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Fourth Year

The Portrait of a Lady
by Henry James
· Today’s lecture will discuss two important aspects in the novel: The limited point of view and pathos.
· The position or angle from which the events of the story or the characters seem to be observed and presented to us:
· The third person narrator would be omniscient and all knowing, and he doesn’t speak of himself as I. He foreshows unrestricted knowledge of the story’s events; knows everything in the novel. Therefore the characters in the novel are not omniscient. Another type of third person narrator confines our knowledge of events by observing a single character or a small group of characters. This third person narrator has a limited point of view. Today we will talk about the limited third person narrator. 
· The other type of narrators is who presents his own points of view; maybe the first or the second person narrator.  The first person narrator would not reveal the entire events of the story; he says I, and is a character in the novel. Once the first person narrator is a character in the novel he is limited. His point of view would be restricted to his knowledge and partial experience is partial and therefore he will not give us full access to the points of view of other characters. 
· For example on the limited third person narrator, in Chapter 19 in the novel, Mrs. Touchett is speaking about Madam Merle: 
"You mustn't think it strange her remaining here at such a time as this, when Mr. Touchett's passing away," that gentleman's wife remarked to her niece. "She is incapable of a mistake; he's the most tactful woman I know. It's a favour to me that she stays; she's putting off a lot of visits at great houses," lf was in England her social value sank two or three degrees in the scale. "She has her pick of places; she's not in want of a shelter. But I've asked her to put in this time because I wish you to know her. I think it will be a good thing for you. Serena Merle hasn't a fault."
· Mrs. Touchett is the second type of third person narrator whose point of view is restricted and limited. She says that Madam Merle is incapable of making a mistake because Mrs. Touchett has a limited knowledge of the characters; she is a character. On the other hand, the omniscient narrator cannot say that Madam Merle is incapable of doing any mistake because she is capable of making a mistake since she is going to deceive Isabel. Mrs. Touchett is mistaken because she has a limited point of view. So, Mrs. Touchett is a limited third person narrator. 
· She also says about Madam Merle: She's one of the most brilliant women in Europe." Isabel seems to be more perceptive than her aunt; she understands that Madam Merle has faults. She tells Mrs. Touchett that she doesn’t like her description because it is too general and too simple and exaggerating. This is true because Madam Merle will prove to be a bad woman: 
"I like her better than I like your description of her," Isabel persisted in saying.

"Do you flatter yourself that you'll ever feel her open to criticism? I hope you'll let me know when you do."
"That will be cruel--to you," said Isabel.
"You needn't mind me. You won't discover a fault in her."
"Perhaps not. But I dare say I shan't miss it."
"She knows absolutely everything on earth there is to know," said Mrs. Touchett.
· Mrs. Touchett tells Isabel that she’ll never find a fault in Madame; she is so convinced that Madame Merle is a perfect woman and a very smart person. 
· Another example of the limited point of view, in Chapter 39, page 364, seven or six pages from the beginning, two pages from the beginning of the long paragraph: 
To surround his interior with a sort of invidious sanctity, to tantalise society with a sense of exclusion, to make people believe his house was different from every other, to impart to the face that he presented to the world a cold originality--this was the ingenious effort of the personage to whom Isabel had attributed a superior morality. "He works with superior material," Ralph said to himself; "it's rich abundance compared with his former resources." Ralph was a clever man; but Ralph had never--to his own sense--been so clever as when he observed, in petto, that under the guise of caring only for intrinsic values Osmond lived exclusively for the world.
· The narrator is speaking about Osmond saying that he always tried to give people the impression that he is real artist. The speaker here is not a character; it is an omniscient narrator because we are told about the characters. Now Ralph will speak about Osmond from his own point of view in "it's rich abundance compared with his former resources."
The omniscient narrator speaks again: Far from being its master as he pretended to be, he was its very humble servant, and the degree of its attention was his only measure of success. He lived with his eye on it from morning till night, and the world was so stupid it never suspected the trick….
· The omniscient narrator here knows about Ralph and about Osmond. We should trust the knowledge of the omniscient narrator because he knows what is hidden, whereas the limited character knows only as much as anyone. 
Ralph had never met a man who lived so much in the land of consideration. His tastes, his studies, his accomplishments, his collections, were all for a purpose… His solitude, his ennui, his love for his daughter, his good manners, his bad manners, were so many features of a mental image constantly present to him as a model of impertinence and mystification. It had made him feel great, ever, to play the world a trick. The thing he had done in his life most directly to please himself was his marrying Miss Archer; though in this case indeed the gullible world was in a manner embodied in poor Isabel, who had been mystified to the top of her bent.
· Here the omniscient narrator is speaking about Osmond from the point of view of Ralph. So, we know about characters through the narrator; sometimes through the omniscient narrator and sometimes through the limited one. Thus, we understand Osmond from the point of view of Ralph through the words of the Omniscient narrator. 
· Now we will see other parts where the writer uses pathos: 
· Pathos is the emotionally moving quality or power of a literary work or particular passages within it, appealing, especially, to our feelings of sorrow, pity and compassion (sympathy). For example, in Romeo and Juliet, everything was ready for the wedding, but when they went away to see Juliet they found that she is dead; so they carried her and put her in a coffin. We see the flowers put on Juliet rather than carried by her; so we have a pathetic scene. 
· The novel, The Portrait of a Lady, started with a pathetic scene as we see in Chapter 54, the chapter before the last. We see life as a sad story or a sad journey that started with the coming of Isabel to the house of the Touchetts and ends with Isabel leaving the Touchetts. It is a journey that starts with death, sickness, with a cry and a pathetic scene. When Isabel came to the house Mrs. Touchett was lame. Isabel is Mrs. Osmond now: 
Isabel's arrival at Gardencourt on this second occasion was even quieter than it had been on the first. Ralph Touchett kept but a small household, and to the new servants Mrs. Osmond was a stranger; so that instead of being conducted to her own apartment she was coldly shown into the drawing-room and left to wait while her name was carried up to her aunt. She waited a long time; Mrs. Touchett appeared in no hurry to come to her. She grew impatient at last; she grew nervous and scared--as scared as if the objects about her had begun to show for conscious things, watching her trouble with grotesque grimaces. The day was dark and cold; the dusk was thick in the corners of the wide brown rooms. The house was perfectly still--with a stillness that Isabel remembered; it had filled all the place for days before the death of her uncle.
· The story ends with death because in this scene Ralph is going to die. So, this is life; we are strangers on this earth. The writer uses the weather to add to the pathos “The day was dark and cold; the
dusk was thick in the corners of the wide brown rooms.”. This intensifies our sense of pathos. The writer uses certain words to emphasize our sense of pathos (dark, cold, dusk, brown, still, stillness, death). The writer uses the weather to add to the sense of pathos. The word (dusk) here refers to the end of the day, which reminds us with the end of life. It is an invitation to live our day and enjoy our time and have fun as long as we’re living; the name (Touchett) indicates the touch of life.  
"He lies with his eyes closed; he doesn't move. But I'm not sure that it's always sleep."
"Will he see me? Can he speak to me?"
Mrs. Touchett declined the office of saying. "You can try him," was the limit of her extravagance. And then she offered to conduct Isabel to her room. "I thought they had taken you there; but it's not my house, it's Ralph's; and I don't know what they do. They must at least have taken your luggage; I don't suppose you've brought much. Not that I care, however. I believe they've given you the same room you had before; when Ralph heard you were coming he said you must have that one."

· It is a pathetic scene where we feel sorry for Isabel because Ralph was a great support to her; he donated to her 70,000 pounds before. But that’s not only why Isabel is sorry for Ralph. Isabel didn’t care much about money because she thought of donating a good part of her money to orphanages. Isabel was so affected by Ralph because he admitted his love to her. 
"Did he say anything else?"
"Ah, my dear, he doesn't chatter as he used!" cried Mrs. Touchett as she preceded her niece up the staircase.
It was the same room, and something told Isabel it had not been slept in since she occupied it. Her luggage was there and was not voluminous; Mrs. Touchett sat down a moment with her eyes upon it. "Is there really no hope?" our young woman asked as she stood before her.       
"None whatever. There never has been. It has not been a successful life."

"No--it has only been a beautiful one." Isabel found herself already contradicting her aunt; she was irritated by her dryness.

· This scene is described by some critics as one of the most important pathetic scenes in modern novel; it is very emotional. Mrs. Touchett says that “It has not been a successful life” because they had been touching life. 
"I could have told him he wouldn't. I don't call that crowing over YOU," Mrs. Touchett added. "Do you still like Serena Merle?" she went on.

"Not as I once did. But it doesn't matter, for she's going to America."

· We know now that Isabel had been told that Madame Merle is a bad person and that Pansy is not an orphan girl and she is the daughter of Madame Merle. 
It was not till the evening that she was able to see Ralph. He had been dozing all day; at least he had been lying unconscious. The doctor was there, but after a while went away--the local doctor, who had attended his father and whom Ralph liked. He came three or four times a day; he was deeply interested in his patient… On the day of Isabel's arrival Ralph gave no sign, as I have related, for many hours; but toward evening he raised himself and said he knew that she had come.
… Isabel came in and sat by his bed in the dim light; there was only a shaded candle in a corner of the room. She told the nurse she might go--she herself would sit with him for the rest of the evening. He had opened his eyes and recognised her, and had moved his hand, which lay helpless beside him, so that she might take it. But he was unable to speak; he closed his eyes again and remained perfectly still, only keeping her hand in his own.

She sat with him a long time-- till the nurse came back; but he gave no further sign. He might have passed away while she looked at him; he was already the figure and pattern of death. She had thought him far gone in Rome, and this was worse; there was but one change possible now. There was a strange tranquillity in his face; it was as still as the lid of a box… If she had come simply to wait she found ample occasion, for he lay three days in a kind of grateful silence. He recognised her and at moments seemed to wish to speak; but he found no voice. Then he closed his eyes again, as if he too were waiting for something--for something that certainly would come. (they were waiting for death) 
… She had a constant fear; she thought it possible her husband would write to her. But he remained silent, and she only got a letter from Florence and from the Countess Gemini. Ralph, however, spoke at last--on the evening of the third day.

· We notice that the writer uses specific word to intensify the sense of pathos in this chapter of the novel. Isabel feared that her husband is going to be angry because he prevented her from going to visit Ralph. 
· On page 497, Chapter 51, Isabel is speaking to Countess Gemini, Osmond’s sister:
 Isabel glanced at the title of the volume she held out, but without reading or understanding it. "I'm afraid I can't advise you. I've had bad news. My cousin, Ralph Touchett, is dying."
… "I'm sure then he has been odious!" the Countess cried. "Did he say he was glad poor Mr. Touchett's dying?"
"He said it's impossible I should go to England."
The Countess's mind, when her interests were concerned, was agile; she already foresaw the extinction of any further brightness in her visit to Rome. Ralph Touchett would die, Isabel would go into mourning, and then there would be no more dinner-parties.

…

When I discovered, ten years ago, that my husband's dearest wish was to make me miserable--of late he has simply let me alone --ah, it was a wonderful simplification! My poor Isabel, you're not simple enough."

…

But if you have, all I can say is that I understand still less why you shouldn't do as you like."

· Osmond told Isabel that she is not going home. Countess Gemini knew that there would be no more dinner parties if Ralph died because he was Isabel’s cousin. The Countess here is encouraging Isabel to leave Osmond and get away. However, Isabel is going to be a committed wife. 
·  Back to Chapter 54:

He had opened his eyes and recognised her, and had moved his hand, which lay helpless beside him, so that she might take it. But he was unable to speak; he closed his eyes again and remained perfectly still, only keeping her hand in his own.
She sat with him a long time-- till the nurse came back; but he gave no further sign. He might have passed away while she looked at him; he was already the figure and pattern of death. … If she had come simply to wait she found ample occasion, for he lay three days in a kind of grateful silence. He recognised her and at moments seemed to wish to speak; but he found no voice. Then he closed his eyes again, as if he too were waiting for something--for something that certainly would come.
· We feel sorry for the man when she touches his hand as a matter of calming him down. Ralph was so grateful to Isabel; he loved her and confessed his love to her. We know that she was going to express her love to him; but their two loves were different. Ralph loved Isabel as a man loves a woman but she loved him out of sympathy. She felt him as inferior to her; he would have married her if he were strong enough. So, Isabel loved Ralph a different kind of love. At the end of the novel Isabel says something that indicates the nature of her love for Ralph, which was different from his emotional love: "Oh my brother!" she cried with a movement of still deeper prostration.
… She had a constant fear; she thought it possible her husband would write to her. But he remained silent, and she only got a letter from Florence and from the Countess Gemini. Ralph, however, spoke at last--on the evening of the third day.
"I feel better to-night," he murmured, abruptly, in the soundless dimness of her vigil; "I think I can say something." She sank upon her knees beside his pillow; took his thin hand in her own; begged him not to make an effort--not to tire himself… When he ceased he lay with his face turned to Isabel and his large unwinking eyes open into her own. "It was very good of you to come," he went on. "I thought you would; but I wasn't sure."

"I was not sure either till I came," said Isabel.
"You've been like an angel beside my bed. You know they talk about the angel of death. It's the most beautiful of all. You've been like that; as if you were waiting for me."

"I was not waiting for your death; I was waiting for--for this. This is not death, dear Ralph." (I was waiting for your recovery)
But now I'm of no use but to give it to others. With me it's all over." And then he paused. Isabel bowed her head further, till it rested on the two hands that were clasped upon his own. She couldn't see him now; but his far-away voice was close to her ear. "Isabel," he went on suddenly, "I wish it were over for you." She answered nothing; she had burst into sobs; she remained so, with her buried face. He lay silent, listening to her sobs; at last he gave a long groan. "Ah, what is it you have done for me?"
… "You did something once--you know it. O Ralph, you've been everything! What have I done for you--what can I do to-day? I would die if you could live. But I don't wish you to live; I would die myself, not to lose you." Her voice was as broken as his own and full of tears and anguish.

"You won't lose me--you'll keep me. Keep me in your heart; I shall be nearer to you than I've ever been. Dear Isabel, life is better; for in life there's love. Death is good--but there's no love."

"I never thanked you--I never spoke--I never was what I should be!" Isabel went on. She felt a passionate need to cry out and accuse herself, to let her sorrow possess her. All her troubles, for the moment, became single and melted together into this present pain. "What must you have thought of me? Yet how could I know? I never knew, and I only know to-day because there are people less stupid than I."

· Everything was still and everybody was waiting. We notice that this is a kind of overstatement in “begged him not to make an effort--not to tire himself.” Isabel was honest, but she was still the kind of girl that fakes emotions. This is so much a pathetic scene where the writer is using every means to support and intensify the sense of pathos. 
· Ralph says that when someone dies others feel alive. He says he wish he were dead before she came so that she would not feel sorry for him. We notice that her sentences are overstatements not displaying strong emotions, as in “I would die if you could live. But I don't wish you to live; I would die myself, not to lose you”. Her emotions are obviously much stronger than Ralph and this is logical; she felt that she might be the cause of his death since she left him and married Osmond. She feels self blame and remorse because she thought that the money he gave her was the curse. 
· We feel sorry for Isabel and for Ralph and this is why the chapter is superbly emotional. 
"Don't mind people," said Ralph. "I think I'm glad to leave people."
She raised her head and her clasped hands; she seemed for a moment to pray to him. "Is it true--is it true?" she asked.
"True that you've been stupid? Oh no," said Ralph with a sensible intention of wit.
"That you made me rich--that all I have is yours?"
He turned away his head, and for some time said nothing. Then at last: "Ah, don't speak of that--that was not happy." Slowly he moved his face toward her again, and they once more saw each other. "But for that--but for that--!" And he paused. "I believe I ruined you," he wailed.
· Ralph tells Isabel that what he gave her did not make her happy. Ralph’s "I believe I ruined you,” is a very short line, but so active and important; it introduces the theme of money and business. 
She was full of the sense that he was beyond the reach of pain; he seemed already so little of this world. But even if she had not had it she would still have spoken, for nothing mattered now but the only knowledge that was not pure anguish--the knowledge
that they were looking at the truth together.
"He married me for the money," she said. She wished to say everything; she was afraid he might die before she had done so. He gazed at her a little, and for the first time his fixed eyes lowered their lids. But he raised them in a moment, and then, "He was greatly in love with you," he answered.
· This is the discovery and self-realization; she is a new person now. She wants to express her sorrow that she married Osmond. Isabel realizes now that Osmond married her for her the money. 
·  In this part Ralph speaks about the marriage trap and that he knew Osmond had evil in mind. Madam Merle wanted to marry Osmond’s daughter to her son and Osmond wanted to marry Isabel for the sake of her money: 
"I always understood," said Ralph.

"I thought you did, and I didn't like it. But now I like it."

"You don't hurt me--you make me very happy." And as Ralph said this there was an extraordinary gladness in his voice. She bent her head again, and pressed her lips to the back of his hand. "I always understood," he continued, "though it was so strange--so
pitiful. You wanted to look at life for yourself--but you were not allowed; you were punished for your wish. You were ground in the very mill of the conventional!"
"Oh yes, I've been punished," Isabel sobbed.

He listened to her a little, and then continued: "Was he very bad about your coming?"

"He made it very hard for me. But I don't care."

"It is all over then between you?"  (did you get divorce?)

"Oh no; I don't think anything's over."

"Are you going back to him ?" Ralph gasped.
"I should like to stay--as long as seems right."

"As seems right-- as seems right?" He repeated her words. "Yes, you think a great deal about that."
…

"I feel very old," said Isabel.

"You'll grow young again. That's how I see you. I don't believe-- I don't believe--" But he stopped again; his strength failed him.
She begged him to be quiet now. "We needn't speak to understand each other," she said.

"I don't believe that such a generous mistake as yours can hurt you for more than a little."

"Oh Ralph, I'm very happy now," she cried through her tears.

"And remember this," he continued, "that if you've been hated you've also been loved. Ah but, Isabel--ADORED!" he just audibly and lingeringly breathed. 

"Oh my brother!" she cried with a movement of still deeper prostration.
· Ralph says that he always understood that Isabel wanted see the world for herself. The writer indicates that we have to do our test and look at life for ourselves; the way to gain experience is to see the world. 
· In this passage also we notice a conflict between duty and desire. The writer indicates that it is duty that Isabel should abide by; she is going to go back to her husband, however, she will be different. She is going to have the upper hand in their relationship. She knew that Osmond was a cheater and a liar; however, she abides by duty. She indicates that it is her duty to stay by Ralph while he is sick, but it’s her duty also to go back to her husband. 
· We see in the end of the chapter the nature of their relationship; she considers him as a brother because she is now a wife. 
· In Chapter 55, the last chapter: 
… It was fairer than Ralph had ever been in life, and there was a strange resemblance to the face of his father, which, six years before, she had seen lying on the same pillow. She went to her aunt and put her arm around her; and Mrs. Touchett,… 
· The girl was affected by the death of Ralph than her mother; her mother was so old. 
· Goodwood knew she was miserable so he visited her. 
I came from London a while ago by the train, but I couldn't come here directly… I want to speak to you." Goodwood spoke very fast… I want to speak to you," he repeated; "I've
something particular to say. I don't want to trouble you--as I did the other day in Rome… 
Isabel suddenly got up. "You had no business to talk about me!"
You can't deceive me any more; for God's sake be honest with a man who's so honest with you. You're the most unhappy of women, and your husband's the deadliest of
fiends."

She turned on him as if he had struck her. "Are you mad?" she cried.
… Touchett knew all about it, and I knew it too--what it would cost you to come here.
It will have cost you your life? Say it will"--… "By inducing you to trust me. Now I 
know--to-day I know. Do you remember what I asked you in Rome? Then I was quite in the dark. But to-day I know on good authority; everything's clear to me
· Goodwood came to ask Isabel to marry him. Isabel is torn between love and duty. Isabel refuses his proposal. Isabel tells him that she will talk to him later, but she leaves to her husband. 
Again Miss Stackpole held him--with an intention of perfect kindness--in suspense. "She came here yesterday, and spent the night. But this morning she started for Rome."

· Isabel made her choice that she is going home. Whatever the cost is, we have to abide by duty and what is right. This is the end of Isabel’s experience. She is ready to sacrifice her love and her happiness for duty. 
End …[image: image1.png]
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