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Some Heroines in the Novels of Margaret Drabble

Akiko SuMiMoOTO
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1BIFLELND v —A Ly b« FF T (Margaret Drabble) (3 BERECROEEL T
VWAERD—AL LTEHESN TS, F7 703, Bl TEOBMT] (A Swmmer Bird
~Cage, 1963 ) % 5K L TUK, B HifE [hMN] ( The Middle Ground, 1980) % CBEic
oD ER/NREFREZ L TV 3B, [HEFA (The Milistone, 1965) TII4ERIHRBHEDI0F L
TORICEONE (V—v =)V ) - 22K 228 1.

F7TWVRIG0ET VT o VRS a—F 4o A Vo VZRER, ol vive v 2
ETRIFIOEBEFEIBL, R bF v kT4 —Fegyv e T-RViLEAKERE CBHICHRE L
TBEDI L TORHEWER E L Tzla], 1974FEBIBHI3 = ADFHEE 4 2 7w FITEAT
KELHEFOMILAE IO S SAWEEB A TV 3. F5 TIWVIPMERE L TDERBAL
DId, NHROBMIZE IR THH B, 57, \

A pencil and a piece of paper, she said, and all human life was there. And why

deny it, she said, women were insatiably interested in people. V)
2o TRUO HRDPRES W TORBRICE VT, NEOBEMZ T Ltbic b Blic5 2 oA
TWfe. Ya—YexYAy b+ (George Eliot) 75 ‘No educational restrictions can shut
women out from the materials of fiction, and there is no species of art which is so
free from regid requirements’ ' - T Z2Di3, INROEM I HEEFEODICEL LA 5
TEDHRETHD, WTEBEWR LD ELDIEVE VWS HETH S THER & L COHubs
EHESLLTZ, Yx AV e A —2F 4~ (Jane Austen) PEEEIT - DOREBETH-1-& 0
LD, NREEHBRIRO T TH»C, BHIC HREHFETH 7. A—2F 4 vHEE
FERDOBREAZEME L, AMBGROBMO 5445 HE 4 ¢ LERBELETEDG, THLEE
BILELBEDTH 7. LHIFEHR LD & HELEFEOLEBLERTE B IBICH-1-DTHS.
A=RT 4 YOINRIBRORNES > -t BHOBGEAEEE LTW3 ZLT Lotk
17ER, BHAPBROET D SMTMEO BNV EEAEEL T M) EDhrhDE
WERBML, HCORBS BMBERERLL TV - 7. ) 2O LS5Ic HEEEICHE 5 AR
%@¢KFEJ®$E%Eitfw<®ﬁi—xf4V@¢ﬁ@N&—V?%5&¢6HBM,
FIT7VD/NREXAE Y ZINRDIEFEERE L TV B E NS C EWTEB., K7 T D/
BHEEEDOEIEADH TR SN2 ARIBIGA T8~ LTWEH, F371vDokEARNE
3 HLERTIN0EN, 1970FEROHALLERBL T3 £ 5 IKBbND. bz b/hgins
‘a creation owning a certain looking-glass likeness to life;“ ThbHETHEOE, F57
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Vi THE ] OFERICECETHEAC ENTE . HEBIOE] (The Garrick Year, 1964 ),
FHREYS [7&] ( The Waterfall, 1969), Tehl] OPULD/NRICDWTELL 20,

Jii

MEBlOE] OLEAL, =< (Emma) B0 TH 5. FEEEEICHT 5 AR O
< 3EEEEDOY 4 v 4 & (Wyndham) & DEFEICODDAL. TERT 4T 4 F
(David ) DEEBEEDEEAB- OB FHTH-1c. T=RBINCELTHPOIURO 7 0 —
5 (Flora) # AN TIICRTIAATH G 5 L0 FHEALBE L TELBREAGICRAS
EaPLTS, TDEFELLEBEATAHLD.
The truth was that I could survive anything, that I was made of cast iron, and
that I would have to spend my life not in protecting myself but in protecting
others from myself, starting with my children, and continuing with the rest of
my acquaintance. Things could come and things could go, but I was never going
to have a nervous breakdown: the most they could do to me would be to squash
me against a wall with a big car. Istopped worrying for those few weeks, though
I daresay not for good, about whether I was frigid, or trivial, or hard: Ijust took
it, that I now was all these things, and got on with it. Although the truth is, as
I quite well know, that nothing is trivial, there is a providence, as the Bible says,
in the fall of a sparrow.®)
I RENDAELSRDICEABOIHAEESTERERDIOTH - 1208, NEDTNTD
CERRERYHLEDTHD, MOBEMSBENTOLEES. —HBROHRFOLSITH
22t bEENAERESBShTOAEV) EGRVLERTQ, MRHL OoFesF
(Rosamund ) ® [#) OV =4~ (Jane) £ Tl O 4 b (kate) DV THHTEES.
[RE OLFEARTHEY FIE, KIEOBE L TEE TV ETHETLRUTHS.
oHFEY FiEYa— Y (George) EDFH—EORRKIC X YR L fo T LK SIRET 5.
PEARZE E AT Z T <GBIET, HROGBROMBETRIBIERPHEDIILES.
My present predicament would certainly qualify, I thought, as one of life’s little
ironies, and yet it did not seem to be a mere accident, nor the effect of divine
malevolence ... It seemed to have meaning. It seemed to be the kind of event
to which, however accidental its cause, one could not say No .... The more I
thought about it, the more convinced I became that my state must have some
meaning, that it must, however haphazard and unexpected and unasked, be con-
nected to some sequence, to some significant development of my life.%)
42 4% 47 (Octavia) DBEENDHbOFEY FRME, Y a2 — VICERERGELNE
B GRS MEIT 5. 2L T2 ) 27 20K, BRER[/TYa — VICHET 5 BEN
KEFTLoFEY FOLEBLONLEETHE. BAEOFHARICLIcoYEY FLY
2 — VORICE, REBAHTLEDTEROERNS .
‘She’s beautiful,’ said George.
“Yes, isn’t she?” 1 said.
But it was these words of apparent agreement that measured our hopeless dis-
tance, for he had spoken for my sake and I because it was the truth. Love had
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isolated me more securely than fear, habit or indifference. There was one thing
in the world that I knew about, and that one thing was Octavia. I had lost the
taste for half-knowledge. George, I could see, knew nothing with such certainty.
I neither envied nor pitied his indifference, for he was myself, the self that but for
accident, but for fate, but for chance, but for womanhood, I would still have
been.”)
ERTEBUT SNDEDEROMH, $EN T ADKEOP TR SBERAERT, fIIKDOHFT
IRBDIEAHIPEZEZDERRBEBENE >t RETIEHLEC, RETRELLLHELTO S E
Y FO—mEAETCNS., UL, TTRAJ 0RO AR oHE Y KRV ED TALEDERIC
A THEEBEEHERBREETVS. FI7 TV TCD/NRDEWEDBERICOWTIRD £ 5 I
BT3B,
In The Millstone I was trying to describe an independent woman who could earn
her own living, who was economically independent and who yet was a woman in
the sense that she had a baby, that she had natural maternal feelings towards her
baby and that through the baby she was-brought into contact with the rest of
society instead of being shut into the ‘ivory tower’ of the academic life.®)
REHEHIC S B L e PERROMNZUESFREBENE LT, IAEDLLHODEVDHTA
ARSI TRECHEDO D &L LTHEEL TOCBRIRBCE AN TIIV ALY, o¥Fx
Y FOEZHFRFAGBRMLTONB LD ICBONS.

MEBOE) THEE) O ZAER—ABRTEDLN TV B, TH) IEAHE—ABREHAIC(E
WHITHEILTOBIERTHS. T OBFEAR, V24 VELBFOEHTHS, <o
4 (Malcolm) & DFSBEFICKHL, BEDRICKEARASEI EL TV 24 VEROHL
TNDF, WEZdwv—v 4 (Lucy) DEY 244X (James) THote. ‘If I were
drowning 1T couldnt reach out a hand to save myself, so unwilling am I to set myself
up against fate.’ Ve vaa YOERHREBERESIN TS, ERiCIhoBH LI LEL
VA VYISBUEDECIKHED TOCLOHMBBEL ELL bRHLNTVE, Yo d 4
X EDORBRRAMBIEBERTH 0T, YA viRELIHRIAEHLHEVDOTYE. ] ©
FHEIEZO o=V ThHD, —_ADBRRERBTHADBHICETTET _ADBRMILINZDT
Y. BBICLDFROES L LTCZABBHEFRICH S D, “ AL B REOEE L L
IRREIABIh TRV, TR OKRERERNLLOTIILL, TR THBC EA2HEL
T3,

In the past, in old novels, the price of love was death, a price which virtuous

women pain in childbirth, and the wicked, like Nana, with the pox. Nowadays

it is paid in thrombosis or neurosis: one can take one’s pick. I stopped taking

those pills, as James lay there unconscious and motionless, but one does not

escape decision so easily. I am glad of this. I am glad I cannot swallow pills

with immunity. I prefer to suffer, I think.'®
EORBIBETIIEC, HFLBTLLETHE. Vol VOBERIEZ V2 A X EDKEDBRICE %
RNRBLLETH-T. [H) BEEEBRTTHERTHS.

Il OZLFEAR, 74 MI0F TEHIEELRH D EADFRBNE Vv —F Y 2 b THS.
TAMIHLOVEBERICKETEINS.
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For the first time, she feels, she has no idea of what will happen next. She has
run through what she now recognizes were the expected phases of life, though
some of them seemed surprising, not to say miraculous, at the time, and she
doesn’t know what will happen next, nor how to make it happen, and being an
energetic and active person, she strongly dislikes the feeling of helplessness, the
lack of direction, that this uncertainty generates.'!)
A FDORLZRBEDEEDBAFHEDOBENSDTHBEEVITMICLEEDTHS. Vb
ICH T AARLEVZLD. VY RIE LOTUEH T EMEEDBERTH 7. RO 7
TVOESERIMEEDLEBEERWATH6DTHS.
It is about being caught in the middle of life and not being extreme on either
side, being stuck in the middle between parents and children, unable to move in
any direction because so much is leaning on you. It is about the woman in the
middle of the family, on the middle ground, in her middle age, stuck, unable
to progress into the ruture because her children need her, her parents need her,
and she feels she has been in the same place for a very, very long time.'?)
Tl = >DRIE 74 T4 0¥ —-Ths ‘feminism’ & ‘womanhood’ X9 5 E iR
A4 MIRENBOEETK-STHS,
Anything is possible, it is all undecided. Everything or nothing. It is all in the
future. Excitement fills her, excitement, joy, anticipation, apprehension. Some-
thing will happen. The water glints in the distance. It is unplanned, unpredicted.
Nothing binds her, nothing holds her. It is the unknown, and there is no way
of stopping it. It waits, unseen, and she will meet it, it will meet her. There is
no way of knowing what it will be. It does not know itself. But it will come
into being.')
A MEIN=F 4 —DIDDIEEAENICITL . N—F 4 —DE[FPTNTE- G, T4 bid
W=F 4 —XFEDLNVREVDED TROBMASEBNICELS. fE2FL 20X 71 MBS
DIPROEEFHERDPRTVE 74 M EREDINS. HELDOAFP/RTED, @Ol
DA beT—bAbovs (Kate Armstrong) @ZBADE 2 — 37— (Hugo) @ b ENT
THMEBEZS. UL, =74 —DROBENPIBOERFAEIIEBKLTHEIDTHS. C
I LI REDTEE ‘excitement’ 3L IC, ¥v» —Y=7 97 (Virginia Woolf )
D 5o xA4KkAl (Mrs. Dalloway ,1925) DR THEONTVWAEELE RMICHE -7/ b
DTHb. (9094 KA & THEEEDEZEH] LI RETELWERTHSH, LEA
ANDY 5 ) v # (Clarissa) M/~ F 4 —DRHDEEFE VT BHTHED, Y= T 1 —
DBHETK TS, [F0924KRAI DavFszMTBNT TN 2FZ7F, FLRE
AT B4 MRN—F 4 —Oxt, DEV/NMIEBORBICIKATAEVICES 7 7Y v ¥7ad
x5, 77U/#mhw74—1ﬁéivc A MIEDETAIKRELDTHAD.
‘excitement! &L HIEETHTA FOEBO—BBERBHEINTV S, F I T NVEBTOREL
WTRDEHICFE->T 5B,
It ends with a conscious quotation of Virginia Woolf. My heroine at the end is
about to give a party, which is a very trivial, womanly, unimportant thing to do.
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It is not to do with wars or politics or battles. It is ‘merely social life’, un-
important, but to her it is very important. She is sitting with her family before
the party and she feels herself, for a moment of harmony, to be at the centre of

the whole universe.'

il

N7 7nide—L Y X (D. H Lawrence) D Z2DAEf, (KX 52%) (The Lost Girl,
1920) & TF v+ 5 V=K ADZAL (Lady Chatterley’s Lover, 1929) IZDWTRD & S il
NCW5S., ZOZODfEmZ20icDimE D EEZ, S<FML TS,

Both these novels end with birth and with pregnancy, not with death and with
choosing the inevitable fate, and that I feel is the beginning of the twentieth-
century novel in which everything is possible.!®
[RZ B2 DEREAND, 7T 74+ (Alvina) &TF + 2 V—RADBAIDLFEAR,
a Y24 YR (Constance ) bHADEGEHZ TS E13<, BHOEBTHIBOHETF% 2
U, AL ENENBITHIADTFREZTES. F I TADBINODIEREEET 5D,
CNODHKICH LOVEROREETFRISEBRRICET TRELZKA T BT EILHD. FF
TVBEO/NROBEREEPCAREVOIBENA XA - YD DI, 5EMNO>DIEREZBLTAT
Er& OB, WA, HELACHA TEZZIRFAAZANEL TV B LICHEEILELH
ZABHDTY,
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