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JOSEPH CONRAD (originally Józef Teodor Konrad Nałęcz Korzeniowski) was born in the Ukraine in 1857 and grew up under the Tsarist autocracy. His parents, ardent Polish patriots, died when he was a child, following their exile for anti-Russian activities, and he came under the protection of his uncle, Tadeusz Bobrowski, who watched over him for the next twenty-five years. In 1874 Bobrowski gave in to his nephew’s passionate desire to go to sea, and Conrad travelled to Marseilles, where he served in French merchant vessels before joining a British ship in 1878 as an apprentice. In 1886 he obtained British nationality and his Master’s certificate in the British Merchant Service.

Eight years later he left the sea to devote himself to writing, publishing his first novel, Almayer’s Folly, in 1895. The following year he married Jessie George and eventually settled in Kent, where he wrote such modern classics as Typhoon, Lord Jim, Youth, Heart of Darkness, The End of the Tether, Nostromo, The Secret Agent, Under Western Eyes, Victory and The Shadow Line.

Conrad is generally regarded as one of the greatest writers of fiction in English – his third language. He once described himself as being concerned ‘with the ideal value of things, events and people’. He defined his task as ‘by the power of the written word … before all, to make you see.’

JOHN GRAY has been Professor of Politics at Oxford University, Visiting Professor at Harvard and Yale and Professor of European Thought at the London School of Economics. His most recent books include The Silence of Animals: On Progress and Other Myths and The Soul of the Marionette: A Short Enquiry into Human Freedom.

ROBERT HAMPSON is Professor of Modern Literature at Royal Holloway, University of London and is one of the world’s leading Joseph Conrad scholars. His most recent book is Conrad’s Secrets.




Appendix I: Introduction to 1989 Edition

I

When Conrad reached his fiftieth birthday in December 1907, he could have looked back upon an eventful and varied life – a life which, to us now, seems one of both adventure and achievement. He had been born Józef Teodor Konrad Korzeniowski, on 3 December 1857, near Berdyczów in the Ukraine – a part of the Polish territories that had been assigned to Russia in the Second Partition of Poland (1793). He was the only child of Apollo Nalecz Korzeniowski and his wife, Evelina Bobrowska. Both his parents came from szlachta families, the Polish landowning gentry. His father was a poet, dramatist and translator – and was actively engaged in the struggle for national independence. In 1861 Apollo Korzeniowski was arrested for his political activities, and in May 1862 Conrad’s parents were sent into exile, with their four-year-old son, first to Vologda, in Russia, where their quarters became a meeting-place for Polish and Ukrainian political exiles, and then to Chernikov, in the north-east Ukraine, where Conrad’s mother died of tuberculosis in April 1865. Life in Chernikov was more lonely than it had been in Vologda, and, after his wife’s death, Apollo Korzeniowski seems to have gone through periods of despondency and even despair. Conrad gave a picture of his father in these years in a letter to Edward Garnett:


A man of great sensibilities; of exalted and dreamy temperament; with a terrible gift of irony and of gloomy disposition: withal of strong religious feeling degenerating after the loss of his wife into mysticism touched with despair. His aspect was distinguished; his conversation very fascinating.1



Nevertheless, despite deteriorating health, Apollo Korzeniowski continued to engage in literary translation and also devoted himself to his son’s education. In A Personal Record, Conrad indicated something of the nature and range of this education:


Since the age of five I have been a great reader … At ten years of age I had read much of Victor Hugo and other romantics. I had read in Polish and in French, history, voyages, novels; I knew ‘Gil Blas’ and ‘Don Quixote’ in abridged editions; I had read in early boyhood Polish poets and some French poets.2



After his father’s death in May 1869, Conrad effectively came under the guardianship of his uncle, Tadeusz Bobrowski.3 He soon began to press to be allowed to go to sea, and, in September 1874, when he was still only sixteen, he left Poland for Marseilles, from where he made his first voyages. Four years later, in 1878 – because of new regulations in the French Merchant Navy, requiring crews to have completed national service in their own country – Conrad made what turned out to be a second crucial decision: he joined a British merchant ship, the Mavis, and two months later saw England for the first time. The next eight years were spent working his way up the rungs of the British Merchant Navy towards his master’s certificate, which he was awarded in 1886. The following year, after an accident with a falling spar on the Highland Forest and a brief period in the Singapore Hospital, Conrad signed on as mate with the Vidar, a steamship based in Singapore, which made a regular three-week circuit through the Malay Archipelago. It was during his voyages on the Vidar that Conrad acquired the impressions and experiences upon which he was to draw in a large number of his novels and stories. He started work on the first of these, Almayer’s Folly, when he returned to London in 1889. At the same time he was trying to gain the command of a river-steamer on the Congo, and in April 1890 he set out on that journey into Africa which was to provide the basis for Heart of Darkness. This proved to be another critical experience for Conrad, and he spent most of 1891 recovering from the devastating effects that it had upon him. It left him with a legacy of ill-health: for the rest of his life he was to suffer from recurrent attacks of fever and gout. It also changed him intellectually: he told Garnett that before the Congo he was ‘a perfect animal’.4 After he had recovered, Conrad was to make two more voyages (in the Torrens and the Adowa): when he disembarked from the Adowa in London in 1894, his sea-years were over. Although he continued to try for ships for another four years, the Adowa proved to be his last post. In the meantime, while he looked for another ship, he completed and revised Almayer’s Folly. With the publication of this novel in April 1895, Conrad drifted away from the sea and into the life of an English novelist, just as earlier he had drifted into the life of an English seaman.

By December 1907 Conrad had published six novels, three volumes of short stories, two novels in collaboration with Ford Madox Ford and a volume of ‘memories and impressions’. In these thirteen years, Conrad had written the books which have subsequently earned him his place in modern English literature. But for Conrad himself, as he turned fifty, the situation looked very different. In a letter to John Galsworthy (6 January 1908), he ‘cast up’ his account ‘at the beginning of [his] fiftieth year’.5 This brief conspectus of his writing career conveys Conrad’s own sense of years of literary effort without adequate recognition or financial reward. His novels had earned him the respect of fellow-novelists – H. G. Wells, Henry James, George Gissing, Stephen Crane – but he had not achieved the popular success he sought, and his financial position remained desperate.6 His first two novels, Almayer’s Folly and An Outcast of the Islands, had received numerous good reviews and, as far as the critics were concerned, had established Conrad’s place among contemporary authors; but they had not sold well. The Nigger of the ‘Narcissus’ and Lord Jim had again been well-received by the reviewers but had achieved only a limited popularity. His most recent novels, Nostromo and The Secret Agent, had elicited a disappointing response even from critics and reviewers: they were particularly unhappy with his handling of narrative in Nostromo and his choice of subject in The Secret Agent (‘too sordid to be tragic and too repulsive to be pathetic’ according to the Morning Post).7 By the time of his letter to Galsworthy, Conrad had decided that The Secret Agent might be pronounced ‘an honourable failure’:


It brought me neither love nor promise of literary success … I suppose there is something in me that is unsympathetic to the general public.



The letter concludes with a catalogue of misfortunes – his own ill-health and the illnesses of his wife and son – which succinctly summarizes areas of anxiety which made the lack of financial reward particularly pressing.

In December 1907 Conrad was working, as he had been for some time, on Chance, but, as he told Galsworthy, he was ‘making no serious progress with it’. He had also just started a new short story, ‘Razumov’, which was to become his next novel, Under Western Eyes. As it happens, Chance was to be the turning-point in Conrad’s financial fortunes: it became a best-seller in America and achieved some measure of popular success in Britain. Conrad finished the first draft of Chance in March 1912. Early in May he began work on what he intended to be a short story: it was called ‘Dollars’ and Augustus/Gustavus Berg was its central character. Despite ill-health and moods of depression, Conrad worked steadily on the story, and in October he announced to his agent, J. B. Pinker, that ‘Dollars’ was not to be a short story after all but a full-length novel. He sent Pinker an outline of the plot for use in discussions with American publishers:


It has a typical Malay setting – an unconventional man and a girl on an island under peculiar circumstances to whom enters a gang of three ruffians also of a rather unconventional sort – this intrusion producing certain psychological developments and effects.8



By December 1913, Conrad had decided to change the name of the central character from Berg to Heyst, and he had added the subtitle ‘An Island Story’, though he had yet to settle on a title for the novel. He had also taken time off to write a short story, ‘The Planter of Malata’. He finished this on 14 December and immediately began a second short story, ‘Because of the Dollars’. This tells the story which Conrad had originally set out to tell when he started what became Victory. Like Victory, it is set in the Malay Archipelago. Like Victory, it involves a European, living in retirement, visited by a group of ‘ruffians’, who are surprised to find a woman living with him. Like Victory, it involves the woman’s self-sacrifice for the central male character. ‘Because of the Dollars’, however, offers a permutation of the narrative elements of Victory. Davidson moves from the role of spectator to that of central male character. Laughing Anne is what Lena might have become: after being ‘dropped’ by Pearler Harry, she has passed through a series of relationships and has declined to her present partner, Bamtz. Bamtz’s position has some analogies with Heyst’s, but Bamtz himself is far from being Heyst-like:


Davidson shuddered at any human creature being brought so low as to have to thank God for the favours or affection of a Bamtz.9



‘Because of the Dollars’ has none of the philosophical interest or psychological depth of Victory: it is a simple tale that contrasts the disreputable but faithful Anne with Davidson’s wife, a thoroughly respectable woman with a ‘pure, sensitive, mean little soul’.10 ‘The Planter of Malata’, the third panel of this triptych, provides another view of the materials of Victory. Like Heyst, Renouard is a European, characterized by a ‘detachment from mankind’, who came out east ‘to wander at large in the world’ and who has now settled into a ‘solitary manner of life’ on an island.11 Before the story opens, he has taken on another European to be his assistant, and, like Heyst, he is subsequently accused of having murdered the man he actually helped. The story itself revolves around Renouard’s love for Felicia Moorsom. More significant, however, is the way in which Conrad has handled this narrative material. As Stanislaw Modrszewski has convincingly argued, the characters in this story are not presented as ‘morally and psychologically complex individuals’ but rather as actors ‘playing the roles determined by various cultural models’.12 Felicia Moorsom’s sentimental approach to reality, Renouard’s romantic expectations, and Moorsom’s anti-sentimental, anti-romantic approach constitute three divergent frames of reference by which the world is interpreted, each of which produces a distorted, illusory vision of the world.

‘Because of the Dollars’ was finished on 8 January 1914. Early in February, Conrad returned to the still-untitled novel ‘for the last long pull’.13 In July 1914, copy was sent to New York for the serial version in Munsey’s Magazine, and on 25 July Conrad and his family left Harwich for Hamburg – for Conrad’s first visit to Poland for twenty-one years. Victory appeared in book form in America in March 1915 – and in Britain on 24 September 1915. The reviews were, on the whole, very favourable, and the novel was an immediate popular success. After Victory, Conrad was able to pay off his debts to Pinker and was no longer under the pressure of having to write in order to live.

II

In Victory, Conrad returns geographically to the area in which his earliest novels were set, the area with which he had become familiar from his time as chief mate on board the Vidar. Conrad’s imagination had been directed back to those memories and impressions by the unexpected visit of Carlos Marris in September 1909. Marris was the master and owner of the Araby Maid, an island-trader, and he had been living in Malaya for over twenty years. Conrad described the effect of Marris’s visit in a letter to Pinker:


It was like the raising of a lot of dead – dead to me, because most of them live out there and even read my books and wonder who [the] devil has been around taking notes. My visitor told me that Joshua Lingard made the guess: ‘It must have been the fellow who was mate in the Vidar with Craig.’ That’s me right enough. And the best of it is that all these men of 22 years ago feel kindly to the Chronicler of their lives and adventures. They shall have some more of the stories they like.14



The first fruit of this visit was ‘The Secret Sharer’, which Conrad wrote immediately afterwards in November/December 1909. In a letter to Garnett, Conrad recorded how ‘Freya of the Seven Isles’ was also written in response to Marris’s urging.15 Victory, ‘The Planter of Malata’ and ‘Because of the Dollars’ are clearly derived from the same imaginative vein.

As the ‘Author’s Note’ indicates, however, Victory also derives from an even earlier phase of Conrad’s sea-life: his 1876 voyage on the Saint-Antoine. The Saint-Antoine left Marseilles for Martinique and Haiti; Conrad claims to have then made a number of secret stops along the coast of South America before returning to France via Martinique and the Virgin Isles. Conrad had already drawn on memories of this voyage for Nostromo: it had supplied him with that glimpse of South America from which (with the assistance of various written sources) he had constructed his fictitious ‘Republic of Costaguana’; it was also to this period that he assigned the story of the theft of a lighterful of silver, the ‘vagrant anecdote’ which provided ‘the first hint for Nostromo’.16 Conrad acknowledges Victory’s debt to memories of that voyage for its principal male character, Heyst, and for its trio of villains. Lena’s origins are more complex. In his ‘Author’s Note’ conrad relates her to a more recent layer of memories of France: his visits to Montpellier in 1906 and 1907. In addition, Norman Sherry has suggested that Schomberg’s hotel, where Heyst first meets Lena, was based on the ‘Hôtel de Louvre’ (sic) in Singapore, which had a ‘ladies’ orchestra’ in Conrad’s time.17

Rather than trying to pin down specific memories and impressions from which Victory might derive, it is perhaps more rewarding to recognize the synthetic, composite nature of the novel. Indeed, Victory is remarkable not for its use of Conrad’s personal experiences but rather for its use of his literary experiences. This brings us to some of Victory’s more problematic features. The first of these concerns the novels representational mode: as the narrative proceeds, psychological realism gives way to what seems to be adventure-romance with elements of melodrama and myth, symbol and allegory. This mixture of genres and modes has surely been partly responsible for Victory’s mixed critical reception. Muriel Bradbrook, in her early study of Conrad’s work, read Victory as a kind of allegory:


The characters are drastically simplified, and take on something of the quality of figures in a morality play; each represents a facet of experience, or a type of mind.18



The novel’s schematic pattern and ‘simplified’ characterization were not, however, seen as defects: Victory was ‘if not the greatest’ then ‘the most firmly modelled, the most boldly wrought’ of the novels Conrad had written after Lord Jim. F. R. Leavis, with a similar approach to the novel, arrived at a similar evaluation: for him Victory was ‘among those of Conrad’s works which deserve to be current as representing his claim to classical standing’.19 A later generation of critics were much less kind. A. J. Guerard called Victory


one of the worst novels for which high claims have ever been made by critics of standing: an awkward popular romance built around certain imperfectly dramatized reflections on skepticism, withdrawal, isolation.20



Conrad had provided ‘the skeletal data for an interesting study of psychic coldness and withdrawal’ but ‘the view of Heyst is entirely too blurred’.21 A similar rejection of earlier ‘allegorical’ readings and a similar uneasiness with both the representational mode and the method of characterization was voiced by Douglas Hewitt:


The invention of a fable which poses a moral problem is neither difficult nor important. It is the embodiment of this theme in a series of concrete situations, in the detailed creation of character, in the flow of the narration and imagery which is significant.22



If the early critics overemphasized the allegorical aspects of the novel, arguably these later critics were hampered by their bias towards the realist novel. Victory itself is neither allegory nor realism. Consider, for example, two of the novel’s invitations to allegorical reading: Jones, Ricardo and Pedro are described by Heyst as ‘evil intelligence, instinctive savagery, arm in arm’, with ‘brute force’ (p.279) behind them, and Jones later presents himself to Heyst as ‘the world itself, come to pay you a visit’ (p. 319). In each case the allegorical reading is the character’s interpretation not the narrator’s. Conrad develops in Victory and ‘The Planter of Malata’ the device he exploits fully in The Arrow of Gold: each character interprets what happens in terms of their own view of themselves and the world, and the narrative is constructed from the alternation and intermeshing of these different world-views. This is seen at its clearest and subtlest in relation to Lena: the terms of Lena’s life are those of romantic melodrama. This romantic perspective lies behind her flight with Heyst, and it lies behind her readiness to sacrifice herself to win Heyst’s love. As Robert Secor has written, it also enters into the prose of the novel:


The rhetoric of sentimentality and romantic cliché is not Conrad’s but Lena’s; we are … given rhetoric not designed to have us take Lena at Conrad’s valuation of her but rather intended to reveal Lena’s valuation of herself and her world.23



In other words, Conrad is using a version of what Hugh Kenner has called the ‘Uncle Charles Principle’.24 In Conrad’s version, one idiom is subverted by another, one view of the world is challenged by the next. Kenner’s explanation of Joyce’s ‘mythical method’ in Ulysses provides the key to another, characteristically modernist, device that Conrad uses in Victory:


Joyce discerned homeomorphic structures in the Odyssey, Hamlet, Don Giovanni, The Count of Monte Cristo, and his own life. This suggests a grammar of generative plots.25



By giving Heyst the forename ‘Axel’, for example, Conrad indicates the relationship between his own narrative and Villiers de I’Isle Adam’s play Axël. Both Axels have chosen to lead a solitary existence. Both have been persuaded by their mentor to renounce life – one on Rosicrucian, the other on Schopenhauerian principles. Both are thought to possess hidden treasure – and both are visited by someone from the outside world in search of that treasure. Finally, each is involved with a woman who intrudes into his solitary existence and tries to persuade the man she loves to re-enter life. In Axël, Axël’s relationship with Sara is contrasted to his servant’s relationship with his fiancée, just as Axel Heyst’s relationship with Lena is contrasted to Wang’s relationship with ‘the Alfuro woman’. Axël ends with the Liebestod of Sara and Axël acted out against ‘distant murmurs of the wind in the forest vastness, vibrations of the awakening of space, the surge of the plain, the hum of life’: a conclusion that anticipates the ambivalent ending of Victory.26

Conrad sets up similar relations between Victory and The Tempest, Hamlet, the Christian creation story, and the story of Troy. The Tempest is the most obvious of these. Conrad transposes characters and situations from The Tempest to create his own narrative: Heyst, like Prospero, lives on an island to which Jones and Ricardo (like Antonio and Ferdinand) are brought by boat. Jones’s correspondence to Antonio, who is Prospero’s brother, ‘mythically’ underlines the pattern of similarities between Heyst and Jones. Ferdinand’s chaste love for Miranda acts as an ironic parallel to Ricardo’s feelings for Lena: Pedro corresponds to Caliban; and Wang’s correspondence to Ariel explains his otherwise puzzling ability to appear and disappear unexpectedly. In addition, The Tempest can be seen as providing a model for some of Conrad’s technical experiments in Victory. Like Victory, it synthesizes various pre-existing forms and traditions: it draws on contemporary literature of travel; it is constructed in accordance with the rules of classical dramatic structure; it integrates various masque elements. And it uses this synthetic form as the vehicle for a plurality of viewpoints. There are gaps between different characters’ understanding of their situation, and there is a further gap between most of the characters’ understanding and that of the audience. The transition from the shipwreck in the opening scene to the dialogue between Miranda and Prospero destabilizes the relationship between the audience and the world of the play, and enforces, from the outset, an audience awareness of multiple realities. Hamlet, by comparison, is only subliminally present in Victory: in Heyst’s relationship with his father: in Heyst’s indecisiveness and inability to act; and in the similarities between Davidson’s role in the final chapter and the part played by Horatio in the final scene of Hamlet. The Christian story of the creation has a more significant and complicated mythic presence. Early in Part III, when Heyst reflects upon his rescue of Lena, he comments to himself: ‘There must be a lot of the original Adam in me’ (p.149). In this context, the island becomes Paradise. Lena becomes Eve and Jones/Ricardo/Pedro become a satanic trinity. This is one aspect of Jones’s identity as a ‘gentleman’. As Edgar observes in King Lear, ‘The Prince of Darkness is a gentleman’.27 Jones’s account of himself manages to fuse the role of disgraced gentleman with that of the rebel angel:


Having been ejected, he said, from his proper sphere … he was a rebel now, and was coming and going up and down the earth. (p. 270)



Ricardo’s approach to Lena in Part IV corresponds to Satan’s temptation of Eve, and this correspondence is signalled by various verbal echoes in Conrad’s narrative: Ricardo describes himself, for example, as having had ‘enough of this crawling on my belly’ (p. 334). Again, when Lena takes the knife from him, she congratulates herself:


She had done it! The very sting of death was in her hands; the venom of the viper in her paradise, extracted, safe in her possession – and the viper’s head all but lying under her heel. (p. 336)



In Conrad’s version, Lena is a tempted Eve who sees herself as the Virgin Mary triumphing over Satan. Similarly, if the relationship between Victory and The Tempest presents Lena in the role of the young and innocent Miranda, another mythic pattern has very different implications:


The name ‘Lena’ can be seen as an abbreviation of ‘Helena’ the name of Helen of Troy. The action of Victory is a parodic counterpart to the legend which prompted the Iliad. Paris abducted Helen; because of this the Greeks besieged Troy, and eventually the city was destroyed in conflagration after bloodshed … The gift by Heyst of the name Lena is appropriate both to Heyst’s sense of her seductiveness and to his sense that involvement with fellow-humans leads to disaster.28



These contradictory implications are not flaws in the novel but rather the means by which Conrad creates an open-ended, multivalent narrative. Conrad’s mythical method, like Joyce’s, operates through the superimposition of pre-existing ‘plots’, and the contradictions between the various ‘plots’ build a certain amount of interpretative play into the novel. This open-endedness is particularly appropriate to Victory, given the novel’s scepticism about truth, facts and reason.

III

Victory, like Chance, is grounded in scepticism. In Chance that scepticism is embodied in the narrative technique: in Victory scepticism is all-pervasive. It operates, for example, even at the level of minor narrative details: ‘Mr Jones’ is not Mr Jones; Ricardo, with his ‘ambiguous name’ (p. 95), is introduced as a secretary but has ‘nothing secretarial about him’ (p. 89); Zangiacomo is German not Italian, and Zangiacomo is only his ‘business name’ (p. 36); and Lena, ‘the girl they had called Alma – she didn’t know why – also Magdalen’ (p. 310), goes by a number of names, none of which seems to be her own. The accumulation of such details, though trivial in themselves, serves to cast an aura of uncertainty about the narrative. Heyst, however, is the central focus for the novel’s scepticism: he is both a source of scepticism and the object of the novel’s own sceptical narrative strategies. He articulates the novel’s concern with epistemology:


There is a quality in events which is apprehended differently by different minds or even by the same mind at different times. (p. 212)



He recognizes both ‘the untruth of appearances’ (p. 227) and the importance of appearances:


‘Appearances – what more, what better can you ask for? In fact you can’t have better. You can’t have anything else.’ (p. 176)



But Heyst’s articulation of the novel’s philosophical bases does not grant him a privileged position: his scepticism is itself relativized by the scepticism that pervades the novel as a whole. It is challenged, in particular, by the novel’s psychological exploration of his character, and he takes his place in the novel’s thematic opposition of detachment and action, reason and passion, scepticism and ‘the wisdom of the heart’ (Nostromo [1904], London: Dent, 1947, p. 67).

In Part I, Heyst is presented to us by means of an unnamed narrator who has no privileged access to the inner man. We are told of the reserve, the courtesy, the gentlemanliness that serve to mask Heyst’s thoughts and character (‘From the first there was some difficulty in making him out’ [p. 8]), and we are told of various attempts to interpret his behaviour. These are exemplified by the succession of labels that are attached to him: ‘Enchanted Heyst’, ‘Hard Facts’, ‘Heyst the Spider’, ‘Heyst the Enemy’. These different perspectives on Heyst both encourage us to penetrate Heyst’s appearances and also suggest the impossibility of any such attempt. The narrator begins with the observation:


There is, as every schoolboy knows … a very close chemical relation between coal and diamonds. (p. 5)



The fact that carbon exists in different allotropic forms immediately places in the foreground the question of the relationship between appearance and essence. It suggests, in particular, that Heyst might exist for us as a succession of identities but that his ‘true self’ may never be revealed. This is conveyed by the narrative technique of Part I: Heyst’s observable characteristics are reported by a narrator who is clearly dependent on the reports of other observers, each of whom has made his judgement on the basis of limited information and in line with his own prejudices and passions. It is also suggested by one of the mannerisms of the narrative: Heyst is repeatedly described by negatives. He is ‘not a signalling sort of man’ (p. 7), not ‘a fighting man’ (p. 135), and he does not have ‘a drinking man’s face’ (p. 201). From the start, Conrad draws our attention to the processes of perception and cognition, and to the limitations of interpretation. As the novel proceeds, misinterpretation comes to play a vital role in the development of the narrative: the plot hinges on Schomberg’s malicious misinterpretation of Heyst; this leads, in turn, to the misinterpretation of Heyst by Jones and Ricardo; and the complex mutual misinterpretations of Heyst and Lena become the focus of sustained attention. Just before Heyst rescues Lena, we are warned:


The use of reason is to justify the obscure desires that move our conduct, impulses, passions, prejudices, and follies, and also our fears. (p. 74)



And the statement receives repeated substantiation. While Schomberg’s tale about Heyst’s ‘plunder’ clearly derives from his jealous anger against Heyst and his fearful desire to get rid of Jones, Ricardo, for his part, equally clearly ‘wanted very much to be convinced’ (p. 324) by Schomberg’s story. Similarly, although he is described as ‘greedy for signs’ (p.221), Ricardo later manages to misread the signs of Heyst’s bungalow. He looks at Heyst’s books but can respond only with astonishment (‘what guess could one make out of a multitude of books?’ [p.243]). He makes nothing of what we know to be the most significant clue: the portrait of Heyst’s father, which testifies to the continuing influence of the father over his son. Instead, Ricardo is most responsive to the ‘heavy silver candlesticks’, which he takes to be ‘signs of opulence’ (p. 243), an interpretation evidently influenced by his preconceptions about Heyst. If Schomberg and Ricardo pursue ‘truth’ in the light of their own passions and prejudices, the converse is also demonstrated:


The obvious fact that passes unrecognised by one or another character is just the fact he is incapable of recognising because it would challenge, and perhaps discredit, his purposes and their assumptions.29



Thus Schomberg never suspects that his wife has outwitted him; Jones never entertains the possibility that there might be a woman on Samburan; Ricardo never allows himself to consider that Heyst might not be wealthy and that Lena’s apparent responsiveness to him might be merely tactical.

Conrad described his artistic method in The Secret Agent as one that allowed him to combine ‘scorn’ with ‘pity’.30 The scepticism of Victory is similarly counterbalanced by compassion. In Heyst himself, as his response to both Morrison and Lena demonstrates, there is a potential for sympathy that is at odds with his asserted detachment. Davidson, too, has a ‘sympathetic soul’ (p. 36), as we see from his reactions to the ‘ladies’ orchestra’ and to the news of Heyst’s flight with Lena. This emphasis on sympathy, early in the novel, guides the reader’s response to Heyst and Lena. Davidson, indeed, acts as a role model: he encourages a sympathetic curiosity in the fate of the protagonists. If Victory’s sceptical narrative subsequently exposes their weaknesses and self-deceptions, the exposure is not distantly critical but is tempered with compassion, with sympathetic understanding. The narrative engages in subtle and complex analysis, but it also invites our emotional involvement with its principal characters. As Conrad himself asserted: ‘I made my appeal to feelings in as clear a language as I can command’.31

IV

The first significant event in Part I is Heyst’s rescue of Morrison. This acts as an anticipatory parallel to the main event of Part I, Heyst’s rescue of Lena, just as the incident on board the training-ship in Lord Jim acts as an anticipatory parallel to Jim’s experiences on board the Patna. But this rescue of Morrison is not just an anticipation of the main event – it also creates the context for the second rescue. Other characters’ perception of the first incident conditions their perception of the second, and this is particularly important in the case of Lena, since her view of Heyst’s relationship with Morrison forms part of her attempt to understand her own relationship with Heyst. Also, as we discover when we are allowed into Heyst’s thoughts in Part II, Heyst’s rescue of Lena is directly related to his own response to the earlier rescue of Morrison.

In Part I, Heyst’s flight with Lena is presented indirectly through Davidson’s investigation of the mystery of Heyst’s disappearance. Part II begins with a move back in time to describe Heyst’s mental state when he arrived at Schomberg’s hotel: the rescue of Morrison has left him suffering from ‘the gnawing pain of useless apostasy, a sort of shame before his own betrayed nature’ (p. 59). Subsequent accounts of Heyst’s relationship with his father clarify this sense of betrayal and self-betrayal. Heyst’s father had implanted in his son ‘a profound mistrust of life’ (p. 81). As a result of his father’s counsels of detachment (‘Look on – make no sound’), Heyst had decided upon ‘a system of restless wandering’ as a ‘defence against life’ (p. 82). By involving himself with Morrison, Heyst feels he has betrayed both his own code of conduct and his own ‘nature’. At the same time, Heyst’s failure to remain detached from the world has caused him to see himself in a new way: it has, paradoxically, made him conscious of his own isolation. We thus become aware of a conflict within Heyst between his rationalist scepticism, derived from his father, and another irrational aspect of him that resists or evades that scepticism. In Part III, when the narrative returns to Heyst’s relationship with his father, we realize that it was precisely Heyst’s incomplete detachment which made him susceptible to his father’s teachings in the first place. His modus vivendi and sense of self were both founded upon a contradiction. This is the implication of one small incident he calls to mind. He remembers that he was reading his father’s obituary notices ‘with mournful detachment’, when suddenly –


He became aware of his eyes being wet. It was not that the man was his father. For him it was purely a matter of hearsay which could not in itself cause this emotion. (p. 151)



As in the phrase ‘mournful detachment’, Heyst’s emotional response is juxtaposed to his conscious attitude to draw attention to the discrepancy between his image of himself and his true nature. (His attachment to his father’s house and furniture carries the same implication.) He feels that he has betrayed his father and his father’s advice, but that feeling of betrayal is itself dependent upon an emotional response to his father and his own childhood that is inconsistent with the values he feels he has betrayed. His father’s teachings took such a firm grip upon him because of the strength of the repudiated emotional bond between them. This contradiction is both the cause of and the key to Heyst’s lack of self-understanding.

It is in this atmosphere of failure, and with this new awareness of his own isolation, that Heyst comes across Lena. His rescue of Lena is not, however, precisely parallel to the earlier rescue of Morrison: it is more than just ‘the rescue of a distressed human being’ (p. 45). Davidson’s sympathetic phrase serves to conceal a crucial difference between the two rescues that we are not allowed to ignore:


This was another sort of plunge altogether, and likely to lead to a very different kind of partnership. (p. 69)



Heyst’s response to Lena is more than just ‘pity’. Lena’s voice stirs ‘unexpressed longings’ (p. 67), and Heyst experiences ‘the awakening of a tenderness, indistinct and confused as yet, towards an unknown woman’ (p. 73). This relationship with Lena involves him in a conflict between his old identity and a new principle (‘his sceptical mind was dominated by the fulness of his heart’ [p. 79]) – or, rather, it makes manifest the conflict between his sceptical self-image and a repressed emotional aspect of himself. Though the relationship begins as Heyst’s rescue of Lena from Schomberg, it very quickly changes into Lena’s struggle to rescue Heyst from the inhibiting influence of his father.

Conrad pursues his exploration of Heyst’s character not only through the direct methods of dramatization and analysis, but also (as in Lord Jim) through the use of minor characters who reflect upon the central figure. This can be seen most clearly with Schomberg. To start with, there are certain obvious narrative parallels between Schomberg and Heyst: both have an interest in Lena, and both have to find a way of dealing with Jones and his associates. But these situational parallels generate other, subtler parallels between the two men – or the teasing suggestion of possible parallels – by means of which Conrad raises particular issues for consideration. For example, Schomberg’s dealings with Jones and Ricardo expose certain weaknesses in his character, just as Heyst’s later confrontation with them exposes weaknesses in his character too. In particular, their presence makes us aware of the difference between Schomberg’s true nature and what he asserts as his identity:


The consciousness of his inwardly abject attitude towards these men caused him always to throw his chest out and assume a severe expression. (p. 108)



Schomberg’s ‘manly’ exterior is exposed as a compensation for his fears and sense of inadequacy. This compensatory behaviour is most obvious in his relations with his wife. He has bullied her in order to establish a ‘manly’ superior image of himself, but this strategy has turned against him since he now feels that the crushed and demoralized Mrs Schomberg is ‘no fit companion for a man of his ability’ (p. 105). In the face of the threat embodied in Jones and Ricardo, Schomberg feels the need for a corroboration of his ‘manliness’ that the diminished Mrs Schomberg cannot supply:


What he needed was a pair of woman’s arms which, flung round his neck, would brace him up for the encounter. Inspire him, he called it to himself. (pp. 106)



By juxtaposing the narrator’s account of Schomberg’s feelings to the translation of that account into Schomberg’s own idiom, Conrad economically discloses Schomberg’s self-delusion: he displays the verbal strategy by which Schomberg muffles and masks the precise nature of his need. But the strategy has implications that go beyond the psychology of a particular individual. By that word ‘inspire’, the man’s need for reassurance from a woman is expressed in a way that fits it back into patriarchal attitudes. Instead of openly acknowledging male vulnerability and emotional need, this formulation presents the man as active and the woman as merely the passive inspiration of male action.

Schomberg’s interest in Lena is similarly dissected. His courtship is ruthlessly subverted by the narrator:


He had told Alma, as an argument, that she was a clever enough girl to see that she could do no better than to put her trust in a man of substance, in the prime of life, who knew his way about … He assured her that he didn’t care what he did for her sake; and it was true. Forty-five is the age of recklessness for many men, as if in defiance of the decay and death waiting with open arms in the sinister valley, at the bottom of the inevitable hill. (p. 83)



Where Schomberg asserts that he is ‘in the prime of life’, the narrator reveals his real fear – that he is past his prime. Where Schomberg asks Lena to ‘put her trust’ in him, the narrator makes sure that we see his need for her as a need for reassurance. Conrad plays Schomberg’s idiom against the narrator’s in order to lay bare Schomberg’s self-deceptions. At the same time, through Schomberg, Conrad develops a questioning of ‘masculinity’ that bears upon our interpretation of Heyst. By hinting at analogies between the two characters, Conrad creates for his readers an open-ended exploration of masculinity, male sexuality and sexual politics.

Another character introduced in Part II, Mr Jones, also plays a part in this exploration, and, again, Conrad uses analogy to lay the burden of interpretation upon the reader. The first thing we are told about Jones is that he is a wanderer ‘even as Heyst was, but not alone and of quite another kind’ (p. 87). Thus, from the outset, we are induced to explore the similarities and differences between the two men. In this instance, where Heyst’s wanderings are motivated by an attempt to withdraw from the world, Jones’s wanderings involve an assertion of himself against the world. In the same way, Jones’s manner superficially resembles Heyst’s detachment, but, like his wandering, it proves to be ‘of quite another kind’. Heyst’s detachment is ‘incomplete’ because of his sympathetic feelings for others: the detachment of Jones and Ricardo springs from a cold and callous egotism. Jones and Heyst are also linked by the label ‘gentleman’. As part of his appreciation of Jones’s ‘gentlemanly’ nature, Ricardo cites the advice that Jones gave him:


‘ “There’s a proper way of doing things. You’ll have to learn to be correct. There’s also unnecessary exertion. That must be avoided, too – if only for the look of the thing.” ’ (p. 118)



There is obviously a satiric glance here at the figure of the ‘gentleman’ – satire of the kind we find in Little Dorrit, for example – but Ricardo’s assertion of Jones’s gentlemanliness also interacts with our sense of Heyst as a ‘gentleman’. Ricardo’s concept of the ‘gentleman’ is clearly very different from Davidson’s when he applies the term to Heyst. However, if Schomberg’s relation to Heyst forces us to contemplate the difference between a ‘manly’ martial appearance and the inner man, Jones’s relation to Heyst forces us to consider what may lie behind a ‘gentlemanly’ lack of emotional display. Finally, we cannot ignore Jones’s most prominent characteristic: his fear and hatred of women. The set of relations established between Heyst and Jones raises questions about Heyst, but does not supply answers: it prepares us, however, for the novel’s exploration of sexuality and sexual response in Parts III and IV.

V

As Leavis observed, at the start of Part III Heyst ‘finds himself committed to the establishment of a mutuality that is alien to the habit of a life-time’.32 He feels uneasy at the discrepancy that has been disclosed between his ‘scheme’ and the realities of his own nature. He has great difficulty understanding either Lena or his own response to her. And there are additional factors that further complicate the relationship between them. For example, in her conversations with Heyst at Schomberg’s hotel, Lena had told him of her impoverished childhood ‘off Kingsland Road’, and the class difference between Lena and Heyst plays a part in the difficulties of their relationship. At the outset, it perhaps leads Lena to an overvaluation of Heyst’s ‘friendliness’ (p. 70). Lena admires his ‘quiet, polished manner’:


She had never seen anything like that before … she had never met the forms of simple courtesy. She was interested by it as by a very novel experience, not very intelligible, but distinctly pleasurable. (p. 70)



Heyst’s manner is partly the product of a particular psychological configuration, but it is also obviously the product of his class background. Lena herself suffers from a sense of lack of worth on both social and moral grounds, and Lena’s insecurities interact with Heyst’s internal conflicts to produce the maze of misunderstandings that is their relationship. Lena and Heyst misunderstand each other in their verbal exchanges partly because of these social and psychological determinants, partly also because each is pursuing their own thoughts and struggling with their own psychological problems. Lena’s needs and insecurities and Heyst’s doubts, inner conflicts and self-concealments create a rich field for psychological exploration, and Conrad handles this part of the novel with marked economy and resonant reticence. And all the time, the reader’s expectation of the arrival of Jones and Ricardo adds a poignancy to the attempts of Lena and Heyst to establish their relationship.

Lena’s low self-evaluation (‘a fiddle-scraping girl picked up on the very threshold of infamy’ [p. 298]) shapes both her interpretation of Heyst’s lack of emotional display and her response to it. It combines with her apprehension of the gap between her love for Heyst and his apparent lack of need for her to produce a displacement of erotic feelings into idealistic self-sacrifice. She commits herself to self-sacrifice in order to win Heyst’s love. This is, in part, a continuation of Conrad’s exploration of sexual politics. As Mill observed:


All the moralities tell them that it is the duty of women, and all the current sentimentalities that it is their nature, to live for others; to make complete abnegation of themselves … they are universally taught that they are born and created for self-sacrifice.33



In part, this springs from another aspect of Lena’s character, her Christian education, and from the novel’s intermittent attention to religion. After his rescue by Heyst, Morrison had regarded Heyst as ‘the agent of Providence’ (p. 16), and the narrator had cheerfully exposed the contradictions underlying Morrison’s ‘providential’ interpretation of events. The intrusion of Jones and Ricardo gives Lena the opportunity to cast herself in a drama of redemption. She interprets their arrival as ‘a sort of punishment’ (p. 298), and although Heyst plays the narrator’s role in attempting to subvert this providential reading, Lena finds a purpose and an identity through it. She seeks to transcend her low self-evaluation through a voluntary act of self-sacrifice. Heyst, by contrast, responds to the new situation by withdrawing further into himself and re-establishing his psychological defences. One of the novel’s ironies is that these defences are, in the end, themselves destructive: thus Heyst comes to feel that he is ‘a dead man already, yet forced to pretend that he was alive for her sake’ (p. 299). For Muriel Bradbrook, the novel’s conclusion was


the completest vindication of the values represented by Lena, the vitality, trust and energy springing from the very depths of degradation … Together, Heyst and Lena symbolise all that Conrad approved of – the power of rectitude and the power of love.34



Leavis similarly interpreted the novel as ‘a victory over scepticism’, and cited Heyst’s final words to Davidson as proof.35 However, neither Lena’s ‘Victory’ nor this apparently conclusive statement can be taken at face value. Lena’s sense of victory, though sympathetically presented, can readily be seen as self-deception. It could also be argued that Heyst, too, draws the wrong conclusion from his experiences. The results of Heyst’s involvement with both Morrison and Lena would seem to justify his father’s advice of detachment more readily than his own conclusion (‘trust in life’). In the end, as Conrad knew, Victory derives its vitality precisely from its ambivalence, its resistance to closure. As he told Barrett H. Clark, in a letter discussing Victory:


a work of art is very seldom limited to one exclusive meaning and not necessarily tending to a definite conclusion.36



The celebration of romantic love is balanced against the illusion of victory and the suicide from despair, and the reader is left with the various explorations enacted, upon the stage of Conrad’s mythic method, by the interaction of the characters’ different perspectives upon the world.
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Appendix II: Note to the First Edition

The last word of this novel was written on the 29th of May 1914. And that last word was the single word of the title.

Those were the times of peace. Now that the moment of publication approaches I have been considering the discretion of altering the title-page. The word Victory, the shining and tragic goal of noble effort, appeared too great, too august, to stand at the head of a mere novel. There was also the possibility of falling under the suspicion of commercial astuteness deceiving the public into the belief that the book had something to do with war.

Of that, however, I was not afraid very much. What influenced my decision most were the obscure promptings of that pagan residuum of awe and wonder which lurks still at the bottom of our old humanity. Victory was the last word I had written in peacetime. It was the last literary thought which had occurred to me before the doors of the Temple of Janus1 flying open with a crash shook the minds, the hearts, the consciences of men all over the world. Such coincidence could not be treated lightly. And I made up my mind to let the word stand, in the same hopeful spirit in which some simple citizen of Old Rome would have ‘accepted the Omen’.

The second point on which I wish to offer a remark is the existence (in the novel) of a person named Schomberg.2

That I believe him to be true goes without saying. I am not likely to offer pinchbeck wares3 to my public consciously. Schomberg is an old member of my company. A very subordinate personage in Lord Jim as far back as the year 1899, he became notably active in a certain short story of mine published in 1902. Here he appears in a still larger part, true to life (I hope), but also true to himself. Only, in this instance, his deeper passions come into play, and thus his grotesque psychology is completed at last.

I don’t pretend to say that this is the entire Teutonic psychology; but it is indubitably the psychology of a Teuton. My object in mentioning him here is to bring out the fact that, far from being the incarnation of recent animosities, he is the creature of my old, deep-seated and, as it were, impartial conviction.

J. C.

NOTES

1.     the Temple of Janus: In Roman mythology, Janus was the god of doorways and patron of all entrances and beginnings. He was usually represented, in earliest times, as having two faces looking in opposite directions, one looking east, the other west. The Temple of Janus, in reality only an arch or gateway (Janus geminus), stood at the north-east end of the Forum. It was open during war and closed during peacetime. (See Livy, i, 19.)

2.     Schomberg: Schomberg is one of Conrad’s ‘transtextual characters’ (see Cedric Watts, The Deceptive Text [Sussex: The Harvester Press, 1984], pp. 133–50). In Lord Jim, Jim boards at Schomberg’s hotel in Bangkok, and Schomberg is described as ‘a hirsute Alsatian of manly bearing and an irrepressible retailer of all the scandalous gossip of the place’ (London: Dent, 1923, p. 198). In ‘Falk’, Schomberg is ‘the proprietor of the smaller of the two hotels’ in Bangkok (Typhoon and Other Stories [London: Dent, 1923], p. 155) and continues to be the source of unreliable information. In addition, as Norman Sherry observed: ‘Malice becomes a characteristic of his. It gathers momentum when he discusses Captain Falk, and it has its origin in nothing more important than that Falk rarely uses his hotel. Conrad also reveals Schomberg’s brutality to his wife.’ Norman Sherry also noted that, when Conrad was in Bangkok in 1888, there were only two hotels, the Universal and the Oriental (of which the Universal was the smaller). Schomberg’s name, he suggested, was derived from a German broker, Schomburgk, in Singapore. (See Conrad’s Eastern World [Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1966], pp. 239–41.) Hans van Marle has suggested to me privately that Schomberg’s character might be based on that of a Bangkok hotel-keeper called Guldberg. In Victory, Schomberg has moved from Bangkok to Sourabaya, and Conrad makes more of his mistreatment of his wife.

3.     pinchbeck wares: Christopher Pinchbeck (d. 1732) was a watch- and toymaker in London. ‘Pinchbeck’ is a copper-zinc alloy which was used in clockmaking and for cheap jewellery because it looked like gold. Hence the phrase ‘pinchbeck wares’ came to mean something counterfeit, something of deceptive appearance and small value.




Appendix III: Author’s Note

On approaching the task of writing this Note for ‘Victory’ the first thing I am conscious of is the actual nearness of the book, its nearness to me personally, to the vanished mood in which it was written and to the mixed feelings aroused by the critical notices the book obtained when first published almost exactly a year after the beginning of the Great War. The writing of it was finished in 1914 long before the murder of an Austrian Archduke1 sounded the first note of warning for a world already full of doubts and fears.

The contemporaneous very short Author’s Note which is preserved in this edition bears sufficent witness to the feelings with which I consented to the publication of the book. The fact of the book having been published in the United States early in the year made it difficult to delay its appearance in England any longer. It came out in the thirteenth month of the war, and my conscience was troubled by the awful incongruity of throwing this bit of imagined drama into the welter of reality, tragic enough in all conscience but even more cruel than tragic and more inspiring than cruel. It seemed awfully presumptuous to think there would be eyes to spare for those pages in a community which in the crash of the big guns and in the din of brave words expressing the truth of an indomitable faith could not but feel the edge of a sharp knife at its throat.

The unchanging Man of history is wonderfully adaptable both by his power of endurance and in his capacity for detachment. The fact seems to be that the play of his destiny is too great for his fears and too mysterious for his understanding. Were the trump of the Last Judgment to sound suddenly on a working day the musician at his piano would go on with his performance of Beethoven’s Sonata and the cobbler at his stall stick to his last in undisturbed confidence in the virtues of the leather. And with perfect propriety. For what are we to let ourselves be disturbed by an angel’s vengeful music too mighty for our ears and too awful for our terrors? Thus it happens to us to be struck suddenly by the lightning of wrath. The reader will go on reading if the book pleases him and the critic will go on criticizing with that faculty of detachment born perhaps from a sense of infinite littleness and which is yet the only faculty that seems to assimilate man to the immortal gods.

It is only when the catastrophe matches the natural obscurity of our fate that even the best representative of the race is liable to lose his detachment. It is very obvious that on the arrival of the gentlemanly Mr Jones, the single-minded Ricardo and the faithful Pedro, Heyst, the man of universal detachment, loses his mental self-possession, that fine attitude before the universally irremediable which wears the name of stoicism. It is all a matter of proportion. There should have been a remedy for that sort of thing. And yet there is no remedy. Behind this minute instance of life’s hazards Heyst sees the power of blind destiny. Besides, Heyst in his fine detachment had lost the habit of asserting himself. I don’t mean the courage of self-assertion, either moral or physical, but the mere way of it, the trick of the thing, the readiness of mind and the turn of the hand that come without reflection and lead the man to excellence in life, in art, in crime, in virtue, and for the matter of that, even in love. Thinking is the great enemy of perfection. The habit of profound reflection, I am compelled to say, is the most pernicious of all the habits formed by the civilized man.

But I wouldn’t be suspected even remotely of making fun of Axel Heyst. I have always liked him. The flesh and blood individual who stands behind the infinitely more familiar figure of the book I remember as a mysterious Swede2 right enough. Whether he was a baron, too, I am not so certain. He himself never laid a claim to that distinction. His detachment was too great to make any claims, big or small, on one’s credulity. I will not say where I met him because I fear to give my readers a wrong impression, since a marked incongruity between a man and his surroundings is often a very misleading circumstance. We became very friendly for a time and I would not like to expose him to unpleasant suspicions though, personally, I am sure he would have been indifferent to suspicions as he was indifferent to all the other disadvantages of life. He was not the whole Heyst of course; he is only the physical and moral foundation of my Heyst laid on the ground of a short acquaintance. That it was short was certainly not my fault for he had charmed me by the mere amenity of his detachment which, in this case, I cannot help thinking he had carried to excess. He went away from his rooms without leaving a trace. I wondered where he had gone to – but now I know. He vanished from my ken only to drift into this adventure that, unavoidable, waited for him in a world which he persisted in looking upon as a malevolent shadow spinning in the sunlight. Often in the course of years an expressed sentiment, the particular sense of a phrase heard casually, would recall him to my mind so that I have fastened on to him many words heard on other men’s lips and belonging to other men’s less perfect, less pathetic moods.

The same observation will apply mutatis mutandis to Mr Jones, who is built on a much slenderer connection. Mr Jones3 (or whatever his name was) did not drift away from me. He turned his back on me and walked out of the room. It was in a little hotel in the Island of St Thomas in the West Indies (in the year ’75)4 where we found him one hot afternoon extended on three chairs, all alone in the loud buzzing of flies to which his immobility and his cadaverous aspect gave a most gruesome significance. Our invasion must have displeased him because he got off the chairs brusquely and walked out, leaving with me an indelibly weird impression of his thin shanks. One of the men with me said that the fellow was the most desperate gambler he had ever come across. I said: ‘A professional sharper?’ and got for answer: ‘He’s a terror; but I must say that up to a certain point he will play fair …’ I wonder what the point was. I never saw him again because I believe he went straight on board a mail-boat which left within the hour for other ports of call in the direction of Aspinall.5 Mr Jones’s characteristic insolence belongs to another man of a quite different type. I will say nothing as to the origins of his mentality because I don’t intend to make any damaging admissions.

It so happened that the very same year Ricardo – the physical Ricardo – was a fellow-passenger of mine on board an extremely small and extremely dirty little schooner, during a four-days’ passage between two places in the Gulf of Mexico6 whose names don’t matter. For the most part he lay on deck aft as it were at my feet, and raising himself from time to time on his elbow would talk about himself and go on talking, not exactly to me or even at me (he would not even look up but kept his eyes fixed on the deck) but more as if communing in a low voice with his familiar devil. Now and then he would give me a glance and make the hairs of his stiff little moustache stir quaintly. His eyes were green and every cat I see to this day reminds me of the exact contour of his face. What he was travelling for or what was his business in life he never confided to me. Truth to say, the only passenger on board that schooner who could have talked openly about his activities and purposes was a very snuffy and conversationally delightful friar, the Superior of a convent, attended by a very young lay brother, of a particularly ferocious countenance. We had with us also, lying prostrate in the dark and unspeakable cuddy of that schooner, an old Spanish gentleman, owner of much luggage and, as Ricardo assured me, very ill indeed. Ricardo seemed to be either a servant or the confidant of that aged and distinguished-looking invalid, who early on the passage held a long murmured conversation with the friar, and after that did nothing but groan feebly, smoke cigarettes, and now and then call for Martin in a voice full of pain. Then he who had become Ricardo in the book would go below into that beastly and noisome hole, remain there mysteriously, and, coming up on deck again with a face on which nothing could be read, would as likely as not resume for my edification the exposition of his moral attitude toward life illustrated by striking particular instances of the most atrocious complexion. Did he mean to frighten me? Or seduce me? Or astonish me? Or arouse my admiration? All he did was to arouse my amused incredulity. As scoundrels go he was far from being a bore. For the rest my innocence was so great then that I could not take his philosophy seriously. All the time he kept one ear turned to the cuddy in the manner of a devoted servant, but I had the idea that in some way or other he had imposed the connection on the invalid for some end of his own. The reader, therefore, won’t be surprised to hear that one morning I was told without any particular emotion by the padrone of the schooner that the ‘rich man’ down there was dead: he had died in the night. I don’t remember ever being so moved by the desolate end of a complete stranger. I looked down the skylight, and there was the devoted Martin busy cording cowhide trunks belonging to the deceased, whose white beard and hooked nose were the only parts I could make out in the dark depths of a horrible stuffy bunk.

As it fell calm in the course of the afternoon and continued calm during all that night and the terrible, flaming day, the late ‘rich man’ had to be thrown overboard at sunset, though as a matter of fact we were in sight of the low pestilential mangrove-lined coast of our destination. The excellent Father Superior mentioned to me with an air of immense commiseration: ‘The poor man has left a young daughter.’ Who was to look after her I don’t know, but I saw the devoted Martin taking the trunks ashore with great care just before I landed myself. I would perhaps have tracked the ways of that man of immense sincerity for a little while, but I had some of my own very pressing business to attend to, which in the end got mixed up with an earthquake,7 and so I had no time to give to Ricardo. The reader need not be told that I have not forgotten him, though.

My contact with the faithful Pedro was much shorter and my observation of him was less complete but incomparably more anxious. It ended in a sudden inspiration to get out of his way. It was in a hovel of sticks and mats by the side of a path. As I went in there only to ask for a bottle of lemonade I have not to this day the slightest idea what in my appearance or actions could have roused his terrible ire. It became manifest to me less than two minutes after I had set eyes on him for the first time, and though immensely surprised of course I didn’t stop to think it out. I took the nearest short cut – through the wall. This bestial apparition and a certain enormous buck nigger encountered in Haiti only a couple of months afterwards, have fixed my conception of blind, furious, unreasoning rage, as manifested in the human animal, to the end of my days. Of the nigger I used to dream for years afterwards. Of Pedro never. The impression was less vivid. I got away from him too quickly.

It seems to me but natural that those three buried in a corner of my memory should suddenly get out into the light of the world – so natural that I offer no excuse for their existence. They were there, they had to come out; and this is a sufficient excuse for a writer of tales who had taken to his trade without preparation, or premeditation, and without any moral intention but that which pervades the whole scheme of this world of senses.

Since this Note is mostly concerned with personal contacts and the origins of the persons in the tale, I am bound also to speak of Lena, because if I were to leave her out it would look like a slight; and nothing would be further from my thoughts than putting a slight on Lena. If of all the
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