v—HLy b F370LD "$oH,

t K B F

Notes on Margaret Drabble’s The Needle’s Eye

Akiko SUMIMOTO

I

¥—=AVy b F3F 7N (Margaret Drabble) D A{E "$tD By (The Needle’s Eye, 1972)V
4%, Guardian DERFTFH-OBHEORHBEIL SV T1.000 ENOEXDTEYE L FET
Bolebvbh T2 FHIOERNESTHIEF I TALEZOBREY S LI LTELAL
HORBEHLERZBEL VL0, "$OBRIITEAR, » v X (Rose) &L HEETH
HEAR, 1€ (Simon) DAEXFHXBLT T4H) OHREBEHZHRYHE Z L ERLEE
OIETH B, HIREE, New Statesman (380 By B3TED B3 (A Summer Bird-Cage,
1963) 220> Ty (The Waterfall, 1969) ¥ TOHSO/NH LR, AEOEEHHGELY T
BELTWBZERESFHEL, koL >l Tuv5,

She is not concerned with the difficulties of being a woman but with the
difficuties of being good. And The Needle’s Eye is the best novel on this rarely
dealt-with subject since Middlemarch.?

fgto By XY a—2 =) 4y b (GeorgeEliot) ® T3 Fi~—53 (Middlemarch) LIk
BRALRY EFOhD Z LDeh o e EE T AEREEFH 2 RDBZ L DR, — cH v
ARFIETHHZ EHBDLET, T Fr=—5) LROREHIETHS, LIEHLELCD
BRI a—Y =4y VEBTAFNI AR E S TREOEEL 25, FF3 3
DBy DBEYR, Ta—Y ez Vdy FOGRREFKARIENF T TAOFH L FRADE
BRI DTHAD, Ya—Ce=2Vdy bR T FA~—F) BLED-T, B
T HREVCAER LB TI2BNEE Lol t MY, Y57 EEL X TTD
BHELDSCHABEBEOS ) ¥BEHELT "$to B ¥BET o0 LTI, ERELS
ATHEREZRD Z TR LT, BECTHRULERE L), HBEfEL S THEER
KOWTEZHSBAL LD TH S,

II

"By (The Millstone, 1965) % TE& DA =AY v &y (Jerusalem the Golden,1967) O
KETEENLSIALL DO TH AN, 0B X "<& 115, Ot is easier for a camel
to pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God.”7»>%
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LolzdDTHD, ZO—HOEEH pp.85, 91, 125, 220, 287 KK Tffibh, ~—+—V =
v DR 5 Fodiddidy dum’D ) X A LRU L D BREEARLEL VWS EEbh D, BE
FEtED, & TBARS, L HBENBEELTk), RECAMO LALBRICI>TW5
2,0 T80 By O TRy, & TR ) ATFLRCBEENR LA TS, ThTIIAEBIR— L
DESECERENRTHEh, BHEBRKOGHEBLTEELL L,
58D —#&‘The fascination of what’s difficult/Has dried the sap out of my veins, and
rent/Spontaneous joy and natural content/Out of my heart't3f = — > (Yeats) 2> b D 5|/
RTHbH, 4 =— Y05 AR TRCHE - FEOBRIE—EFRITHA 2, FF7rida—
A= (Coleman) & DRHEDFTRD X 5 IKFE-T W5,
She said that when she used those lines she had in mind not so much herself
as her characters, who all their lives had done what they ought to do and not
what they wanted to do, and so could no longer take any spontaneous joy in
doing anything. “On the other hand,” she says, “why the hell should we be able
to? Why should one have any natural content in life 7’
“ADEARDOREMBITRTZMIICER T ALDE LTS = — v O5|HARELA TS Z &
Mbohsh, ZADTEARDEMERI L LLOMEB LWL L5, BEOBRIHE - TITEIT 2
DT, HOLBEROLNLBEBOZRTRELLL S LT 5RBEBRAG I LS,
H4 = VOAEBYHRETLIORBERTH -7, RIRTHA EVIZDOWTOXERXY A £
VN THE DBEREERRE ZEROARTHHZ LR LTS,
I have a strong sense of obligation. It is on this sense of obligation that I have
conducted my whole life. It is very destructive of the emotions. Had I ever
trusted my emotions, I would have led a far less admirable existence, I can
assure you. (NE, p.113)
Tz, ‘obligation’ & ‘emotions’ A F M L 2BIRE IR TS,
Y, ROY A evOREL "B EBERLIYAEVORRYBZDLIENTED,
Suddenly, as he sat there talking about something quite different, he

-
—

thought, ‘I am embittered.’
And he knew that what he was, was precisely what the word meant, and
that it was what he was. When people described other people as embittered,
they were describing people like himself—embittered through failure, of one
kind or another, and bitterly resenting those more fortunate. (NE, p.18)
+ A4 23 AD = » 7 (Nick) & £ 4 7 7 (Diana) KEOFR T — 7 4 — Bk, &
DEEX LD TCHO O RED B, 1 € vid'embittered & W O HEFTEHRIAI TS, 3
B, A—E P LEEYBVTRIVESh TS, BRABEVOEBEX Y1 = v itlifT5 2L
FTEhw, FOk, Y4 EVOLIMELTLE - T3, ‘dry, dry as a bone’ (NE, p.19)
fenti, —F, ru XD AERFELLZCEAI T35, ‘It’s just so sad, that’s all. Life.” (NE,
pl74) s, m v A E Z Ls< ‘an air of sadness’ (NE, p.24) & U bt s, A
B IEMICTEI ERTWIRV D, TOBBROVWTRLhENZADBENELNT
WBRBTHENB LN ENS, r Y AORFIEB/LIK2Z YV A+ 7 7 — (Christopher) &
DFHOBHELYDCHFVLLIHSDTH T, BETHBIBLLELZZLNTELDOTHS
2, SEIBE LKL LORBEYZT LN BLEb-DTHS, HFLURINICELR
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TR 9 ANRT 4T —DFT, Y1 EVOBEIRELTHHZ L H-TROBR LW LOBRE
POLSIRELHEINS,
. —'well, I'm a barrister” And her smiling face, turned towards him,
flickered and flinched as though a bright light had suddenly dazzled her fading
eyes. It was unmistakable : he saw it happen. She looked down at her plate,
and he saw the food through her gaze suddenly unpalatable, though she had
been eating with hunger until that moment : she pushed petulantly at a lump
of chicken skin, she prodded a bean, she struggled quietly, and then she looked
up again, chewing a piece of sausage the texture of which communicated itself
to his own mouth, and said ‘Ah yes, a barrister, that I wouldn’t have guessed.
And what have berristers to do with Trades Unions ?’ (NE, p.28)
HAOBCHS > TWBHA 2 VvBRELTHD LR, v v Xl > TLLLBvadivwz T
Hote, RELDACRKBFERAEST, LELLOBERELTWEr Y XDKEFE Lo LT
24, COHETharrister’ E\W5EEAR3E, P LEERBEVWTERIEERTWS, 1EH
DY A EV/OFFEL2EBOr Y AOANEL L TOFHFE L ORI BITIRbA % = ¥ XiTDL
TDOEDTENRBENF., BELOBBR T TCORBBRIFZYELSDOTHAHh, »r7 XD
RuBILTHI YA T VIR ESTLLHTHBD, RIE I i barrister’ &\ 5 EARRERF <
BTHDHZELEPWTRINTVAEZ LREML, vy X iy EvOHE VDB, BIEE, &
DERLIc= 9 2 L84 T7FREBOFRTOAR =T 4 =W IDIREDEREYE XD EHAT
Bo, BREFNCY, — B THRERORBEREYSRY A VORI EDL Z T
5.
They had parted because it seemed the easiest thing to do, and because it
seemed the easiest thing to do, they had come together again: and so again
they would part, should circumstances alter. (NE, p.15)
RYRXEZ VAL 77 —DRERCEBVTTLOMEIEIEHILE2E2D L, BBV,
2y P EFATFREDIIERYXEZ VAL 77 —HTOMICRIE HHHERTRETRLT
WHEZRBZELTELS, $toB) By 1 2v ey XOFOKEREr Y XL 7 ) R}
77 —DEZGENIZODT vy P BEBELBEEYZRELAOERCEZETLIOTH S, BE
HORSONTFHOBELYDCHXBRLBEOFWTHS, » v XRBOHEKEFL LTy
1 EVIEBELLILDODBR_ADEOSZDOHBREY THAH, X, »no XL 27 VR 77 —DEHD
FHOBMELDSDHFVO—DODOBRE L L THDB T L HRAEETIRR, BEI HEINL T
HHEMC BT, FHOBELYD S HMBRIRRE D >TBM L2125, EBRF I TARZO
BMEBLTEIS LD, EEMECELVWEEZHRFAI»2ERTIZEEH -7,
FEBBORELE ~Tor v XXTFHOE, "EDHEIFMOEIIIVE X DIX, 57 ZFhst
DEEZ@EDEIBRILV, LVWHIEED—HIXBIRELHELOLS, LRI OERYTH
BOAM » 7 CERLME L XERGRARICAS L35, BoORMEH LT -T2V A b
77— LB EY Lice Y XTHo1h, ZADEFEOHFIEN RGNS,
So many thoughts of Christopher were now crowding into her mind, all at
once, that she could hardly organise them : they flocked and gathered. Some
of them were to do with violence, and some of them were to do with blood, and
some of them were to do with the Bible — two of the subjects seemed related
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but not the third, and she couldn’t work it out, she couldn’t straighten it, until
she remembered that scene — in this very room, it had taken place, years ago,
one of those scenes about money it had been, and about why Rose had not
wanted it, and she herself had been crying and screaming and had finally
thrown her plate of fish and chips at his head and missed, yelling all the while,
distraught with fury and quite confused, about the rich not getting into
heaven, and the needle’s eye, and unless you give all that you have to the poor
ye shall not etc. etc., ... (NE, p.91)
DI RICERHEE TS e v AOE 2 H I ThE&EFRRERTI RV L) FHEoEI
FCEFNKBACIBZLDTH-, COKGINTHEBEINZ7 )V 7 b7 7 — XL, B
BEVCOIRRIC - ey XOEEABLTELNS,
—7F, Y1 EVEEREFEYELATLWSr Yy X LB, BriEFcEEL T3
HOOBREDOEFBRELSDVCTRLEZDH LT,
And yet, driving it, he knew that this was what he himself would call
corruption. With a faint sudden recurring shock of astonishment he would
recognise, in his own behaviour, an eternal human pattern of corruption. This
is it, he would think to himself, this is I, doing what all men do, I am enacting
those old and preordained movements of the spirit, those ancient patterns of
decay, I who had thought myself different. I who had (surely) other intentions.
Corrupt, humanly corrupt if not professionally so, and humanly embittered.
And his spirit would struggle feebly within the net that held it, and he would
imagine some pure evasion, some massive rent through which he could
emerge. But there was no action possible that would not involve destruction,
violence, treachery, of those to whom he had pledged himself, and of the only
useful actions of his life. And of those, there were some. There were even
many. He was caught. And his spirit would hunch its feathered bony
shoulders, and grip its branch, and fold itself up and shrink within itself, until
it could no longer brush against the net, until it could no longer entangle itself,
painfully, in that surrounding circumstantial mesh. (NE, p.140)
YA EVIET 2 ) — (Julie) L OB THEELTLE>AEFTROWTE 2T, BOBEE
%. ‘corruption’ B RE Xh, 54T B2 5 647 B T ‘corrupt—humanly corrupt—humanly
embittered’ Lt RIEEDOERIZ L ¥ 1 = v OoENIHLIANS, X, 617HE 1117H D net’ & 12
fTED‘mesh’ E BTV, BELLKFHERVY 1 2V ORAIPIREINS,
Ry ARYAEVE=I) — (Emily) EFEE Ny 7Y 2 —AICHAT DS, THITEE
BB OWERL 5Dl v XOBRBEOB®EAE5IHL X 5.
She looked back at the shabby mass-produced creature before her : it was one
with the houses, the streets, the dog show, the people. Half its head had gone.
It was one of many.... She peered at it, closely. It was grey, it looked as
though it were made of grey brawn — small specks and lumps of whiteness
stood out in the darker background, diamond-shaped flecks. She wondered
what it was that it was made of — cement, concrete, plaster. And the Palace
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itself. What a mess, what a terrible mess. She looked back at it. It was comic,

dreadful, grotesque. A fun palace of yellow brick. She liked it. She liked it

very much. She liked the lion. She lay her hand on it. It was gritty and cold,

a beast of the people. Mass-produced it had been, but it had weathered into

identity. And this, she hoped, for every human soul. (NE, p.399)
Y RRARICEL 3, ERESENLRTEO LW A VOBRY R-REVRELE £
%, ‘weathered’i3‘survived’ t RIBETH 5. KEOF T2, REINTW5, SAA+vDE
BHFELELEL R VBRI THRAREL T, Ba b LEBRE Y R RFEERY L - T,
THERURIZZ VA7 7 = LEBED e v ZIEAEACESTIE B2, BEMICE
LVEEHRBR U BT EFOMIERTS 2 L BEXYTELTWHDOTE, b L4
TV LEEBT A L\ TE D, ‘What a nice time we would have had.” (NE, p.321) & &
Wb ey ARECONKBEXHE IR A EYE T\, BLIMESOEELYREL %
5 &3 %50DTY, ‘Her duty, that was what she had done. For others. For him, for the
children” (NE, p.395) 7V A+ 7 7 — ¢ DAFBRRLTCEG LIV 2T, v v X3 T 3010
FlEHrhIcBAORYERICS A+ v OB EERGHET, HENHRYBE L - BRk
Brd5,

1|

FITANDPNFHOFTRIRNMERTHS DO H; KR\ CREOETGIEE R
HbhT\bZ EIERLKY, v =12 A€ 7 (Shakespeare) D = 2 '\“XJ (Macbeth) D3k
H‘To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow’ (V.v.19) ® k 5 xR USE 4 &@LU CKET
HHARLD D, #vhvEERRELLED =7 2D EE Methought I heard a voice cry,
Sleep no more!/Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ;/Sleep that knits up the
ravell’d sleave of care, (I1.ii.35-37) kA BN B X 312, HAHEE, A, Sk ErBctoE,
Xida), HiER R IATRIBINDHERADN $1DE) CRBEL AbRD, =7 2D
DEFL'sleep’2y 4 B, BALVIELZL LA~ XZADBLWLOBENEER IR TV
5, BRLAFENTRENGTOR TS, Y2427 AT LR, FI7LRIOERR
BWTBARREOETT# M\, fERICY a5 x T3,

COEmOBEETIAL XS,

He stood there and waited. He was good at that. There was no hurry. There

was plenty of time. He always had time. He was a punctual and polite person,

and that was why he was standing there, buying a gift for his hostess.

Politeness was an emotion — could one call it an emotion, he wondered ? that

was how he regarded it, certairnly — an emotion that he both feared and

understood. (NE, p.9)
Z ZIHE\WT, ‘Epanodos’& ‘Polyptoton’ DEFFE L F T3, Bl L, ‘time’st 2 [E@,
‘emotion’”: 3EA\WMBIZEN N TEIBEERTE Y, X, ‘polite — politeness’® X 5 iz F1R
THiADRLHIBEBXREIRAIHRIFELR TS, KEOEIFAINFZOMGRELYRERE L
h, BHEANYWOBERTOMRLHEHTORYREDTCD, X, WSohDF—+7—F
NEFHMCEIYELELRLTWS, flxi¥, ‘sad—sadness — sorrow’, ‘fate —doom —
destiny’, ‘soul’, ‘survive —survival’’t FOBEBEEZEN LIZLIEFELR TV 5,
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REIHROCER SR TW500% $oB; »bHFTEI 5,

1) It seems to me right. People are so nervous about believing anything to be
right. But what else in life should one ever seek for but a sense of being right ?
(NE, p.112) }

2) ‘I want her,” he said to himself. The words walked into his mind and stood
about there. They shocked him. They were shocking. He wished instantly,
and knew he would continue to wish, that he had never known. ‘I want her,’
himself said again. And then more fully, more decisively repeated, ‘I want
what she is.” (NE, p.193)

3) 1 can’t tell you the agony I've been through, knowing that there was no way
out, because I couldn’t move. It was like before the divorce, but worse. Like
being in a trap, in a hole, on a tightrope, and every way I moved would be
death. But not every way. Because if I give him the children — if I did, if
I did, then there would be a way out. I could move, it would be different, it
wouldn’t be the same trap, It’s @/l I can do. It’s the only move. And I can’t
bear not to move any more.” (NE, p.281)

4) The thick yellow brown dust clung to the black fabric, and she stared at it,
and said, ... , ‘I don’t know, I don’t know, I don’t know. Life is real, life is
earnest, and the grave is not its goal, dust thou art to dust returneth was not
spoken of the soul. (NE, p.398)

2)Tikr Y XFRLY A 2 vofghnELhs, 1178 & 3178 DT want her2s 34T H 4
5 4 7B o1 want what she is” ¢ BB Eh T3, 3) TRFHROBEORELZD T, ¥
Vv =itldis e v KOBEBEREIL Y 2 4T H ©in a trap — in a hole — on a tightrope’ & M Z&&E
FENRTEREL TS, FPRICEVCEDLRHEAOZRD AV E - eKFFH move’ L)
EOLEBTRINATVS, 4) TRBROFEMED dusty death’ ~ & 5 < HEphs, FBIIICIIFHOTN
BAES, UEDX5Kr, ZoOFRTHBECRECETIVESAYOESZ WL, LOBEE
BB LHTOREIILTWB EBbhs, X, BEAYOWD bR UELHEWCIERE
IHTRBETAHDIEL>T WS,

IV

et By OHEIER, Times Literary Supplement 3‘a very ambitious, marvellously
written, morally admirable book™® & {IF BRI e#ti; A Lic i b, R O>WTX "EHTH 5
EDD L TH D, EARHERBLTCE, BEMCHLTRBERCL IVBLYFATEL
RY X EFAEVDANELREEIR L - LOREHOCBHECIADEHL VB, 0
EFFERTH L e r v XOBEERERIZBIETH S 5 .

m v 2T righteousness BT H LM E L TEERELCVBL5THD, » v XDFF
BREACHOLHREZNDR IR TVWAD TR L, MARET 2R ) 23 fT8 X HET 5.
RY XN VAL 77 —LOEBYBERLACORBT FHROLDTHY, X, KDLDTH-7,
LRI AZE ST IRVEEFETHILDTH -7, Linl, BEOAMWEKRIIH 2 TER
PIELWAEEHZBIRT S e v X000, FRH 12V EORBEYBEIKELS T &
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EROYLEZHRL TV 5,
What a pity, really, that she could not marry Simon. She had had visions,
herself, of marrying Simon and going off with him to other places and trying
to be the person that she might have been. The touch of his arm, his stiff chest
as she had leant against it, the silk of his wife’s scarf had interested her. It
was satisfactory, that he, a serious person, had thought of marriage too. Such
satisfaction would have to be enough. (NE, p.362)
Lo, my X3S A=V bEABRKKTEYREIRSL &%%xfb((htbktﬁ
THELLD ET5, fIEHEZETEELVCEAETHAI D, FITADEEARDFTLE
BLILELILHETH D,

FI 7V OB B\ TN AT D 20 TR A B 9 L LicbE LTS, m
VADBEBHBEIRNZ S a2« =V dy bD 7 v RTAREDOKEY; (The Mill on the Floss)
DEEAR, =¥ — (Maggie) DEEXH % Eb¥5, v v XREHWAHVEEE V2L 5. F
TN T0HACHR L Vo e LDBRIZF S T ADERIFETIR L, FEOTHESY T
PERTKSTWEZLEDDEBEDLRS, vy X3 ~F—0D X 5 CEBWLFELETEDT
s, MUWBETERT L LRKEEHEILDOTY. FI7LAEE, 7 —H—-25—7
(Cooper-Clark) & DXEDOFTERD L 5I1ZEE » T\ B DITEBKREE -,

I thought the ending of The Needle’s Eye was fairly optimistic, in that here
were two people in an impossible situation, determined not to give in to it but
to continue living as best they could in the intolerable situation that they’d
been given.®
C®FX@%LT%%E§TQKV.@QEﬁ?éUtU%kﬁ%ﬁ@UBhé@f%%.E
BLBAKROKETTEORV DL AR OBRBITAEE B ARG, HEIRD LWHEREPE 2 5
DT,
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