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A NOTE ON THE TEXT
Victory has appeared in numerous forms, editions, languages, and media  since Conrad began writing the story in April 1912. Of these, eight are  of special importance to the growth and transmission of the text in  English. The first—the handwritten manuscript (MS), presently housed  at the Harry Ransom Research Center at the University of Texas at  Austin—Conrad began sometime on or around April 22, 1912 (letter  to Pinker, CL 5:56), and completed between May 29 and June 27, 1914  (the dates on the last page of the MS). Though Conrad initially conceived of the novel as a “short story” under the working title “Dollars,”  by its end, the MS had secured the title “Victory” and swelled to titanic proportion—1,199 holograph pages, among the most substantial  creative outpourings of Conrad’s literary career. Frederick Karl notes  that the MS is actually a full seventh longer than any printed version  of the novel (Karl 1983: 24). Revised principally through a strategy of  excision and obfuscation, Victory was cut and altered more between its  manuscript and publication stages than any other Conrad novel with  the exception of Under Western Eyes.
The second two forms are the novel’s two typescripts: the earlier of  which (TS1) is kept at the Richard Gimbel Collection of the Philadelphia Free Library, the later (TS2) at the Berg Collection of the New  York Public Library. The Philadelphia typescript, as Robert Hampson  explains, is the first type copy of the novel that we have: probably the   one that Conrad’s wife, Jessie, typed directly from the MS as Conrad  was writing it (CL 5: 72, 73), and which was sent section by section to  Conrad’s agent, J. B. Pinker, as the process went along (Hampson 1989:  37). As Hampson notes, the Philadelphia typescript is noteworthy in  that it ends with what would become the penultimate rather than the  final chapter of the novel. This is possibly because TS1’s final chapter  has become lost, but more probably because, as John Lewis convincingly argues with reference to the MS, the first typescript was  completed before the final chapter of the MS and the novel were composed (Lewis 1984: 4–14). The Philadelphia typescript, heavily revised and corrected in Conrad’s hand, became the typed essence of the  New York typescript, upon which an even more complex and extensive series of holographic revisions are found. These revisions are  written in a variety of penmanship styles (print, cursive, meticulous,  hurried) and in a variety of different black ink, black fountain, brown,  green, and red pens, as well as in graphite, blue, and red pencil. Comparison with other holographs (i.e., the manuscripts of Chance and  “The Planter of Malata”) and hand-edited typescripts (of The Rover  and The Rescue) from this period leads me to believe that there are only  three significant hands behind all of these pens: one editor who writes  in red ink and cuts a great deal; another editor who writes in green ink  and restores much of what was cut; and Conrad, who comes before  both and writes in all of the other colors except the graphite and blue  pencils (whose role is incidental). A whimsical reminiscence piece by  Grant Overton which appeared in The Bookman in 1923 supports this  conclusion: “The [typescript of Victory] had a curious history and, if it  exists, deserves a place in a museum. J. C. had made the alterations in  black ink, the magazine editor had gashed it horribly in red, and when  the book publisher [at Doubleday] came to restore the mangled corpus he could do so, intelligibly for the printer, only by an extravagant  use of green ink” (“In the Kingdom of Conrad,” The Bookman 57 [May  1923]: 275–84, 278).
The revised New York typescript, via another layer of revisions  whose original copy we no longer have, is the direct ancestor of the  first published edition of Victory: the American serial, which appeared  in Munsey’s Magazine (vol. 54, pp. 112–240) in February 1915. It is also,  via an independent path, the direct ancestor of the fourth and fifth   texts of the novel that are crucial to its dissemination and growth: the  hand-corrected galleys for the first American book edition of the  novel, presently housed at the Doubleday archive at Princeton University; and the first American book edition itself (A1), put out by  Doubleday, Page & Co. (Garden City, New York) on March 27, 1915.  (The Munsey’s serial had no legs because Conrad was so dissatisfied  with its layout that he insisted the first American book edition be set  from old typed copy rather than from the plates used in printing the  American serial [see Hampson 1989: 38; CL 5: 434–36].) In England,  Victory was serialized in the  Star from August 24 to November 9, 1915;  and on September 24, 1915, at a price of six shillings apiece, there appeared a fifth crucial version of the novel: the first British book edition  (M1), put out by Methuen & Co. (London). Hampson notes the following curiosity concerning the first American and first British book  editions: whereas the Doubleday is generally closer to the New York  typescript than the Methuen is (which makes sense), the Methuen is  sometimes (bizarrely) closer to the Philadelphia typescript than the  Doubleday is (Hampson 1989: 38). This is probably a reflection of  Conrad’s editing habits, which sometimes involved consulting earlier  versions of a text in making edits. It should be emphasized, however,  that the first Methuen and the first Doubleday are far closer to each other  than either is to TS1 or TS2: the point being that it would be a mistake  to infer that the Methuen descends from the Philadelphia typescript  in the same relatively direct way the Doubleday descends from the  New York typescript. The first Methuen edition is clearly mediated by  and the primary offspring of either the first Doubleday edition or  some direct antecedent of it which postdates the New York typescript.  In any event, the first Methuen edition was set from a different type  copy than those used in any of the preceding editions, and a number of  fresh, substantive changes were introduced: so, for instance, the reference in the New York typescript and first American edition to Davidson’s “running the Sissie from West to East and back again” (TS2 40,  A1 36) is changed to “running the Sissie to the Java Sea and back again”  (M 32); Morrison’s debts, which “weren’t good enough to raise a  millrei  on—let alone a penny” in T2 (13) and A1 (12), become an inability   to raise a millrei “let alone a shilling” in M1 (M11); and the description  of Heyst’s responding to Lena “with a faint smile in which his playfulness disappeared” (TS2 91, A1 85) is reduced to “with a faint   smile” (M 75).
Numerous English-language editions of the novel—as well as a  play adaptation by MacDonald Hastings that ran from March 26  through June 14, 1919, at the Globe Theatre; seven film adaptations  between 1919 and 1930 alone; an opera; and translations of the novel  into a wide variety of global tongues—followed for Victory, a text especially popular during Conrad’s lifetime and beyond. Particularly  important among the new printed texts in English, however, are the  second American or “Sun-Dial” edition put out by Doubleday in 1921  (its settings are used in the handsome and widely disseminated “Uniform” and “Collected” editions put out by J. M. Dent and Sons, Ltd., in  1923 and 1947, respectively) and the third British edition put out by  Heinemann in 1921 as well. The Sun-Dial (A2) and Heinemann (H3)  editions of Victory are both parts of collected editions of Conrad’s  works; both derive from a common type-copy freshly revised by Conrad and jointly planned, at least in the initial stages, by the two publishing houses; both are especially noteworthy insofar as they present  substantial common revisions to Chapters XI and XII of Part IV, a section of the novel Conrad was never evidently quite satisfied with; and  yet there are certain differences, mostly predicated on different house  styles, between the two editions (see Hampson 1989: 38–40).
In this edition, I have chosen the first Methuen edition as the copy  text, and I have decided to reproduce it essentially as that edition actually appeared in 1915. Hence, with the exception of simple errata in that  edition (which I have silently corrected in the text, and listed below,  along with their corrections, in this note) and differences of font, pagination, and house style between 1915 Methuen and 2003 Modern   Library, the two texts are essentially identical. I have chosen this editorial course for three reasons. First, Conrad took the first British book  editions of his novels very seriously. Though the imperative, especially given the relatively early date, is by no means dispositive, Conrad did insist to Pinker in a letter written on May 25, 1907, that he  should “bear . . . in mind” that the first “English edition” of “all my  work” is to be “the authoritative one in case of future reprints” (CL 3:  441). Second, as both of  Victory’s Author’s Notes make clear, the specific historical moment of  Victory’s composition—i.e., the eve and  dawn of World War I—is vital to its meaning. Especially in a text as   strategically obscure in its relation to the material world as Victory, the  smallest details of the text in its original moment of publication are  crucial to capturing its social and historical meaning in and for that  moment. The third reason concerns editorial systematicity, and extends, paradoxically, from the limitations of the first two reasons. As   to the first—i.e., the  authority of the first British edition—the problem  arises that Conrad also had a very careful hand in the Sun-Dial and  Heinemann editions of 1921: editions which he clearly understood at  that point, despite his letter to Pinker written fourteen years earlier, to  be the authoritative public editions of his collected works. One may  compare here the importance Conrad attaches to collected editions   in the essay he wrote on Henry James in 1904; and one may also note,  as Hampson elaborates in careful detail, the many instances in which  the collected editions, far from “adulterating” Conrad, actually restore  various idiosyncrasies (for instance, the spelling of verandah with an h  instead of no h) that Doubleday and Methuen “corrected” out of Conrad in the earlier editions (see Hampson 1989: 38–40). As to the second reason—i.e., the authenticity of the first British edition—there is, of  course, the general problem that every edition is “authentic” in relation to the moment of its production and use. Here, if we care, for   instance, about the historical questions of how and why Conrad sky-rocketed to public prominence after World War I, or if we care about  the actual edition of Victory from which Conrad read while visiting the  United States in April 1923, then the collected editions are equally as  authentic and significantly more valuable than the first Methuen. Indeed, in the very specific terms through which the first Methuen seems  to advance its claims to authentic priority—i.e., that it came first, and  that it inscribes the historical relation between the author and the  social world in which and for whom Conrad is writing—it is by no  means clear that the Methuen is the right choice of texts. For not only  was it the first American Doubleday text (A1) that actually came first,  but in addition, there is a very strong case to be made that if one had  to choose a principal “national” audience for whom Victory was self-consciously written, it would be Conrad’s American audience.
None of the above is meant to invalidate the special value or interest of the first Methuen edition, but rather to suggest that Victory itself  must be understood as a series of special, evolving, and equally authentic and historical texts, whose true meaning and power can only   be captured by a genuinely “critical” edition that compiles and cross-lists all the various textual variants: a daunting task in which the  editors of the Cambridge edition of Conrad’s works are presently engaged. In the interim, one way in which the editors of commercial editions of Conrad’s work can be of help is to select one textual edition  and to pursue its editorial questions as rigorously, carefully, and transparently as possible, hence offering up a systematic check and evolving  process of improvement toward the eventual comprehensive edition.  This edition, for instance, has benefited tremendously from the paperback editions put out by Watts (whose editorial strategy is commensurate with mine) and Hampson (whose strategy differs), yet there are  important corrections I offer with respect to each, just as the next editor in the process will undoubtedly offer corrections with respect to  mine. Hampson’s is an especially remarkable text when it comes to  noting important variants; in more modest fashion, I have made note  of selected textual variants, some freshly drawn from my work with  the typescripts and the manuscript, in the Notes.
This edition of Victory begins with two Author’s Notes. The first—  entitled “Note to the First Edition”—originally appeared in the first  Methuen edition (not the American edition) under the title “Author’s  Note,” and it was later republished under the present title in the Sun-Dial (but not the Heinemann) edition. With the exception of the  change in title, this Note has been reproduced here exactly as it first  appeared, including the printing of the entire Note in italics. The second Note—entitled “Author’s Note”—was written for the collected  editions, and hence its inclusion is the one respect beyond errata in  which this text does not seek essential fidelity to the original Methuen.  The Sun-Dial and Heinemann versions of this Note significantly differ, and the Note as it appears in Edward Garnett’s Conrad’s Prefaces  (London: J. M. Dent, 1937) offers a third version. I have followed the  Sun-Dial.
Printer’s errors and other clear and simple errata silently corrected  within the text (changes follow colon):
6.7 à propos des bottes : à propos de bottes
 10.2 millrei : milreis
 21.14 single closed quotation mark : double closed quotation mark
 27.17 you think? : you think?”
35.2–3 funeral : funereal
38.21 Whereever : Wherever
38.28  schwein-hund : Schweinhund
 41.7 who, himself : who himself
64.4 courtsey : courtesy
68.23 honour able : honourable
72.5–6 what must he : what must be
76.2–3 and human : and the human
81.2 table d’hôtes : tables d’hôte
90.18 thickly : thickly.
103.37 closed double quotation mark at beginning of line : open
double quotation mark
118.21 you tablydott : your tablydott
131.23 herr baron : Herr Baron
 135.20 echoes it should : echoes, it should
136.29 yourself. : yourself.”
174.16 illusive : elusive
185.27 Olà : Olá
 197.24 dream.” : dream?”
201.18 had he had been : had he been
246.8 spoke! : spoke:
273.22 turkey-cock.” : turkey-cock.
287.18 evident things : violent things
305.19 ouch! : ough!
310.9 recklessly. I’ve : recklessly. “I’ve
316.1 polite. : polite,

Solecisms left in text:
4.3–4 “instead of the imponderable” instead of “instead of by the  imponderable”
66.16 “he had been used to think clearly” instead of “he had been  used to thinking clearly”
84.11 “woman over whom he had been tyrannising” instead of  “woman whom he had been tyrannising”
89.10 “you have been used to deal” instead of “you have been used  to dealing”
130.20 “were used to see his boat go off ” instead of “were used to  seeing his boat go off ”
171.9 “not used to receive” instead of “not used to receiving”
286.6–7 “We two are used to be” instead of “We two are used to  being”
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Calling shapes and beckoning shadows dire
And airy tongues that syllable men’s names
On sands and shores and desert wildernesses. 

COMUS2

NOTE TO THE FIRST EDITION1
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.2
Those were the times of peace.3 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 peace time. It was the last literary thought which had occurred to  me before the doors of the Temple of Janus4 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.
That I believe him to be true goes without saying. I am not likely to offer  pinchbeck wares to my public consciously. Schomberg5 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.6
J. C.

AUTHOR’S NOTE1
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 Archduke2 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 sufficient 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 book3 I remember as a mysterious Swede 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. Jones (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’ 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 Mexico 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 to this day every cat I see 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 has 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 6  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 personages involved in the “mystery of Samburan” I have lived  longest with Heyst (or with him I call Heyst) it was at her, whom I call  Lena, that I have looked the longest and with a most sustained attention. This attention originated in idleness for which I have a natural  talent. One evening I wandered into a café, in a town not of the tropics but of the South of France. It was filled with tobacco smoke, the  hum of voices, the rattling of dominoes and the sounds of strident  music. The orchestra was rather smaller than the one that performed  at Schomberg’s hotel, had the air more of a family party than of an enlisted band, and, I must confess, seemed rather more respectable than  the Zangiacomo musical enterprise. It was less pretentious also, more  homely and familiar, so to speak, insomuch that in the intervals when  all the performers left the platform one of them went amongst the  marble tables collecting offerings of sous and francs in a battered tin  receptacle recalling the shape of a sauceboat. It was a girl. Her detachment from her task seems to me now to have equalled or even surpassed Heyst’s aloofness from all the mental degradations to which a  man’s intelligence is exposed in its way through life. Silent and wide-eyed she went from table to table with the air of a sleep-walker and  with no other sound but the slight rattle of the coins to attract attention. It was long after the sea-chapter of my life had been closed but it  is difficult to discard completely the characteristics of half a life-time,  and it was in something of the jack-ashore spirit that I dropped a fivefranc piece into the sauceboat; whereupon the sleep-walker turned her  head to gaze at me and said “Merci, Monsieur,” in a tone in which  there was no gratitude but only surprise. I must have been idle indeed   to take the trouble to remark on such slight evidence that the voice was  very charming and when the performers resumed their seats I shifted  my position slightly in order not to have that particular performer hidden from me by the little man with the beard who conducted, and who  might for all I know have been her father, but whose real mission in life  was to be a model for the Zangiacomo of “Victory.” Having got a clear  line of sight I naturally (being idle) continued to look at the girl  through all the second part of the programme. The shape of her dark  head inclined over the violin was fascinating, and, while resting between the pieces of that interminable programme she was, in her white  dress and with her brown hands reposing in her lap, the very image of  dreamy innocence. The mature, bad-tempered woman at the piano  might have been her mother, though there was not the slightest resemblance between them. All I am certain of in their personal relation   to each other is that cruel pinch on the upper part of the arm. That I  am sure I have seen! There could be no mistake. I was in a too idle  mood to imagine such a gratuitous barbarity. It may have been playfulness, yet the girl jumped up as if she had been stung by a wasp. It  may have been playfulness. Yet I saw plainly poor “dreamy innocence”  rub gently the affected place as she filed off with the other performers  down the middle aisle between the marble tables in the uproar of  voices, the rattling of dominoes, through a blue atmosphere of tobacco  smoke. I believe that those people left the town next day.
Or perhaps they had only migrated to the other big café, on the  other side of the Place de la Comédie. It is very possible. I did not go  across to find out. It was my perfect idleness that had invested the girl  with a peculiar charm, and I did not want to destroy it by any superfluous exertion. The receptivity of my indolence made the impression  so permanent that when the moment came for her meeting with Heyst  I felt that she would be heroically equal to every demand of the risky  and uncertain future. I was so convinced of it that I let her go with  Heyst, I won’t say without a pang but certainly without misgivings.  And in view of her triumphant end what more could I have done for  her rehabilitation and her happiness?
1920. J. C.

INTRODUCTION
Peter Lancelot Mallios
It is a book in which I have tried to grasp at more “life-stuff ” than perhaps in any other of my works, and the one too of which the appreciation of the public has given me the most pleasure.
—JOSEPH CONRAD on Victory, Letter to H. S. Canby, April 7, 1924
“There is a new Conradism in the air”: the words appear on the back  cover of a bestselling academic book of 1963, but they begin to feel more  like 2003.1 For since the summer of 2001, when Geoffrey Harpham  first predicted a global reawakening to Joseph Conrad’s “true status  and significance as a twenty-first century [author], one of our own,” a  number of events have occurred which confirm precisely this strange  sense that Conrad is, in one of his own most memorable phrases, “one  of us.” 2 In the aftermath of the events of September 11, 2001, a number of observers—in The New York Times, the London Daily Telegraph,   and other newspapers around the world—marveled at the uncanny  anticipation of those events in the images of terrorism and the plot   to bomb the Greenwich Observatory presented in Conrad’s The Secret  Agent (1907).3 In November 2001, a scheduled anti-globalization demonstration in Washington, D.C., took its terms in precisely the tensions  of capitalized relations between the first and third worlds whose historical course Conrad charts and sees so presciently in his novel of  South America, Nostromo (1904). On December 7, 2001, V. S. Naipaul,  the Trinidad-born novelist whose complex Anglo-postcolonial fiction  has long been specially compared with Conrad’s and whom the Swedish Academy introduced as “Joseph Conrad’s heir,” won the Nobel  Prize in Literature.4 Between December 2001 and May 2002, Nadine   Gordimer, another Nobel laureate, wrote an introduction to Conrad’s  first novel, Almayer’s Folly, meditating on “the astonishing relevance his  themes have to our recent past and present international preoccupations”;5 a French dance company toured Broadway with an expressionist ballet pitting Conrad against Marcel Duchamp;6 and Francis  Ford Coppola’s Apocalypse Now, Redux,  a film modeled on Conrad’s  Heart of Darkness, was released on DVD and video. In July 2002, Marcus Bleasdale was featured in the Sunday London  Times for his book  exposing contemporary political abuses in the Congo, which he does  by juxtaposing original black-and-white photos of his journey upriver  with extensive captions and quotations from Heart of Darkness. 7 In August 2002, Polish minister of culture Zdzislaw Najder delivered an address in Vancouver describing Conrad as the first novelist to write  from beyond the provincial egotism of a specific country or territory,  and Daphna Erdinast-Vulcan, a professor at the University of Haifa,  delivered another concerning the meaning of Heart of Darkness for  those who find themselves at the heart of present Israeli-Palestinian  hostilities. 8 And all the while, the usual wheels and pinions of literary  dissemination kept pace: four full editions of Conrad’s works continue  their reissue by major presses; three international conferences specifically devoted to the study of Conrad have taken place in three different countries (England, Canada, and France) during the past summer  alone; and no fewer than three volumes of writings are presently in the  works addressing Conrad’s “meaning” at the dawn of the twenty-first  century.
All of this is quite a victory for a novelist whose star has faded noticeably over the past twenty-five years: the casualty, strangely enough,  of the same intense political topicality of his fiction that now seems to  be fueling its resurrection.9 This is not the first time, however, that  Conrad has risen suddenly from the ashes. Indeed, Conrad’s legacy  throughout the twentieth century has been one of shooting luminously and summarily into view at precisely those moments—the rise  of World War I; the onset of World War II; the emergence of the 1960s  and the Vietnam War; now—when the world has found itself on the  verge of the gravest questions concerning its order and constitution.  Victory (1915) has a special place in this narrative of rises and falls, for  it more than any other novel is responsible for Conrad winking into   broad public view in the first place. Finished just before and published  shortly after the assassination of Archduke Ferdinand of Austria, the  inaugural event of the First World War, Victory quickly became the  most popular, the most profitable, and, in its own way, the most controversial of all Conrad’s novels. Though not the first Conrad text to  be commercially successful with the public, it was the book that first  genuinely cleared space for Conrad in the wider public imagination. It  is the book that first allowed Conrad to become popularly produced as  a “master” literary figure, the book that first enabled Conrad to become “one of us” in a way that transcends elitist boundaries frequently  associated with “art.” And if there is a particular reason to be interested in Victory at the present moment, it is this: that the novel may  very well be—like an eclipse or a certain phase of the moon—specially  visible now, and only for a fleeting moment, as the planets seem realigned and space seems to be clearing in the public imagination for  Conrad once again.
When Conrad wrote Henry S. Canby, the literary editor of the New  York  Evening Post, shortly before his death that of all his novels Victory   was the one “of which the appreciation of the public has given me the  most pleasure,”10 at least part of what he meant was that Victory was the  novel which most helped the public to appreciate him. Prior to April  1912, when Conrad first sat down to write Victory,  his situation with respect to the world’s reading publics was doubly grim. On the one hand,  Conrad—born Józef Teodor Konrad Nalecz Korzeniowski, early exiled from his native Poland to Russia, and then, after the death of his  parents, spending the better part of his younger manhood sailing on  various merchant marine ships to places as diverse as the Malay Archipelago, India, Australia, South and West Africa, and the Caribbean—  who began his published career as a writer at age thirty-eight, had  already spent the previous seventeen years composing most of the  works now recognized as his “greatest”: among them, The Nigger of the  “Narcissus” (1897),  Heart of Darkness (1899), Lord Jim (1900), Nostromo  (1904),  The Mirror of the Sea (1906), The Secret Agent (1907), “The Secret Sharer” (1910), and Under Western Eyes (1911). Conrad was faced,  hence, with the unnerving prospect that his best work lay in the past.  But what was even worse was that during those seventeen years, Conrad had fallen painfully short of the mark in establishing a reading  public wide enough to pay off his enormous debts and to sustain himself and his family. Despite winning the intense loyalties of many private admirers and publishers, Conrad had experienced general disaster  in the marketplace. Sales were so poor that just four years before, Conrad, at age fifty-one and with a wife and two children to support, had  received less than five pounds in royalties from the entirety of his thirteen published works.11 These dismal numbers did not change significantly with the publication of Under Western Eyes.
One may readily imagine, hence, what was on Conrad’s mind when  he began Victory under the working title “Dollars”;12 yet felicitously  enough—or rather, inevitably, given extraordinary marketing energies  put forth by three prominent Americans (publisher George Doran;  editor Alfred Knopf; and critic Henry Louis Mencken)—the birth and  growth of Victory coincided with a remarkable smile of fortune: the  stunning popular and commercial successes of two new Conrad titles,   Twixt Land and Sea (1912) and Chance (1913). One cannot underestimate the impact that having this kind of success had on the simultaneous composition of Victory. Chance in particular sold especially well  and opened up crucial space in the public imagination for Conrad—as  not merely a “sea” writer or simply an avant-garde experimentalist,  but rather an author and object of general reference and reverence: a  central and iconic “master” literary figure. It was unquestionably Victory, however, that cemented and solidified Conrad’s newfound centrality with a breadth and to a degree that Chance—a novel which,  beyond the marketing, is actually so abstruse that it put no less than  Henry James off—never really could. 13 If there were three thousand  copies made in the first British printing of Chance, there were eight  thousand made in the first British and ten thousand made in the first  American printings of Victory. Victory  went through five British printings in its first year alone, and by the time of Conrad’s death in 1924, it  was in its eighteenth edition in England and its sixteenth edition in  America. Between 1917 and 1939, the novel was also published in  Canada and translated into Dutch, French, German, Italian, Polish,  Spanish, and (possibly) Croatian.14 In 1919, it was adapted to the stage  and had an amazingly successful run in London, which lasted over  three months.15 Between 1919 and 1931 alone, there were seven film   versions made of Victory in five different languages, a truly extraordinary feat in any era, but especially one in which film had just been  invented.16 The novel was so commercially successful that its publication quickly enabled Conrad to pay off his large debts; it became   an integral part of regularly reissued collected editions of Conrad’s  works, and probably had its most important audiential effect in galvanizing a public readership around Conrad and steering readers to  other Conrad texts; it was the novel most discussed in the period’s endless journalistic contemplations of Conrad; it was the one text from  which Conrad read publicly when he visited the United States for the  first and only time in his life in May 1923; and in April 1923, when  Conrad appeared on the cover of Time magazine and was described as  “probably the most exalted figure in contemporary English letters,”17  there was little question that this  victory was significantly a function of  Victory.
The novel, in short, was every bit the triumph its title suggests. Yet  as one might expect, Victory’s very popularity quickly proved, especially in critical circles, something of a double-edged sword. True,  from the beginning Victory has had its long list of adamant and prominent admirers: people whose superlative assessments of the novel  matched its broad currents of public success rather than questioning  or resisting them. As early as 1941, Muriel C. Bradbrook, a noted  Elizabethan scholar and the first woman to hold a chair in English at  Cambridge University, wrote of the novel and its two principal characters: “Heyst and Lena symbolize all that Conrad approved of—the  power of rectitude and the power of love. . . . They stand for humanity  at large, betrayed to evil, but uncorrupted, and in pathos and dignity  their fate cannot be matched in all Conrad’s work.” 18 In a similar vein,  F. R. Leavis, in his important and influential work The Great Tradition  (1948), praises the “victory” in Conrad’s novel as “a victory over skepticism, a victory of life” and strongly affirms Victory’s central place in  “representing [Conrad’s] claim to classical standing.”19 Jocelyn Baines,  Conrad’s first serious biographer (1961), maintains that “Heyst is perhaps the most interesting, and certainly the most complex, character  that Conrad created”; John A. Palmer, an early champion of the novel’s  symbolic complexity (1968), declares Victory “the culmination of Conrad’s creative growth”; Bob Dylan liked Victory enough to include a   picture of Conrad on the back of Desire (1975) and to write a song for  that album named, after the port featured in the novel, “Black Diamond Bay”; and to this day, it is probably fair to say that the most interesting and original criticism written on Victory—by contemporary  critics including William S. Bonney, Daphna Erdinast-Vulcan, Robert  Hampson, Suresh Raval, Terry Collits, and Daniel Schwarz—all comes  from critics who recognize in it great aesthetic or intellectual value.20
But there is a strong tradition—so strong, in fact, that one gets the  feeling that even in this day it still has the upper hand, if not by words  then by disseminated silence—that comes from precisely the opposite  point of view. In this view, Victory is not only not  one of Conrad’s great  novels, it may not even be a good one—and this precisely because  what’s “popular” about it as a matter of its materials and reception history is suspect about it as a matter of “literary” quality. When Victory  came out in 1915, no less than H. L. Mencken, a critic so partial to  Conrad that he once said in perfect sincerity that one Lord Jim was  worth all the children born in Trenton, New Jersey, since the Spanish  Civil War, moderated his praise for Victory as the beginning of “a new  order of adventure fiction” with certain “artistic” reservations,21 while  William Lyon Phelps, a professor of English at Yale, worried a bit  more explicitly: “The story Victory reads as though it were intended to  gain for its author a wider audience, as though he had tried to write in  a ‘popular’ manner. Despite many fine passages of description, it is  poor stuff, and its author should be ashamed of Mr. Jones, who belongs  to cheap melodrama.”22 Such criticism became more severe with the  advent of the “new Conradism” of the 1950s and early sixties. In 1952,  Douglas Hewitt advanced the first extended case against Victory: as a  vastly overrated novel deeply compromised by “flaws of vague rhetoric [and] sentimentality” and a general “discrepancy” between the extractable themes of the novel and “the actual effect which the book has  on us.”23 In 1957, Thomas C. Moser, Sr., in a book so influential that   it continues to structure debates on tastes in Conrad to this day, extended this argument in even more forceful terms, asking of Victory  and related “late” Conrad works: “How can a writer as complex and  profound as Conrad have written these stories? Their stock characters  belong in the romantic melodramas of inferior magazines, as do their  conventional love-trysts, and their pernicious sentimental ‘message.’   Can a writer suddenly stop writing serious books and begin to turn   out work indistinguishable from popular trash?”24 And in 1958, Albert  Guerard, a critic whose writings demonstrate an exceptional capacity  to repay rereading decade after decade, hit the nail on the head by assaulting Victory in a fashion that makes clear the intense correlation  between his distaste for the novel and its “popular” appeal and accessibility to virtually everyone else:
The gross over-evaluation of Victory is of such long standing that it will  not be easily corrected. Victory is Conrad for the high schools and the  motion pictures, the easiest and generically the most popular of the  novels. And the easiest, incidentally, for the teacher or critic blocking  out themes, plot lines, symbols. The position of F. R. Leavis—that  Victory is inferior to Nostromo yet “among those of Conrad’s works which  deserve to be current as representing his claim to classical standing”—  is presumably the common one. But the novel is very badly written and  very roughly imagined. . . . [It] is one of the worst novels for which high  claims have ever been made by critics of high standing. 25
Whether one agrees or disagrees with Guerard’s ultimate opinion  of the novel, what the language and logic of his argument make clear  is that “literary” quality is, in his view, significantly a function of social  exclusivity: i.e., whom a novel keeps out. Because Victory,  he is saying,  is a book capable of appealing to those in “high schools” and to people  who like movies; because it is useful to “the teacher” (one gets the feeling that “the professor” does not, or should not, fall into this category)  or the formulaic “critic” who is invested in explaining things to readers  and students; because, in short, Victory is accessible to people of “common” or “popular” or “gross” or “easy” but certainly not “high” training  or taste, we can be sure that Victory is not a good novel, and critics of  “high” standing, who have confused the necessary and absolute distinction between levels of training and taste, should be embarrassed that  they did. Put another way, Victory’s manifest and demonstrated capacity  to appeal to, eliminate social boundaries between, and be understood  by a broad spectrum of readers—men and women, adults and children,  upper and lower classes, people of different ethnic and national backgrounds, people of different degrees and types of education—is for   Guerard an index of aesthetic inferiority, whereas one might just as  easily conclude that with Victory something unusually noble, innovative, and socially progressive has taken place. But conversely: surely  Guerard—and Moser and Hewitt—are right to suggest that there is  something profoundly distasteful about a great writer capitulating to  (to the degree that this is what Conrad is doing) the most familiar and  normative terms of the status quo: replicating its most bland and stale  conventions and clichés; reproducing its most uninformed expectations and prejudices; trafficking in mass-produced, profit-driven formulae as if they were something else mysteriously called “art”; and all  in all, abdicating in what is arguably an artist’s fundamental duty to resist cant and, in Ralph Waldo Emerson’s memorable phrase, “enjoy an  original relation to the universe.” 26 How do we know, though, that  Guerard and Moser, as opposed to Bradbrook or Leavis, are right about  what Victory’s terms are and relation to the universe is? What if they’re  all wrong and Victory actually employs its “popular” elements in a spirit  of parody and critique? Would it, indeed, be possible to subvert and critique “popular” culture and beliefs without invoking and engaging  them in the first place? How, though, would one draw the line between  invoking something to parody it and recognizing that by invoking it  one has also reproduced, reinscribed, and perpetuated it? And by the  way: Does the mere fact that something is popular, and by extension  normative and not subversive (though is this always true?), necessarily  imply that it is pernicious or false or unimportant in its message?
These are the questions that present themselves to the reader of  Victory, and they are also the reasons why Victory is often considered  Conrad’s most controversial novel.27 Controversy, of course, is a word  that attaches readily to Conrad’s fiction generally; but there is an important difference between the kind of controversy foregrounded here  and the one at issue in, say, more famous debates concerning whether  or not Heart of Darkness is a racist text, or whether or to what degree  Lord Jim and Nostromo are invested in imperialist ideology. This difference is by no means that the issues or stakes of Victory are any less political, but rather that the political debates that concern it begin  earlier: at the level of the experience of the text itself. For when critics  discuss the politics of the other texts, they invariably do so in a fashion  that automatically cedes to those texts the one assumption  Victory  never does: the unquestioned status of the text in question as a work    of “art.” The effect of this kind of assumption is to take the politics of  literary affect off the table: to make it seem as if we all “know” art pursuant to the same terms, and to remove from view the different political factors that implicate whether and how we experience something  as a work of art in the first place. These, in turn, are precisely the set of  assumptions that Victory vigorously challenges, forcing the reader at  every step in the reading process—as one bounces back and forth between questions of whether or not this text is “working” for one, what  this might imply about its status as a piece of literature, what the terms  of a text counting as a piece of literature might be, and what all of  these questions imply about one’s identity as a person, place in the  world, and relationship to other readers—to become aware that the  experience of art itself is profoundly determined by political factors:   the vital origin of rather than an escapist prelude to the text’s “serious”  political issues.
It is in this way that even the most contemporary reader of  Victory  finds herself pulled back into the oldest and most foundational debates  concerning the novel’s greatness and literary quality. One of the great  privileges of reading Victory, moreover, is that each person gets to ask,  and ultimately has to answer, these questions for herself. The element  of hyperbole and bombast which tends to creep into critical discussions of Victory—on both sides, as we have seen—is ironically a function not of supreme critical confidence but rather the desperation with  which critics feel, in the unusual instance of Victory, that they are beholden to and need to make their case to you. There is something unusually democratic about Victory, in other words—something that  makes readers more powerful and broadly important than is usually  the case. And though each reader must decide for herself both the  quality of the novel and the terms in which this judgment is advanced,  I believe that  Victory’s claims to greatness lie precisely in a new and  revolutionary  poetics of democracy upon which it is premised. It is this  subject to which we turn now, and with reference to which so many of  the novel’s major characters, themes, sources, and contemporary implications are readily introduced.
Ian Watt begins one of the most important essays ever written on Conrad on the following note: “The position of Joseph Conrad (1857–1924)  among his great contemporaries is unique in at least three respects.   First, he has a much more varied audience: one finds his admirers not  only in academic and literary circles, but among all stations of life.” 28  This “popular” result with respect to audience was very much in accord with Conrad’s philosophy as a writer. Whereas many modernist  authors sought to cultivate elite cliques of readership and to appeal to  readers of select sensibility and background, Conrad insisted, as he  frames the matter most famously in the Preface to The Nigger of the  “Narcissus,”  that the artist makes his appeal “to the latent feeling of fellowship  with all creation—and to the subtle but invincible conviction of  solidarity that knits together the loneliness of innumerable hearts  . . .  which binds men to each other, which binds together all humanity.” 29 It  was for this very reason that the wide public embrace of  Chance was especially gratifying to Conrad. As he explains in the Author’s Note to  that novel: “This gave me a considerable amount of pleasure, because  what I always feared most was drifting unconsciously into the position  of a writer for a limited coterie; a position which would have been odious to me as throwing a doubt on the soundness of my belief in the  solidarity of all mankind in simple ideas and sincere emotions.”30 Indeed, Conrad, though arguably the inventor or at least progenitor of  the complex distortions and convolutions that would come to typify  the selective Anglo-American modernist novel, was positively resolute  in his view that the purpose of writing was to appeal, democratically,  to all types and manners of person, however “varied” in background,  however “simple” in disposition. As he emphasized in an important  letter written to his American publisher F. N. Doubleday in 1918:
I am sufficient of a democrat to detest the idea of being a writer of any   “coterie” of some small self-appointed aristocracy in the vast domain   of art or letters. As a matter of feeling—not as a matter of art or  business—I want to be read by many eyes and all kinds of them, at that.  I pride myself that there is no sentence in my writing,either thought or image,  that is not accessible, I won’t say to the meanest intelligence (meanness is a matter of temperament rather) but to the simplest intelligence that is aware at all of  the world in which we live.31
These words should give pause to any automatic inclination to assume that Victory’s popularity as a matter of historical fact necessarily   implies the inferiority of the novel’s aesthetic quality or motivating impulses. True, the novel clearly sets out, as did Homer, Shakespeare, and Whitman, to cultivate a general audience: its love plot,  melodramatic villains, and desert island motif all derive from popular  entertainment; its broad, panoramic scenes are meant to encourage  precisely the many popular cinematic adaptations of the novel that actually happened; the continual trail of allusions to Charles Dickens  (from the novel’s very first paragraph) demonstrates a motivating desire  to be as popular as Dickens; the commercial map put out by Heyst’s  company that projects “lines of influence” (p. 19) across the world  seems possibly a displaced expression of Conrad’s ambitions as a  writer at that moment, and is certainly quite close to the genuine map  depicting the trail of Conrad’s works that appeared on the endpapers  of the first American edition of Victory (see map on pages lviii–lix);  and all in all, it cannot be overlooked that the plot of Victory turns on  the very commercial puzzle, prospect, and premise that Conrad knew  he was facing in writing the novel: i.e., any “treasure” in this story—or  not?32 But Conrad, one is tempted to say, is the kind of writer who  could not write a simply “popular” novel if he tried. And even more,  what we learn from the above is that there is something crucially and  nobly at stake for Conrad in being popular: that “matter[s] of art or  business” to the side, his writings would be false to their social premises, to their sense of the fundamental equality and solidarity of all  human beings regardless of apparent difference, were he not able to  write in a democratic idiom and medium capable of reaching the  widest spectrum of audience possible. It is not a matter of lowering  oneself to the “simplest intelligence” in the audience, but rather, as  anyone who has ever taught a class to students of differing levels of  abilities and background will be able to appreciate, of making sure  that all levels of intelligence and experience are being somehow included: i.e., that as a matter of material as well as idiom, the story is  being told in a way to accommodate and offer some foothold of accessibility to all, some way in which the story can resonate for even the  most “simple” in the audience—even if a great number of conceptual  complexities are beyond their reach for the moment.
Enter Captain Davidson: the simple, sympathetic, yet hopelessly  facile and impercipient Master of the Sissie, who spends the better part   of Victory sailing back and forth past Heyst’s island, thinking and worrying about and attempting to read Heyst (which is hard, because  Heyst “was not a signalling sort of man” [p. 43]), and who is routinely  abused by critics for his “dull” and “preposterous” inclusion in the  novel in the first place.33 The antithesis of Lord Jim’s Marlow, that most  subtle and speculatively spectacular of all Conrad’s narrators, simple  Davidson seems an odd and unpromising choice to be entrusted with  significant portions of Victory’s narrative duties. Moreover, given his  virtual disappearance during the second half of the novel, one has to  wonder why Conrad goes to such great trouble—defying all standards  of verisimilitude, all plausible explanations of why and how this  should happen—to make the lackluster Davidson miraculously reappear at the crucial moment on Heyst’s island at the end of the novel.  To put the matter this way, however, is to hold Victory to the standards  of a “realist” novel, which it is not and never sets out to be. Even more,  it is to attempt to account for the mystery of simple Davidson by looking purely inside the text, when the answers may lie outside—in the  relation between Conrad and his imagined reader.34 For Davidson, I  would suggest, is a figure of the common-denominator, “democratic”  reader that Conrad has been imagining all along—and with special,  exceptionally self-conscious urgency at the moment he was composing the popular Victory. By having a character of “simplest intelligence” like Davidson serve as one of his narrators, Conrad may lose  the immediate psychological and philosophical pyrotechnics of a Marlow, but what he gains is a world of psychological, philosophical, and  cultural sophistication to which all manner of readers—regardless of  intelligence, available leisure time, experience, or background—have  some means of access. Likewise, in having Davidson appear miraculously at the novel’s end, as a kind of witness and reader who is both  viscerally drawn to Heyst’s story and hopelessly incapable of interpreting the nuances of its meaning, Conrad is expressing, in terms that  have nothing to do with realism, the ultimate fantasy of writer-reader  relations that underlies all of Conrad’s fiction: that even if you have  not understood a single word I have said, even if our backgrounds and  training and genders and experiences and temperaments are so diverse  as to preclude true intellectual comprehension, I may still reach you  through the pathos of my experiences as a human being, and you will    demonstrate this by showing up for me, sympathetically feeling for  and with me, even when we cannot possibly truly comprehend one another. This is what it means for Davidson to “show up” for Heyst at the  end of the novel; this “showing up” is, in fact, probably the only genuine “victory” that happens at the end of the novel; and what is ultimately at stake in it is the prospect of a large, democratic, public  readership being reached by and showing up for Joseph Conrad.
This is, of course, exactly what happened; and to frame the matter  this way is to begin to understand Victory as the crucial moment in  Conrad’s literary career when the principles and presumptions of democracy that had informed it all along became put into artistic action.  Simply put, whereas before Victory a fundamentally

OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_004_r1.jpg
AT LA

¢

fadanroniss WS

frarenen

{
$osoike
A4

E TR

\NY
A

et Rene oo

in the Nigger of the “Narcssus’

R ojp &,
B e o

gt

/
: J

o
“"Qe:/”u fold in Chance

w - @






OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_002_r1.jpg
JosepH CONRAD

VICTORY

AN [SLAND TALE

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes,
by Peter Lancelot Mallios

-

A

THE MODERN LIBRARY

NEW YORK





OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_003_r1.jpg
ST,

o g

vy

sySieret
B
) AUSTR\LIA
i 4”






OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_005_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_001_r1.jpg
g,

%
vaxino 4
wax \
vaava

oany
caarnon s

oot

wes10 sif1rva

g aoms

g gines

satdar

wrsso weipur

pr—

e war

BoavoNs
e

VNI
Namonavy

R

v






OPS/images/Conr_9780307432841_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
MODERN

LIBRARY






