course, totally un-

known to the British and American Victorians; but it has always

seemed to me that the Victorian age, especially from 1850 on,

was highly existentialist in many of its personal dilemmas.

One can almost invert the reality and say that Camus and Sartre

have been trying to lead us, in their fashion, to a Victorian

seriousness of purpose and moral sensitivity." Fowles likens

the disturbing emergence of Darwin's evolution theory in its
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century to the disquieting presence of the nuclear threat in

ours: "Just as we 'live with the bomb,' the Victorians lived

with the theory of evolution. They were hurled into space. They

felt themselves infinitely isolated. By the 1860s the great

iron structures of their philosophies, religions, and social

stratifications were already beginning to look dangerously

corroded to the more perspicacious. Just such a man, an exis-

tentialist before his time, walks down the quay and sees that

mysterious back, feminine, silent, also existentialist, turned

to the horizon." 4

The Plot of the Novel

The opening scene of the novel, in which Charles first

confronts Sarah on the Cobb, is viewed very like Fowles's

hypnopompic vision. The omniscient narrator, a persona for

Fowles himself, but with the narrative technique of the Victor-

ian author-as-narrator, shares with the reader a view of the

Cobb through the telescope of an unnamed "spy." Charles

Smithson, a thirty-two-year-old London gentleman, is escorting

his twenty-one-year-old fiancee, Ernestina Freeman, who has

insisted upon the excursion along the old sea rampart in de-

fiance of a blustering March easterly. The year is 1867, so

the author-narrator tells us, but he makes clear in the first
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scene that a great many years have elapsed since the action

took place. He tells something of the Cobb's seven-hundred-

year history, including its sending ships to meet the Spanish

Armada. In his historical perspective of the opening scene,

only the comparison of the contemporary British sculptor Henry

Moore to the fifteenth-century Florentine Michelangelo dates

the twentieth-century narrator.

The upper-class frivolity of Charles and Ernestina is

broken by the sight of a black-clad woman staring seaward from

the extremity of the quay. Charles is fascinated as Tina ex-

plains that the woman, the local outcast known as "Tragedy"

and "the French lieutenant's woman" (the latter word a euphe-

mism for "whore"), is reputed to have been seduced and abandoned

by a shipwrecked French naval officer whom she had nursed to

health in the home of a Charmouth ship's captain where she was

governess. Educated far beyond her class, Sarah Woodruff had

been left alone by the death of her father, a Beaminster

tenant farmer driven mad by thwarted ambition. Destitute, she

has now been "taken in" by the wealthy Mrs. Poulteney, the

venomous local widow who is now displaying the unfortunate girl

to God and the Dorset gentry as evidence of her Christian char-

ity.
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Charles, an amateur paleontologist, takes advantage of the

next day's unseasonably springlike weather and a slight indis-

position of Ernestina's to go alone on a fossil-hunting expe-

dition along the coast west of the town in the edenic landscape

known as the Undercliff. Ernestina remains in her room in the

Lyme Regis house of her Aunt Tranter, a kind old spinster with

whom her parents have insisted that she spend a holiday away

from London. To comfort Ernestina in her boredom in the pro-

vincial existence, Charles has taken rooms at the White Lion,

the inn just down the street from Aunt Tranter's house. Leaving

behind his servant Sam, who is smitten by Aunt Tranter's young

maid, Mary, Charles picks his leisurely way along the rocky

shoreline. As time passes and the tide covers his return,

Charles climbs into the maze of pathways in Ware Commons, the

eastern half of the Undercliff. There, while seeking fossil-

ized echinoderms on his way back to town, he discovers Sarah

silently sleeping on an isolated ledge below his path--not a

fossil, but a new species indeed. She awakens and confronts

Charles in surprise, and, with a formal apology, he leaves her

alone.

But Charles is becoming obsessed with Sarah's silent

mystery. As he has a bowl of milk at the Dairy on his way
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into Lyme, the dairyman damns the passing Sarah as "the French

Loot'n'nt's Hoer." Charles overtakes her on the path, apolo-

gizes for his impertinence in having warned her of the weather

on the Cobb at their previous day's meeting, and offers to

accompany her to town. She rebuffs him and asks that he not

reveal her presence there, then goes her way to town. Sarah

makes this request because Mrs. Poulteney has forbidden her

to walk on Ware Commons, a place of ill repute among the more

pious of the town. The following day, during a social call

at Mrs. Poulteney's, Charles finds himself and Aunt Tranter

defending the rights of Sam and Mary to associate with each

other. He shares a glance of understanding with Sarah, who is

present as a spectator. Two days later, when he encounters her

again on the Undercliff, she is aloof and hesitant as he offers

his and Mrs. Tranter's aid to free Sarah from Mrs. Poulteney

and Dorset. When she protests that she has ties to the area,

he assumes she refers to her longing for the return of the

French lieutenant. But replying that her seducer is married,

Sarah leaves Charles alone and puzzled at her reason for stay-

ing in Lyme.

Increasingly Charles's thoughts begin to dwell upon Ernes-

tina's shallowness, his own wanderlust, and, unconsciously, upon
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his sexual desire. As he continues his quest on Ware Commons

for fossilized echinoderms, Sarah seeks him out. Meeting him

in a long green tunnel of ivy, she gives him two of the fossils,

known as "tests," and pleads with him to meet her there again

to hear the facts of her involvement with the French officer.

After a supper for Aunt Tranter in Charles's rooms at the White

Lion, Charles finishes the evening over hot grog and cheroots

with Dr. Grogan, the local bachelor physician, one of Lyme's

great characters and a wise and learned man as well. They are

drawn close by their mutual capacity for scholarly and humani-

tarian thinking. Both are avid Darwinians, except that Charles's

brand of Darwinism takes the form of a broad scientific curiosity

and a sort of self-congratulatory assurance that he himself is

one of the naturally selected. Charles justifies his interest

in Sarah as a humanitarian and scientific undertaking.

As Sarah has requested, Charles meets her in the ivy tunnel,

from where she leads him high on a bluff to a secluded bower

open only toward the sea. There she has him sit on a throne-

like rock at the base of a thorn tree while she tells him how

she had nursed Lieutenant Varguennes, then followed him to

Weymouth at his promise of marriage. Finding him in a dis-

reputable inn, she had recognized him for the rake that he was,
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but she tells Charles that she had given herself to Varguennes

sexually in spite of her revulsion. She calls her act a

marriage to shame in order to isolate herself from the hope-

lessness of her entrapped situation. Too sensitive and well-

educated to endure her bondage of class and sex, she had plunged

into social ostracism to gain a sort of freedom which would

exempt her from the usual demands of conformity. As she and

Charles have started back toward town, the arrival of Sam and

Mary forces them to hide in the vines, from whose concealment

they watch the young lovers on the grass. To Charles's aston-

ishment, Sarah turns from watching Sam kissing Mary and smiles

directly and unmistakably at him, stripping away all social

falsehood and perhaps suggesting the offer of her physical

love. But Charles retreats into formality, and he and Sarah

leave the Undercliff separately.

That evening Charles is called to the country estate of

his wealthy old Uncle Robert, who announces his own approach-

ing marriage to a widow young enough to produce an heir, de-

priving Charles of his expectation of inheriting the family

estate and the baronetcy. Charles returns to Lyme and informs

Ernestina, who takes the news in a way which reveals her

middle-class vulgarity, thus further undermining his confidence
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in their engagement. That evening he consults Grogan about

Sarah's request that he meet her near the Dairy; she has gone

alone to the Undercliff after being dismissed by Mrs. Poulteney

for having been seen passing the Dairy after her last meeting

with Charles. Grogan guesses the truth--that she had inten-

tionally allowed herself to be seen, with the plan of being

dismissed and throwing herself on Charles's mercy. The two

men agree that Grogan should meet her in Charles's place, and

the doctor gives Charles a volume of case histories of female

hysteria, supporting his intention to have Sarah treated for

the mental disorder. But Charles rejects the agreement at

dawn and leaves before Grogan to meet Sarah himself. He finds

her sleeping in an isolated hay barn, where she admits that

she has gotten herself dismissed. She entices Charles into

an embrace, but he pushes away in the midst of their kiss and

rushes from the barn to confront Sam and Mary, who also see

Sarah before she can slip back from the doorway. Mary and Sam

swear that they will keep the secret, but they burst into

laughter as soon as they are out of sight. Charles parts with

Sarah, having given her money to live on. She goes to Exeter

and takes rooms in the Endicott Family Hotel; she then notifies

Charles of her whereabouts by sending him only that address.
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Charles had gone to London to reaffirm his marriage contract

with Ernestina's father and inform Mr. Freeman of his reduced

expectations. He leaves the Freeman mansion feeling depressed

and, so to speak, fossilized by circumstances, after Ernestina's

father has pressured him to enter the operation of his large

retail store. Charles goes on an evening of drinking at his

club, then with old friends at a fancy brothel. He ends up

in the flat of a prostitute whose name happens to be Sarah.

When he is climbing into bed with her, he vomits into the

pillow from too much to drink, and she nurses him out of his

nausea. Then he comforts her small daughter while she gets

him a cab.

With his hangover the following morning, Charles receives

a letter from Grogan, who does not suspect his duplicity in

breaking their agreement. He also receives Sarah's three-

word message: Endicott Family Hotel. On the train to Exeter,

where he is to take a coach back to Lyme Regis, Charles thinks

of Sarah at the hotel, but resolves to forget her and return

to Ernestina. The novel then ends in a thoroughly Victorian

manner, the betrothed pair wed and blessed with children who

continue Charles's interest in the Freeman store, Aunt Tranter

and Grogan living into their nineties, Sam and Mary multiplying
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happily ever after. And, finally, the pious Mrs. Poulteney

being diverted after her death from the gates of paradise and

plunged below to her proper hereafter.

But then the narrator reveals that the traditional ending

is only how Charles imagines it. Things really have happened

quite another way. Much earlier, in Chapter Thirteen, the

narrator had broken into his own fiction to remind the reader

that it is all merely a novel and that he is its author. But

he had also refused, in the manner of the nouveau roman, to

reveal the inner thoughts of his heroine, although he had not

hesitated to reveal the minds of others. Now the reader is

hoodwinked again, to discover that Charles had not taken the

coach from Exeter that night. Instead, while rain threatened,

he sent Sam to install him in the local inn, while he headed

for the Endicott Family Hotel. But Sam, hoping to blackmail

Charles into financing his marriage to Mary, had read Sarah's

address on the sly. Quickly finishing his duties, Sam sha-

dows Charles and watches him enter Sarah's hotel.

Sarah is prepared for Charles's arrival, having feigned

a sprained ankle so that the landlady would send him up to her

room instead of calling her down. She is even wearing a newly-

bought shawl and nightgown for the occasion. Before he arrives,
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she has built up a fresh mound of coals in the fire, and during

their halting reunion some of them tumble out and ignite the

blanket around her legs. When he smothers the fire and is

replacing the blanket, she touches his hand. From that point

on, nature takes over. The two embrace and kiss passionately.

Charles carries her to the bed, wrenches his clothes off,

raises her gown, and ejaculates immediately upon entry. Lying

beside her, Charles speaks unconvincingly of marriage and, in

spite of tender feelings, begins to believe her protests that

she is unworthy of him. Burning with guilt, he begins dressing

to leave. He discovers the bloodstain which reveals that she

had not given herself to Varguennes and first suspects that

her motive is blackmail. Sarah admits that she had lied to

him, tells him that he cannot marry her, and sends him away.

Alone and puzzled, Charles enters a church, and, after the

curate leaves him alone, has an epiphany in which he begins

to see the human reality of Sarah instead of her martyrdom--

just as he sees the humanity of Jesus instead of his crucified

state. He resolves to go back and marry Sarah, leaves the

church, and goes to his hotel room, where he spends the evening

drafting a letter explaining his new decision to Sarah. But

unknown to Charles, Sam opens his letter instead of delivering

it to Sarah. When Charles returns to Exeter from the day's
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agonizing task in Lyme of breaking his engagement and alienating

himself from his last human ties--even Sam, who deserts before

his treachery is discovered--he finds that Sarah is gone. As

Charles takes a train for London in a desperate effort to find

Sarah, the narrator appears in the novel and sits opposite him

in the compartment. While Charles dozes, the author surrep-

titiously studies him and considers his fate. Deciding to

show two possible endings to the story, the novelist is in the

act of determining their order with a coin toss when Charles

awakens and leaves the compartment, glaring at him.

After narrowly escaping the legal revenge of the Freeman

family for his breach of promise, Charles finally despairs in

his search for Sarah. At last, leaving the matter in the hands

of a private investigative agency, Charles travels over Europe.

At last he sails to America and finds in the new land his spir-

itual home. He is interested in the greater freedom from social

convention in America, and particularly in the freedom of the

American women. At last his solicitor notifies him that Sarah

has been found in London. Unknown to Charles and the lawyer

Montague, the anonymous letter telling her whereabouts has

come from Sam, now happily married to Mary and the father of

two children. Charles's former valet has now become a success-

ful window dresser for the Freeman retail store, and his
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prosperity, fostered partly by his betrayal of Charles, has

made him feel guilty enough to help Charles quietly when Mary

chances to see Sarah enter a Chelsea house, at 16 Cheyne Walk.

Charles takes the long passage back and goes to the wisteria-

covered house. He is admitted by a young woman who, before

taking him up to Sarah, consults a man who appears holding a

pen. As Charles waits for Sarah to emerge from the upstairs

room, he recognizes an eminent art critic and lecturer exam-

ining a painting inside the door. Sarah appears dressed

brightly in avant-garde style. When she confirms the critic's

identity as John Ruskin and mentions the poet Swinburne,

Charles realizes that he is in the residence of the Pre-Raphaelite

artist and poet Dante Gabriel Rossetti, the man whom he had seen

downstairs. Sarah takes him further upstairs to Rossetti's

studio, where the beginnings of "The Blessed Damozel" stand on

an easel. She explains that she is Rossetti's secretary and

that she sometimes models for him. Charles is shocked because

of the scandalous reputation of the Rossetti circle among the

English masses. Sarah, who has taken the alias of "Mrs. Rough-

wood," reveals that she had intentionally avoided his solicitor's

efforts to trace her. She explains that she will never marry

and resists his pleas that they be reunited. Finally, when
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Charles denounces her cruelty and turns to leave, she reveals

their daughter, Lalage, who had been born from their brief

union. The three are reunited in a touching domestic scene.

Meanwhile, outside the house, the narrator leans with

amused interest on the Thames parapet across Cheyne Walk. He

has now trimmed his patriarchal beard and doffed the habit of

a stern evangelist; now he appears bedizened like an impresario,

who casually adjusts his expensive pocket watch fifteen minutes

backward, summons his waiting landau, and, lounging back in

the seat, is driven away. Inside the house, the dialogue be-

tween Charles and Sarah resumes at the point where it had been

fifteen minutes before. Now there is no Lalage to effect the

happy ending. As the angry Charles turns to leave, Sarah stops

him with the wordless smile which suggests an unmarried friend-

ship which might develop into a physical relationship. But

Charles walks out of the house and down the street in anguish

as the author's landau disappears in the distance.

The Historicity of the Novel

At its most elementary level, The French Lieutenant's

Woman is a magnificent historical novel. It is the story of

a Dorset farm girl who launches a strange revolt against Vic-

torian convention and matures into womanhood among the
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Pre-Raphaelites in London, in the process destroying the social

status of an intelligent young gentleman and causing him at

last to seek exile in America. It is also the story of a

young London valet and a provincial housemaid who become hap-

pily married and begin a successful life in London mercantilism.

It is also the story of a scholarly old bachelor physician in

an isolated coastal resort town, a kind old spinster aunt, a

young London girl whose wealthy parents have narrowly failed

in spoiling her completely, an old widow who spreads as much

bigotry and malice as she is able. It is a panorama of Victor-

ian England, with vivid closeups of such specialized activities

as London whoring and legal negotiating. Fowles also furnishes

documented discussions of science, politics, economics, and

social custom of the time, as well as a view of both pastoral

and urban physiognomy. That is the sort of illumination ex-

pected of a historical novel, and this one fulfills the broadest

expectations. But The French Lieutenant's Woman is much more

than a historical novel.5 Fowles denies any interest in that

older genre and has never considered this book a part of it.6

He compares it instead to other blendings of elements from

widely separated times: "There are apparent parallels in other

arts: Stravinsky's eighteenth-century rehandlings, Picasso's

and Francis Bacon's use of Velasquez. But in this context
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words are not nearly so tractable as musical notes or brush-

strokes." 7  As a comparison to a similar treatment in another

of the arts, Fowles's comment about Prokofieff's Classical

Symphony reveals that its music ran through his consciousness

while he was writing the novel. He feels a kinship with

Prokofieff, who was handling materials from a previous century

with loving irony.8 Neither the novel nor the symphony is

parody or pastiche, with the implied disrespect for the model.

Nor is either imitation or emulation, with the implied superi-

ority of the model. Both are original and modern expansions

upon traditional forms from a past age, with admiration and

irony for both past and present.

There is a temptation to use the term "anachronism" for

some of Fowles's effects, because of his blending of past and

present. His effect sometimes resembles Bernard Shaw's setting

the Egyptian god Ra upon his modern audience or Mark Twain's

transporting his Connecticut Yankee back to Camelot. Fowles's

narrator, in many ways a character in the novel, is part Fowles

himself and part device. Since this author-persona is character-

ized as a modern novelist who slips into his own fictive past,

his time-linking effects sometimes seem deceptively anachron-

istic. His appearances in the novel, however, are not
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particularly anachronistic, since he is, although obviously

a twentieth-century person, done up in the fashion of the day,

complete with contemporary transportation and timepiece. His

synchronic elements establish the perpetuity of existence and

carry the theme of evolution: "Mary's great-great-granddaughter,

who is twenty-two years old this month I write in, much resem-

bles her ancestor; and her face is known over the entire world,

for she is one of the more celebrated younger English film

actresses."9 The same sense of sempiternality is wrought by

such specifics as Ernestina's birth in 1846 and her death on

the day of the Nazi invasion of Poland: September first, 1939.

Such a reference links the fictional character to known reality

in recent history, and the device is neither anachronistic nor

difficult to believe, since it is not terribly rare for people

to reach the age of ninety. The author's toby jug, which once

belonged to Sarah, the Undercliff from the air, Mrs. Poulteney

as an inhabitant of the "Victorian Valley of the Dolls," even

the public urinal replacing the old Assembly Rooms--all such

elements destroy the separateness of the two ages and support

Fowles's attitude toward existence as a horizontal concept

without beginning or end. Such linking elements not only carry
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out Fowles's concept of time but also intensify the authenti-

city, the reality of the story.

The Intrusive Author

Fowles fuses the old ingressive and omniscient point of

view with his modernity as another way of achieving synchronism,

while at the same time accomplishing with his narration things

unavailable to the usual contemporary novelist. In the process,

he manages to make considerable fun of the tradition which has

in recent decades come to insist that the author himself be

isolated from his own fiction. It is his irony which does it:

first he protests that the modern novelist (in the age of

Alain Robbe-Grillet and Roland Barthes) must give his characters

freedom; then he steps into his own novel as novelist-god to

personify his notion of the deity which means freedom for

twentieth-century man. He is intervening in the name of non-

intervention.

The whole question of the role of the novelist is insepa-

rable from the idea of God, and this novel's central concern

with narrative point of view is as theological as it is literary.

His ironical treatment notwithstanding, Fowles is quite serious

about the godlike function of the creator of fiction. In spite

of whatever narrative technique an author uses, it is
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ultimately impossible for him to avoid being omniscient and

omnipotent in his own fiction. But because twentieth-century

man no longer sees himself as manipulated by an intervening

god, the modern novelist who hopes to create a believable world

must avoid the appearance that he as creator can know and con-

trol that world. Since an omnipotent god no longer pulls the

strings, today's novelist considers himself presumptuous if

he himself seems to do so. Such was not the case in the Vic-

torian novel, as Thackeray' s conclusion to Vanity Fair illus-

trates: "Let us shut up the box and the puppets, for our play

is played out." 10 Fowles directly contradicts Thackeray's

metaphor:

Perhaps you suppose that a novelist has only to pull

the right strings and his puppets will behave in a

lifelike manner; and produce on request a thorough

analysis of their motives and intentions. . .

The novelist is still a god, since he creates

(and not even the most aleatory avant-garde modern

novel has managed to extirpate its author completely);

what has changed is that we are no longer the gods

of the Victorian image, omniscient and decreeing;
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but in the new theological image, with freedom

our first principle, not authority (pp. 95-97).

Although Fowles mentions the leaders of the nouveau roman,

Robbe-Grillet and Barthes, his antipathy to their style-

consciousness is well known. And his return to the Victorian

intrusive point of view is partly a mockery of their trans-

mitting their novels almost entirely through the sensory per-

ceptions of their characters. As if to emphasize that the

modern novelist does exist in his fiction, Fowles returns to

the previous century's intrusiveness without reserve--inter-

polating all manner of editorial comment, footnoting, quoting

prose and poetry at will, taking almost every license of

omniscience, even surpassing Trollope by writing himself into

the plot, complete with physical description.

Nevertheless, Fowles also preserves his own theological

image of God-novelist by the device of refusing omnipotence

and his avoidance of trespassing upon the inner mind of his

protagonist, Sarah: "There is only one good definition of

God: the freedom that allows other freedoms to exist. And

I must conform to that definition" (p. 97). Of course Fowles

could choose not to conform to that image;11 his refusal to

do so is the important indication of his seriousness beneath
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the irony. In The Aristos, he sets forth the same theology:

"'God' is a situation. Not a power, or a being, or an in-

fluence. . . . The final proof of the sympathy in 'God' lies

in the fact that we are--or can by exercise become--free to

choose courses of action and so at least combat some of the

hostile results of the general indifference of the process

to the individual. Freedom of will is the highest human good;

and it is impossible to have both that freedom and an inter-

vening divinity." 12

Perhaps one reason for the success of The French Lieu-

tenant's Woman is the grand style in which Fowles uses the

old omniscient and intrusive point of view. Having estab-

listed the theoretical freedom of his characters, Fowles

proceeds to assume the older technique in a way which uses

all of its best qualities. The result is so pleasant as to

cast doubt upon some of the avant-garde techniques of the day.

The current aversion to authorial involvement, especially as

seen in the nouveau roman, has placed such limits on the nar-

rative point of view that such critics as Wayne C. Booth and

Norman Friedman question its validity and defend the advan-

tages of the omniscient point of view. The proponents of

authorial detachment as against omniscience often defend their
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principles in the name of artistic illusion, as if the reader

is supposed to forget that he holds a book in his hands and

that someone must have written it. But Fowles makes one facet

of his point of view a discussion of the techniques of fiction.

And, using the intrusive method not usually available to the

modern novelist, he seems almost to anticipate any criticism

of his old-fashioned approach.

In Fowles's Chapter Thirteen, he drops his own fictive

pretense: "This story I am telling is all imagination. These

characters I create never existed outside my own mind. If I

have pretended until now to know my characters' minds and

innermost thoughts, it is because I am writing in (just as I

have assumed some of the vocabulary and 'voice' of) a conven-

tion universally accepted at the time of my story: that the

novelist stands next to God. He may not know all, yet he

tries to pretend that he does" (p. 95). By thus dispelling

his own fictional structure, Fowles defies both the Victorian

preoccupation with the illusion of omniscience and the con-

temporary concern with the illusion of detachment.

Bradford Booth defends the Victorian intrusive author on

the basis of nineteenth-century reality: "It is charged that

he does not maintain a consistent point of view. What matter,
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if his characters live? It is charged that he sees human

nature only from the outside. What matter, if his view be

not distorted?"13  But Fowles defends his simultaneous breach

of Victorian omniscience and twentieth-century detachment on

the basis of a contemporary notion of reality closer to that

of Joyce; for example:

I have disgracefully broken the illusion? No. My

characters still exist, and in a reality no less,

or no more, real than the one I have just broken.

Fiction is woven into all, as a Greek observed some

two and a half thousand years ago. I find this new

reality (or unreality) more valid; and I would have

you share my own sense that I do not fully control

these creatures of my mind, any more than you con-

trol--however hard you try . . . your children,

colleagues, friends, or even yourself (p. 97).

In essence, Fowles's reality is akin to that of both Joyce

and Durrell, whose artist characters can create their own re-

ality. He says of himself and his fellow novelists, "We wish

to create worlds as real as, but other than the world that is.

Or was" (p. 96). With this concept of reality which bears no

resemblance to that of the Victorians, Fowles can flout both
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the nineteenth-century author's pretense to all knowledge

and the contemporary obsession with impersonal narration.

But Fowles is not the first to break his own fictive

illusion. There are two particularly notable Victorian pre-

cedents. Perhaps the nearest parallel to his fiction-shattering

Chapter Thirteen is Trollope's conclusion to the fifteenth

chapter of Barchester Towers:

But let the gentle-hearted reader be under no appre-

hension whatsoever. It is not destined that Eleanor

shall marry Mr. Slope or Bertie Stanhope. And here,

perhaps, it may be allowed to the novelist to ex-

plain his views on a very important point in the art

of telling tales. He ventures to reprobate that

system which goes so far to violate all proper con-

fidence between the author and his readers, by main-

taining nearly to the end of the third volume a

mystery as to the fate of their favorite personage.

. . . Our doctrine is, that the author and the reader

should move along together in full confidence with

each other. Let the personages of the drama undergo

ever so complete a comedy of errors among themselves.1 4
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Perhaps the classic breach of illusion in the Victorian novel

is that committed by George Eliot in her seventeenth chapter

to Adam Bede, entitled "In Which the Story Pauses a Little":

"This Rector of Broxton is little better than a

pagan!" I hear one of my readers exclaim. "How

much more edifying it would have been if you had

made him give Arthur some truly spiritual advice.

You might have put into his mouth the most beautiful

things--quite as good as reading a sermon." Cer-

tainly I could, if I held it the highest vocation of

the novelist to represent things as they never have

been and never will be. Then, of course, I might re-

fashion life and character entirely after my own

liking. 15

Eliot, like Fowles, devotes her entire chapter to this extended

aside. And also like Fowles, she pleads for the true represen-

tation of her characters. That, of course, is one of the

ends which he accomplishes by insisting that his characters

are free. In addition to establishing a metaphor for his

theology, he is really pleading that he cannot violate today's

informed ideas of human behavior. But the characters of

Trollope, who has, perhaps, "disgracefully broken the illusion,"
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are not free in the same sense of realistic probability. In

contrast to Fowles, Trollope gains the reader's confidence at

their expense. In conferring metaphorical freedom upon his

characters, Fowles gives the opposite impression--seeming to

protect his characters from the reader. Fictional parallels

to Fowles's declaration of character independence are not un-

heard of in previous centuries. Fielding, two centuries earlier,

declares in Tom Jones that he is obliged to divulge certain

information because he cannot prevail upon any of his characters

to speak. But to Fielding, the characters are "actors," not

free characters, and they are unmistakably his; their taciturnity

is no more than the author's playfulness.

Fowles's often playful intrusions are sometimes as close

to the techniques of Fielding and Sterne as to those of their

Victorian successors, but his personal appearance in the novel

is more extreme than most devices of either century. In the

older traditions, the author sometimes steps into the presence

of his reader; Fowles keeps the reader at a certain distance

and actually joins his characters. Fielding climbs into a

coach with the reader of Tom Jones, and Dickens yanks the

reader of The Old Curiosity Shop away by the hand on a cross-

country trip, but neither ever barges into a character's rail-

way compartment.
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However much the showman in a manner sometimes reminiscent

of Alfred Hitchcock's personal appearances in his films (a

practice which Fowles uses in the film of The Magus), the

special techniques of The French Lieutenant's Woman are more

than merely clever and amusing. The importance of his uncon-

ventional point of view lies in its purposefulness as well

as its effectiveness. Both Fowles's intrusions and his self-

limited omniscience are essential to his themes and his plot.

By establishing himself candidly as a twentieth-century

novelist writing of the preceding century, the author assumes

the unique position from which to command the necessary his-

torical view. The narrator must have such a perspective in

order to understand Charles's confrontation with the particular

segment of evolution which has made the twentieth century what

it is. Fowles's omniscience enables him to step into the pre-

1867 past as well as into the twentieth-century present and

to summarize extensive plot material with economy. And it is

important that the reader consider the narrator reliable to

make the judgments which he proposes and to describe faithfully

the persons, places, and events of which he speaks. The omnis-

cient point of view further enables Fowles to expose the minds

of various characters without elaborate technical ruses. This
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technique would not have been the only way to do so, but it

is an effective way of giving the reader an insight into such

internal feelings as Charles's misgivings at involvement with

Sarah, Ernestina's longings for Charles and her sexual inhi-

bitions, Sam's class-conscious resentments and the development

of his schemes, and even Mrs. Poulteney's rivalry with Lady

Cotton. This sort of direct mental revelation could have been

accomplished by an objective sort of omniscience which exposed

without comment. But Fowles's editorial interpretations make

possible his ironic Victorianism, an important part of the

book's humor. This point of view is also the easiest way to

accomplish the job of narration--just as the easiest way to

solve problems and know reality is to believe in the Victorian

God; all this is part of the irony in Fowles's technique.

The interpolations of essay material serve the same sort

of double purpose, making the plot believable while broadening

the reader's perspective. Sometimes the essay comprises an

entire chapter, in the manner of Fielding and George Eliot.

Chapter Thirty-five, an essay on lower-class sexual freedom

and the problem of incest in the life of Thomas Hardy, informs

the reader and leaves no doubt about the reason for the pres-

ence of Sam and Mary at the hay barn. The history of the
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gentleman, interpolated within the thirty-seventh chapter, is

also informative, while laying the foundation for the reader's

understanding Charles's antipathy to Mr. Freeman's offer of

a mercantile career.

Fowles's chapter epigrams achieve a purpose as important

as that of the essays and the specific synchronic devices:

they are informative and time-linking, while foreshadowing

motifs in the chapters which they precede. The two epigrams

of the final chapter--one from each age--emphasize the non-

intervention of God and the necessity for existential choice:

For I have returned, albeit deviously, to my original

principle: that there is no intervening god beyond

whatever can be seen, in that way, in the first

epigraph to this chapter [nucleic acid changes]; thus

only life as we have, within our hazard-given abilities,

made it ourselves, life as Marx defined it--the actions

of men (and of women) in pursuit of their ends. The

fundamental principle that should guide these actions,

that I believe always guided Sarah's, I have set

as the second epigraph [Arnold's "True piety is acting

what one knows."]. A modern existentialist would
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no doubt substitute "humanity" or "authenticity"

for "piety"; but he would recognize Arnold's

intent (pp. 466-67).

The first epigram establishes God as biological determinism,

and the second suggests how to live under such an uncertain

scheme of things. This idea of man's determination is, although

more positive, akin to Thomas Hardy's philosophy of Immanent

Will. Hardy, who admired Darwin enough to attend his funeral,

broods over this entire novel, and his image of "purblind

Doomsters" governing man's destiny is essentially the same

kind of philosophy as Fowles's "hazard-given abilities." The

novel's conclusion brings together the themes of man's isola-

tion and his existence under the god of hazard. Charles has

begun to realize that life "is to be, however inadequately,

emptily, hopelessly into the city's iron heart, endured. And

out again, upon the unplumb'd, salt, estranging sea" (p. 467).

Fowles uses all the available Victorian devices to unify

the novel: the personal intrusions to link the two centuries,

the footnotes and interpolated essay material to unify chron-

ology and provide perspective, and chapter epigraphs to unify

time, theme, and plot. He also employs Victorian point-of-

view conventions as they might appear in a Victorian novel.
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To heighten suspense, he uses shifts of scene, one of which

leaves Charles peering over the barn partition for an entire

chapter. He employs direct physical and mental character

descriptions. He includes letters, documents, and stories-

within-stories directly in the text: the exchanges between

Charles and Sarah, Tina, Grogan, and others, Tina's diary,

the legal paper drawn up by the Freeman attorneys, Grogan's

case histories, the sentimental novel, and the description

of Ma Terpsichore's London brothel--to mention several. And

he often uses authorial intrusion to control the reader's sym-

pathy for his characters: the term "catatonia of convention"

to increase the reader's distance from the jilted Tina, and,

after Charles's first poem, "to get the taste of that from

your mouth . . ." to take the focus from his aching heart.

The Victorian narrative technique itself provides an

important element of the novel's unity, acting to link the

centuries and complement the themes of isolation and survival

through the ages by "hazard-given abilities." Further, the

use of the omniscient probe into the minds of the characters

serves to make the approach a bit more clinical, to emphasize

them as extinct beings--not less real than, but further removed

from the contemporary reader than, creatures of the present.
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But there is one creature of the present in the novel: Sarah.

And Fowles, by making her the one character whose mind he will

not enter, emphasizes her modern nature along with her mystery.

She is, as it were, the Darwinian "missing link" between the

centuries, more modern than Victorian. The author, by restrict-

ing his Victorian omniscience in her case alone, has thus added

another element to the synchronicity of his novel. His only

other limitation of the Victorian omniscience--that is, his

demurral (pp. 95-97) over authorial omnipotence--serves through-

out the novel to link by contrast the contemporary narrative

technique with that of the past century. This blending of the

two techniques reaches its peak in Fowles's two personal ap-

pearances.

When Fowles first intrudes upon Charles in the railway

carriage, he is disguised as the typical Victorian novelist.

In the true Thackeray tradition, he is "prophet-bearded," the

image of the "bullying tabernacle" preacher, his top hat square

upon his head, with an "aggressively secure" attitude and a

cold stare that asks "how can I use you?" But it is a disguise

indeed, for he refuses to "fix the fight" and at last is caught

in the act of flipping a florin to decide which ending will

come last. But disguise or none, Fowles is the novelist; and
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no matter how free his characters in the contemporary sense,

it is he who will write the endings.

In Fowles's final appearance, he has abandoned his previous

disguise and assumed another. That is, in the strict sense of

authorial point of view, it seems to be another disguise--what

Wayne C. Booth might call "the author's second self"--for it

is assumed within the context of the author's self-created

reality. In the reality that is, Fowles appears as an artist,

a craftsman, a detective, a historian, a philosopher, a theo-

logian, an esthetician, and a novelist who is all of these

personages. But inside his created reality, he now appears

not as the novelist-preacher, but as the novelist-impresario.

He, "as he would put it, has got himself in as he really is.

I shall not labor the implication that he was previously got

in as he really wasn't" (p. 461). Now he has "an almost

proprietary air," dandified clothes, a "foppish and Frenchi-

fied" beard, the appearance of a "tycoon," a "successful

impresario." As a contemporary novelist stepping into his

unique, part-Victorian novel, he is intruding grandly. He

has become a godgame Magus figure. It is his florin which

has decided to show the traditional, closed ending first--

with the child who has been conceived of a single intercourse
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in the typical manner of Victorian fiction, and the hero

attributing the denouement to "the hand of God." It has been

he, the novelist, who has entered Charles's mind to give the

reader the first traditional ending that plunges Mrs. Poulteney

to the Inferno at the close of Chapter Forty-four. Now it is

with his watch that he effaces the previous quarter-hour to

make way for the final and contemporary ending.

The first two endings are thoroughly Victorian and thoroughly

plausible in the context of Victorian reality, with Charles re-

fusing emancipation from Victorian convention in the first and

Lalage appearing by Victorian coincidence in the second. Lalage

is the conventional deus ex machina--or more accurately the

dea ex uno coito--quite believable in Victorian fiction. But

the final, thoroughly contemporary, ending is the one supported

by all the vast thematic groundwork that has woven into the

novel the concepts of personal isolation, survival by natural

selection, evolution between centuries, and life as "the actions

of men (and of women) in pursuit of their ends." No longer

is there an intervening god, says Fowles. And he as novelist

refuses that role. But he does not refuse the role of novel-

ist. Within his created reality, he becomes impresario. He

will not be puppeteer and seem to control his characters; but
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as contemporary novelist-magus, he can control the time. And

he does--thus giving an existential perspective on historical

events which themselves cannot be controlled, i.e., changed.

Evolution

Having survived when we might not have done so

gives us what we call happiness; or we do not survive

and do not know it.

Hazard is essential for an evolutionary process.

Some personal effects of it make us unhappy, because

hazard is by definition inegalitarian. It is in-

different to law and to justice, as we understand

those terms.

The purpose of hazard is to force us, and the

rest of matter, to evolve. It is only by evolving

that we, in a process that is evolving, can con-

tinue to survive. The purpose of human evolution

is therefore to recognize this: that we must evolve

to exist (A, p. 42).

Since the human, in spite of his talk of progress, is

highly resistant to change, and since Fowles is particularly
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concerned with the necessity of constant adaptation as a

requisite of existence, evolution is at the base of his phi-

losophy. The sort of evolution with which Fowles is most

concerned is psychological rather than physiological; it is

the rational, conscious process that takes place when an in-

dividual human recognizes the alternatives from which he must

choose if he is to survive. Darwin's ideas of natural selec-

tion and survival of the fittest are still very important in

Fowles's philosophy, and since man is the rational animal,

the quality of fitness for him is intelligence--with, in

Fowles's opinion, its corollary quality of kindness, since it

is difficult for a truly intelligent man to be unkind.

Charles, fortunately, has both qualities and so is able

to undergo the evolution necessary for survival. But his

ordeal is not a pleasant or easy one. Nor does he understand

much of what is happening to him. And Sarah, although she is

his guide into the agonizing process that leads eventually to

freedom for both of them, is not necessarily aware, in a ra-

tional sense, of what her proceedings are effecting. It is

appropriate here to consider Jung's psychology of the female

mind, since it explains why Sarah embraces the role of outcast

and leads Charles to his eventual freedom by the same route.
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Unlike man, Jung says, woman is motivated by emotions which

are geared toward a specific end, although the end is often

outside her recognition as she works toward it. The concept

is something like what has been called "woman's intuition,"

and it is not like man's motivation through the unconscious

mind, "for her moods and emotions do not come to her directly

from the unconscious, but are peculiar to her feminine nature.

They are therefore never naive, but mixed with unacknowledged

purpose."16  Even to such a scholarly Victorian male as Dr.

Grogan, Sarah's motives appear to be symptomatic of hysteria,

but as it eventually becomes evident, her feelings are mingled

with "unacknowledged purpose."

Sarah's assuming the role of fallen woman not only exempts

her from the usual restrictions of sex and class; it also casts

her in the anima role of the sensual seductress, an image ex-

tremely attractive to the unconscious mind of Charles. And

her involving him in her fate by offering him his freedom is

typical of what Jung considers the sexual pattern of woman's

machinations:

It fits in with her nature to remain in the background as

an independently willing and responsible ego, in order

not to hinder the man, but rather to invite him to make
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real his aims with respect to herself. This is a

sexual pattern, but it has far-reaching ramifications

in the feminine mind. By maintaining a passive atti-

tude with an invisible purpose in the background,

she aids a man towards his realization, and in that

way holds him. At the same time she weaves a web

of fate for herself, because whoever digs a pit for

others falls himself therein.17

Although Jung does not say so, the first woman to carry out

the sexual pattern of leading the man into their mutual fate

was, of course, Eve. Just as that ancestral seductress had

done, Sarah, in the edenic Ware Commons, tempts Charles to

self-knowledge, then is cast out along with him when he accepts

temptation.

The central symbol of the novel centers around the fall

of man and his gaining knowledge at the expense of a paradise

of ignorance. Fowles even describes the Undercliff as an

"English Garden of Eden," and all of the imagery supports such

a vision. The place, green and wild, is where he finds Sarah,

the new species who leads him through knowledge to become a

new species himself. The wildness of the garden, the exact

opposite of the hothouse where he proposes to Ernestina, matches
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the naturalness, the wildness, of Sarah. When she offers him

the tests, she is Eve offering the forbidden fruit; she offers

a test of his fitness to survive; she offers a test of his

manhood; and the tests symbolize both the fossilized state

which might be Charles's own fate--and his potential sexuality,

even their name and shape resembling testes (although their

names stem from entirely different Latin roots).

Charles begins with a misconception of his own place in

Darwin's theories. He feels himself, an educated young gentle-

man, naturally selected for survival, little suspecting that

his sort is marked instead for extinction. It is the Sams

and the Mr. Freemans who will survive. Even the Grogans will

be no more. Charles fancies himself a Darwinian, but he fails

to understand his own position in Darwin's universe. Though

Darwin's ideas finally disposed of belief in the anthropocentric

universe and the already moribund hierarchy of being in which

man had stood next to the angels, Charles, and no doubt many

like him, interprets the new theory in a very anthropocentric

way which is egocentric as well:

Charles called himself a Darwinist, and yet he had

not really understood Darwin. . . . he saw in the

strata an immensely reassuring orderliness in
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existence. He might perhaps have seen a very

contemporary social symbolism in the way those

gray-blue ledges were crumbling; but what he did

see was a kind of edificiality of time, in which

inexorable laws (therefore beneficently divine,

for who could argue that order was not the highest

human good?) very conveniently arranged themselves

for the survival of the fittest and best, exemplia

gratia Charles Smithson, this fine spring day, alone,

eager and inquiring, understanding, accepting,

noting and grateful (p. 49).

It is Sarah's unmistakable offer which finally destroys all

of this complacency for Charles. She becomes in his mind the

embodiment of all that is alluring and exciting in existence,

and the prospect of Ernestina and the Freeman department store

for a lifetime looks increasingly like the matrix which will

encase him in stone. At last, leaving his meeting with Ernes-

tina's father, he feels the onset of extinction. Miserable

and outcast, "he felt that the enormous apparatus rank required

a gentleman to erect around himself was like the massive 
armor

that had been the death warrant of so many ancient saurian

species. His step slowed at this image of a superseded monster.
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He actually stopped, poor living fossil, as the brisker and

fitter forms of life jostled busily before him, like pond

amoeba under a microscope . . ." (p. 290). Charles feels

trapped by the conventions of rank and 
economics, but one of

his constant discomforts is the awareness of the freedom, the

naturalness, of the lower classes--particularly their uninhib-

ited sexuality. The association of freedom with sexuality is

his most important attraction to Sarah. He is taunted by the

low-class songs like "Why don'cher com 'ome, Lord Marmaduke,"

by the obvious sexual freedom of Sam and 
Mary, by his remem-

brances of his sexual encounters in other countries. And

Sarah's smile is ultimately more than he can resist.

Had he resisted--because of his conformity to social

convention--he would have been resisting the act of 
evolution.

And in so doing he would have been giving himself up to 
ex-

tinction, failing to extricate himself from the matrimonial,

economic, social entrapment that would petrify his freedom

and therefore his existence. In the first, imagined, ending

to the story, Charles leaves Sarah and her temptation behind,

remaining one of those who fail to survive: "Indeed it was

hardly Sarah he now thought of--she was merely the symbol

around which had accreted all his lost possibilities, his
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extinct freedoms, his never-to-be-taken journeys . . . .

He was one of life's victims, one more ammonite caught in the

vast movements of history, stranded now for eternity, a poten-

tial turned to a fossil" (p. 333). If that assessment of his

situation had been correct, instead of being something he had

imagined as possible, even probable, the crux of Charles's

failure would have been his denial of his natural instinct for

freedom, a great part of which is linked to human sexuality.

Sarah's feelings for Charles are intensely sexual, as

well. Although Ernestina'a "I must not" extends even to

thoughts of sex, Sarah's entire approach to Charles is sexual--

and her sexuality is more than a ploy for freedom; it is honest

desire on her part for Charles, as it had presumably been for

the French lieutenant. She is no longer deceiving Charles

when she tells him that she has seduced him because she has

thought that day only of her own happiness; but in sending

him away, she is making a sacrifice for him. She apparently

thinks that he will return to Ernestina.

You have given me the consolation of believing that

in another world, another age, another life, I might

have been your wife. You have given me the strength

to go on living . . . in the here and now. . . . There



240

is one thing in which I have not deceived you.

I loved you . . . I think from the moment I saw you.

In that, you were never deceived. What duped you

was my loneliness. A resentment, an envy, I don't

know. I don't know. . . . Do not ask me to explain

what I have done. I cannot explain it. It is not

to be explained (p. 355).

Neither is she deceiving him when she pleads that she cannot

explain her own action, but her suggestion of resentment 
and

envy is perhaps illuminated by Jung's comment on the reaction

of the modern European woman who decides to remain outside the

institution of marriage and to compete with those inside it:

"The beatae possidentes, the married women must be driven out;

not as a rule by open and forcible means, but by that quiet

and obstinate wish, that works as we all know magically, like

the fixed eye of the snake. This has always been the way of

woman.',18 But envy is hardly the only motive for Sarah. She

is what Jung considers the newly masculinized woman whose

aggressiveness brings her not only near to facultative homo-

sexuality (hence her protective intimacy with Mrs. Poulteney' s

maid Millie) but also to an intensified need for intimacy with

the male. She is driven largely by the maleness within her
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being (the animus) to behave in a slightly male way and to

seek closeness to a masculine personality: "Where the attrac-

tion of the animus is perceptible a quite especial need for

an intimate relationship with the other sex becomes paramount.

Many women in this situation are fully aware of this necessity

and proceed--faute de mieux--to stir up another of those prob-

lems of the present that harasses us not a little, namely,

the marriage problem."1 9  The problem which Sarah causes is

a sort of marital problem, since it destroys the alliance

before it ever takes place. Nevertheless, she is at least

partly innocent, in that she tries to discourage Charles and

send him back to Ernestina.

Sarah's act is at first a self-sacrifice, the sort of

behavior to be expected from the assertive woman, according

to Jung: "The courage and capacity for self-sacrifice of

such women is certainly to be marvelled at, and only the blind

could fail to see the good that has come out of these efforts.

. . . It is a woman's outstanding characteristic that she is

able to do everything for the love of a man."
20  But in another

sense, Sarah's rejection of Charles and her subsequent flight

from him is as self-serving as it is self-sacrificial; she

seems to realize, especially after their brief consummation
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in her hotel rooms, that an alliance with Charles would be

quite difficult in his present framework of thought. Perhaps

she does not expect the epiphany which strikes him when he

leaves her alone and crying.

In the deserted church, Charles's realization brings him

to the choice that even Sarah probably had not expected that

he would be able to make. He accepts the uncrucifixion of

Christ and the unmartyrdom of Sarah at the same time. At the

beginning of his attempts to pray, he keeps seeing Sarah's

tearstained face instead of Christ's, and he cries because he

realizes that his prayer is not heard. At last in his dialogue

with Christ, the Saviour appears as a kindly and reasoning

friend, leading Charles to an acceptance of his humanity and

his life--not his godliness and his martyrdom. Charles also

recognizes that Sarah is not a martyr either, that she is

instead a woman who loves him. In choosing her, he is still,

however, choosing ostracism for himself and deserting all that

his age and station hold sacred. Escape, says the image of

Christ, is not a single act but one which he will have to re-

new every day: "Each day, Charles, each hour, it has to be

taken again. Each minute the nail waits to be hammered in.

You know yourchoice. You stay in prison, what your time calls
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duty, honor, self-respect, and you are comfortably safe. Or

you are free and crucified. Your only companions the stones,

the thorns, the turning backs; the silence of cities, and

their hate" (p. 362). In spite of the ignominy and pain of

his decision, Charles continues to renew it even when he begins

to lose hope that Sarah will ever be found. In the meantime,

his attitude to her undergoes a change, as he develops more

strength within himself. At last, when he confronts her again

(and here I consider only the final ending, since the Lalage

denoument is provided by divine coincidence), his refusal to

accept her implied offer of a relationship on her terms is

evidence of the self sufficiency which he has developed:

He walks toward a self-given death? I think not;

for he has at last found an atom of faith in him-

self, a true uniqueness, on which to build; has

already begun, though he would still bitterly deny

it, though there are tears in his eyes to support

his denial, to realize that life, however advanta-

geously Sarah may in some ways seem to fit the role

of Sphinx, is not a symbol, is not one riddle and

one failure to guess it . . ." (p. 467).
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Sarah has demanded the return of that one gift which she

had given him at the Endicott Family Hotel--the one gift which

the Christ had explained to Charles was the only thing which

she had loved more than he: freedom. But now her aggressive-

ness has gone beyond the point at which it had been when

Charles had seen her last. Now she is the one who threatens

his freedom, and he recognizes that change in her: "He saw

his true superiority to her: which was not of birth or educa-

tion, not of intelligence, not of sex, but of an ability to

give that was also an inability to compromise. She could give

only to possess; and to possess him--whether because he was

what he was, whether because possession was so imperative in

her that it had to be constantly renewed, could never be satis-

fied by one conquest only, whether . . ." (p. 465). What has

happened to Sarah is a preview of what characterizes the prob-

lem of human feeling and will in the twentieth century. The

Victorian Age was characterized by what we today have come to

regard as sentimentality. The Aunt Tranters and even the

Grogans of the age typify its vast capacity for feeling for

others. Charles himself, in spite of his class-ingrained

insensitivity to Sam, is the sort for whom "duty" and "respon-

sibility" are founded in genuine feelings as well as social
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acceptability. But having left the Victorian Age far behind,

Sarah is so modern that she fears love too much to marry. She

prefers "possession" on her own terms. This does not make her

less admirable; it is merely a side effect of the emancipation

of modern man and woman. Fowles has succeeded in showing

both Sarah and Charles to gain an awareness of the existential

dilemma long before that phenomenon ever got its name. Charles

has learned what human isolation is--and that life "is to be,

however inadequately, emptily, hopelessly into the city's iron

heart, endured. And out again, upon the unplumb'd, salt, es-

tranging sea" (p. 467).

It is particularly appropriate in another context that

Fowles ends by comparing Sarah to the Sphinx, whose riddle

Charles is to try, for "The Sphinx," or "The Question" was one

of the vary last paintings which Rossetti had begun and never

finished. He had done a pencil drawing of the motif in 1875,

showing three men, representing Youth, Maturity, and Age,

questioning the Sphinx. The Youth is apparently falling dead,

having been destroyed by his failure to guess the riddle;

Maturity awaits the answer; and Age is still on his way to

confront his destiny. The Sphinx, a Rosetti femme fatale,

could, in Fowles's fictional reality, have been modeled by

Sarah.



NOTES

John Fowles, "Notes on Writing a Novel," Harper's

Magazine, 237 (July 1968), 88-97. The ancient quay to which

Fowles refers is the Cobb of Lyme Harbor, visible from the

lower garden of his house in the town of Lyme Regis, where he

moved from the farm while writing the novel. Other parts of

the novel's setting are drawn from Fowles's own special famil-

iarity with the area, including his farmhouse, which is "the

Dairy" in the novel.

2 Carl G. Jung, Contributions to Analytical Psychology,

trans. H. G. and Cary F. Baynes (New York: Harcourt, Brace

& Co., and London: Kegan Paul, Trench, Trubner & Co., Ltd.

1928), p. 169.

3 John Fowles, Introduction to Mehalah: A Story of the

Salt Marshes, by Sabine Baring-Gould (1880; rpt. London:

Chatto & Windus, 1969), p. xi.

4 Fowles, "Notes," p. 90.

5 Fortunately only one critic has ever tried to insist

that the book is nothing more than a historical novel. Un-

fortunately that critic is no less an authority than Walter
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Allen, so his opinion must be dealt with ("The Achievement 
of

John Fowles," Encounter, 35 [August 1970], 64-67.). Repre-

manding reviewers for making too much of Fowles's point of

view a century removed from his story, Allen claims that 
Fowles

is "merely taking advantage of hindsight in his interpretation

of character and scene as historical novelists have always

done." But he chooses to ignore that Fowles is purposely em-

ploying certain elements of the century-old style 
as well as

its subject matter, while conspicuously using peculiarly modern

metaphor to describe peculiarly antique situations. Allen

quite rightly compares Fowles's thirteenth chapter to George

Eliot's seventeenth in Adam Bede, where she breaks her own

fiction for a personal essay on her characterization technique

much as Fowles does. But he ignores Fowles' s carrying authorial

intrusiveness to the point of entering the novel himself as a

character. And Allen disposes of Fowles's multiple endings

with, "One remembers the two endings of Great Expectations."

One does, of course. But one also remembers that the second

was created on the advice of Bulwer Lytton as a substitute for

the first, not as a companion to it. Nor does Allen clarify

whether he considers Adam Bede and Great Expectations historical

novels. Most critics do not.
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6 Fowles, "Notes," p. 88.

7 Ibid., p. 90.

8 Richard Boston, "John Fowles, Alone But Not Lonely,"

New York Times Book Review, 9 November 1969, pp. 2, 52-53.

Serge Prokofieff's Classical Symphony, Opus 25, is an early

twentieth-century (1917) blending with classical elements from

the mid-eighteenth century. Prokofieff himself called it a

renovation rather than an imitation of the classical style,

an effort to create a symphony as Haydn or Mozart might have

written it had they lived in his own day. Some of the terms

which critics have applied to the Classical Symphony sound as

if they were meant for Fowles's The French Lieutenant's Woman.

Robert Perlongo, in his commentary to the work (recording:

Columbia MS 6545), calls the first movement (Allegro in sonata

form) a "charming spoof" of the stately court music of two

centuries before. The second movement (Larghetto in ternary

form) he terms "delightful mock-elegance." The third movement

(Gavotte) is "deliberately heavy-handed yet beautifully en-

gaging." And the Finale is a "sprightly take-off on the classi-

cal way of 'wrapping up' a symphony." It is probably most

accurate to say that Prokofieff's harmonic treatments and much

of his rhythm (especially in the Second Movement) is thoroughly
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modern, while the mid-eighteenth-century classical style 
is

evident in such elements as the orchestration, the structure

of the movements, the strength of certain dynamic contrasts,

and the shape of the themes.

9 John Fowles, The French Lieutenant's Woman (Boston:

Little, Brown, 1969), p. 75. Subsequent citations from this

edition are included parenthetically in the text.

10 William Makepeace Thackeray, Vanity Fair (1864; rpt.

New York: Random House, 1950), p. 730.

11 A few critics have been rankled by Fowles's devices

of pleading a certain autonomy for his characters, 
in partic-

ular, Christopher Ricks, "The Unignorable Real," The New 
York

Review of Books, 12 February 1970, pp. 22-24. For an intelli-

gent summation of this particular argument, see Elizabeth D.

Rankin, "Cryptic Coloration in The French Lieutenant's Woman,"

The Journal of Narrative Technique, 3 (September 1973), 193-

207. Rankin considers Fowles's denials of omnipotence a sort

Darwinian "cryptic coloration" to make his fiction acceptable

among modern readers and writers. I consider his demurrer

stronger than a sort of conformity, since he elsewhere shows

his theological views to be quite vigorous. The good sense

of the Rankin article lies particularly in her recognition
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that Fowles' s insistence upon freedom for his characters is

a device rather than some effort to force the reader to believe

that they are really acting on their own. Nevertheless, in

spite of the symbolic nature of this device, Fowles elsewhere

shows what he really feels about the novelist's obligation to

control his characters instead of letting them run away with

the plot. He makes it clear that he does not intend that his

characters actually take over and dictate their own fictional

behavior:

I suggest that characters do do that. But that's

not really what I believe. For a time they're just

wooden tailor's dummies with clothes on, and suddenly

they start up on their own. . . . you get this

bizarre experience when you feel they know the lines

they ought to be saying, and you're searching around

in the dark to find it. . . . But of course in re-

ality the writer has the final say. And on the final

draft you have to let the characters know it. Very

often by then you know them so well that you are

like a really skilled puppet master. You can make

them do anything, almost. You have to guard against

that (Daniel Halpern and John Fowles, "A Sort of
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Exile in Lyme Regis," London Magazine, 10 [March 1971],

34-46).

In spite of his devices to reinforce his theology in this novel,

Fowles is as much a puppeteer as Thackeray.

12 John Fowles, The Aristos (Boston: Little, Brown &

Co., 1964), pp. 22, 26. Further references to this edition

are cited in the text, preceded by A to distinguish them from

citations of the novel.

13 Bradford Booth, "Form and Technique in the Novel,"

The Reinterpretation of Victorian Literature, Joseph E. Baker,

ed. (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1950), pp. 94-96.

Booth has reportedly since modified this view.

14 Anthony Trollope, Barchester Towers (1857; rpt. New

York: Rinehart, 1949), pp. 142-43. Numerous other critics,

notably J. W. Beach, have singled out this passage for attack.

15 George Eliot, Adam Bede (1867; rpt. New York: Rinehart

& Co., 1948), p. 178. Walter Allen's article cited above makes

its best comparison in mentioning this particular chapter of

Eliot's.

16 Jung, Contributions, p. 170.

17 Ibid., p. 168.

18 Ibid., p. 174.
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19 Ibid., pp. 171-72.

20 Ibid., p. 169.



CHAPTER V

FOWLES'S ACHIEVEMENT

Fowles's technique appears to develop from the vast

structure of The Magus through the formulated, well-made design

of The Collector to the intricate experimentalism of The French

Lieutenant's Woman. But since each of the novels is so dif-

ferent in style and structure, since the writing of The Collec-

tor interrupted over a decade of work on The Magus, and since

Fowles says that he deliberately "killed off" The Magus, it is

impossible to trace a pattern of artistic development on the

evidence of the novels.

But it is possible to assess the differences in the novels

and to suggest their relative success. The Magus, his first,

is an extensive undertaking which Fowles himself says does

not work "except as a read." If the novel falls short of his

intentions, it is because of the grandness of its design.

Although its themes do connect impressively, perhaps Fowles

puts more into the novel's structure than it will carry. As

some critics have suggested, perhaps there is too much there--

253
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too many themes, too many motifs, too complex a plot, and

too long a novel. In view of the novel's intensely personal

nature, it is not surprising that the young novelist might

attempt so much in his first effort. But The s does

accomplish two things which are somewhat revolutionary: bring-

ing the modern anti-hero out of sheer hopelessness and restor-

ing the possibility of love to him. The godgame makes for an

often confusing plot, and the reader who attempts to interpret

it realistically will miss the symbolic effect of the novel.

With The Collector, Fowles took time out from the laby-

rinthine novel to produce a neat, well-made novel which suc-

ceeded with both the reading public and the critics. The book

may be viewed as a literary document marking the end of British

fiction's preoccupation with the picaresque, lower-class anti-

hero. The intellectual, middle-class Miranda is the victim

and Clegg the villain--a situation which reduces sympathy for

him and breaks the chain of sympathy established in the previous

two decades for the angry rebel. Fowles agrees with my thesis

that Clegg's evil is unmitigated though his guilt is condi-

tioned:

I think you put the situation over Clegg (my view

of him) neatly and well, though of course it begs
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a question; whether unmitigated evil that cant t

help itself is as evil as that which can. I

suppose Claggart in Billy Budd . . . is the type

example of this wilful kind of evil. Iago, possibly.

But certainly I think the Clegg-like kind of person

in British society is largely conditioned.1

In turn, this wilful evil, says Fowles, begs philosophical

questions, since Claggart chooses evil freely. But whether

Clegg is conditioned seems less important than the evil--and

the fact that the evil is born of social injustice. Sympathy

for Clegg does not obscure the horror of his act.

One of the great successes of the novel is Fowles's

mastery of the plot, which, aside from the two first-person

viewpoints, and the recreating of scenes in flashback, is

essentially a well-made novel. Such a structure is particularly

well suited to maintaining suspense, which is often so intense

as to obscure the subtler meanings in a first reading of the

novel.

The French Lieutenant's Woman, although best considered

an experimental novel, is structured like a well-made novel

with variations. The novel's principal example of experimen-

talism is in authorial point of view, although it might be
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considered a sort of reverse experimentalism unless one con-

siders Fowles's departures from anything either Victorian or

modern. Now that it is written, it would be impossible for

Fowles or anyone else to follow with anything remotely resem-

bling it. The novel is unique in using the technique of the

past to convey the message of the present in a way different

enough to be considered experimental and acceptable in a

modern work.

The reader of this more leisurely-paced novel is not rushed

too much to see the themes of the book, and the effect is both

pleasant and profound. At one point Fowles suggests that he

may be trying to "pass off" a book of essays on the reader; he

is doing more than that, but the essays are there, along with

shorter authorial comments, and they pass off gracefully.

Fowles is thus able to present his themes--especially existen-

tial evolution--in a manner more direct than contemporary

technique permits, though acceptable because of the novel's

uniqueness. In the process, he shows that existential aware-

ness is not something which burst into life with French Exis-

tentialism in the 194 0's. Awareness of man's isolation and

agony comes as plausibly to Charles and Sarah in the nineteenth

century as to the heroes of Sartre and Camus.
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As a poet, Fowles will not be accepted for some years,

partly because of his success in fiction, partly because he

seems to have abandoned the writing of poetry, and partly

because his does not resemble modern poetry. His poems are

subtle and simple--either understated, direct, or honestly

intense. He still rates poetry a higher art than fiction

but believes that poems are not to be produced in quantity or

with frequency. He is not concerned with publishing further

poetry soon. Nor is he currently writing essays, although

some of his essays are brilliant--particularly the ones on

Kafka, conservation, the mogul and houri, and female heads

of state. Since they are scattered throughout unlikely publi-

cations, they will not have wide readership unless collected

and reprinted.

The Aristos remains the most complete statement of Fowles's

personal beliefs, and the revised edition shows Fowles as a

serious, clear-sighted thinker who avoids scoffing at what he

criticizes. The book's principal points are the horizontality

of existence--that is, existence with endless change but with-

out beginning or end--man's freedom as a function of divine

non-intervention, and the belief that acceptance of these two

points can effect greater human progress and justice. Fowles
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carries these themes into his other writings--particularly

The Magus, in which one major point is that man can redeem

his own existence by discarding the superficial ideals he has

accumulated through the centuries as temporary defenses against

the suffering of the race.

This sort of optimistic thought characterizes Fowles's

existentialism, which is positive, although his characters are

beset with the impotence and purposelessness of the twentieth-

century dilemma. Unlike some contemporaries, Fowles does not

stop with the dilemma. Even The Collector, his most negative

book, shows Miranda's increased self-awareness and existential

development. Fowles's positive attitude extends not only to

his subject--human existence--but also to his own function as

creator. He has little patience with the school of the French

new novel, which he says makes him ashamed to be a francophile:

They have done nothing that Sartre did not do better

in a couple of paragraphs of La Nausee. For me there

are four great post-1918 French novels. Celine's

Voyage au bout de la nuit, Malraux's La Condition

humaine, La Nausee, and Camus's La Peste; and they

are all novels that face life in some way . . .
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There is no commitment to total non-commitment.

. . . the way out of an impasse is not to sit down

and describe the wall at the end.2

Fowles's positive courses are based, like those of the French

Existentialists, upon individual freedom and choice, and his

existentialism is founded in both esthetics and science.

Fowles's writings show his feeling for beauty, but the

base of all his works--particularly his fiction--is a scientific

pragmatism. Through the knowledge available to man, Fowles

hopes to effect a better existence for his fellows, and he is

not hesitant to admit that he considers fiction a special way

of presenting personal beliefs. His own scientific knowledge

works to his advantage in several important ways, one of the

most obvious of which is the authentic grounding of his charac-

ters and their motivations.

In this study I attempt to show how most of Fowles's

characterizations may be read through Jungian theory--and how,

as Fowles himself says, Jung is behind the action in The Magus.

Fowles no longer reads regularly in psychology, having read

Jung some time ago:

I haven't read Jung for years--or any other psy-

chologist for that matter; but he did fascinate



260

me in the 1950s. I think I should still prefer him,

for a young writer, to Freud; but I should even pre-

fer Adler to Freud, even though medically I think

Freud makes more sense in his little finger than

the other two put together. I pay Jung a kind of

backhanded compliment in the new book. He's a rich

mine for artists.3

The new book to which Fowles refers is The Ebony Tower, a

collection of four short stories and one novella to be pub-

lished in October of 1974 by Little, Brown & Co. in Boston

and by Jonathan Cape in London. This will mark Fowles's first

publication of short fiction. One of the stories, Fowles

says, is set geographically and artistically only a forest or

two away from the setting of Le Grand Meaulnes, but beyond

that hint we are left to guess what the stories will be.

But Fowles's other fiction has already established him

among the finest of today's artists in British fiction. Both

critical and general readers have accepted his first three

novels enthusiastically. Long a best-seller, The French

Lieutenant's Woman still enjoys a healthy annual sale in

paperback and is attracting an increasing number of critical

articles. There appears to be a revival of critical interest
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in The Magus as well, and the scholars still comment favorably

upon The Collector. The latest revision to Frederick R. Karl's

A Reader's Guide _to the Contemporary English Novel reckons

Fowles among the most significant writers in today's England

and devotes a section to a treatment of his novels. Fowles's

first two novels were made into popular motion pictures, and

there is talk of adapting The French Lieutenant's Woman for

film. And in the midst of it all, Fowles is not particularly

concerned with films and sales; he speaks instead of dreading

the day when his manuscript goes to the publisher- -because

then the writing stops. And it is the act of writing that

John Fowles loves.



NOTES

1 John Fowles, letter to Robert Huffaker, Lyme Regis,

17 June 1974.

2 John Fowles, "I Write Therefore I Am," Evergreen Re-

view, 8 (August-September 1964), 16-17, 89-90.

3 Fowles, letter to Huffaker, 17 June 1974.

4 Frederick R. Karl, A Reader's Guide to the Contemporary

English Novel (revised edition, New York: Farrar, Straus and

Giroux, 1972), pp. 355-60.
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