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‘One should only complete some-
thing when one feels one’s bloody priv-
ileged to have it at all. Those who
only do what’s easy will never be
rewarded by —’

‘Nonsense. I write whether I feel
like it or not. I complete things
whether [ think they’re perfect or not.
Anything else is hypocrisy. I have no
muse. That’s what being a profes-
sional writer is.’

“Then thank God I'm not one.’

“You’re such an agonizer, Bradley.
You romanticize art. You're a maso-
chist about it, you want to suffer, you
want to feel that your inability to
create is continuously significant.”*
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It was not frivolous to connect my
sense of an impending revelation with
my anxiety about my work. If some
great change was pending in my life
this could not but be part of my devel-
opment as an artist, since my develop-
ment as an artist was my development
as a man. Rachel might indeed be the
messenger of the god. She was cer-
tainly confronting me with a challenge
to which I would have to respond
boldly or otherwise. It had often,
when I thought most profoundly about
it, occurred to me that / was a bad
artist because I was a coward. Would
now courage in life prefigure and even
perhaps induce courage in art?

However, and this is just another



The Black Prince &% 71

way of putting my whole dilemma, the
grandiose thinker of the above
thoughts had to coexist in me with a
timid conscientious person full of sen-

sitive moral scruples and conventional
fears. ... (144)
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... It derived also from the shock
which I had received when [ saw Ra-
chel lying on her bed in the curtained
room and covering over her face with
the sheet. It was then that I conceived
the strong pity for her which, though it
was contaminated as perhaps all pity
is by feelings of superiority, represent-
ed the tiny fragment of moderately
clean emotion in the amalgam. Did I
believe Arnold when he said it was ‘an
accident? Perhaps I did. Perhaps in
the darkness of my egoistic pity, I was
nevertheless beginning to see Rachel
through Arnold’s eyes, as a faintly
hysterical and not always truthful
middle-aged woman. When dealing
with a married couple one can never
be neutral. The hot magnetic power of
each one’s view of the other makes the
spectator sway. Also of course I felt
resentment against Rachel because she
had made me behave in a ridiculous
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way. Those who occasion loss of
dignity are hard to forgive. (184-185)
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As I now approach the first climax of
my book let me pause, dear friend, and

refresh myself once again with some
direct converse with you. (183)
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I identified myself with Priscilla for
simple old mechanical reasons. If
Priscilla had been an acquaintance for
whom [ cared as little as I cared for
my sister not only would I not have
lifted a finger for her, I would not even
have retained the story of her suffer-
ings in my head for a matter of min-
utes. As it was, I was humiliated and
defeated in her humiliation and defeat-
ed. T tasted injustice and the special

horror of seeing its perpetrators flour-
ish. ... (109)
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‘... But a saintly person could have
comforted her.’

“There aren’t any, Julian. Anyway,
you're too young to be a saint.’

‘T know I'm stupidly young. Oh dear,
old age is so awful, poor Priscilla.
Look, Bradley, what I wanted to say
was just thank you so much for that
letter. I think it’s the most wonderful
letter that anybody ever wrote to me.

‘What letter?’

“That letter about art, about art and
truth.’

‘Oh that. Yes.

‘I regard you as my teacher.’

‘Kind of you, but —’

‘I want you to give me a reading list,
a larger one.’

“‘Thank you for bringing the water
buffalo back. I'll give you something
else instead.” (136)
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...In fact on that night what I felt
most in her was her lucidity, her trans-
parency almost. That purity and un-
muddled simplicity of the young, after
the anxious self-guarding deviousness
of later ages....l was drunk with
love. ... (239-240)
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The next morning, of course, I awoke
in torment. The reader may think it
was unconsciously stupid of me not to
have foreseen that I could not continue
simply to derive happiness from this
situation. But the reader, unless he is
at this moment of reading himself
madly in love, has probably mercifully
forgotten, if indeed he ever knew,
what this state of mind is like. It is, as
I have remarked, a form of insan-
ity. ... (243)
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... The deep springs of human love
are not the springs of art. The demon
of love is not the demon of art. Love
is concerned with possession and vin-
dication of self. Art with neither. To
mix up art with Eros, however black,
is the most subtle and corrupting
mistake an artist can commit. Art
cannot muddle with love any more
than it can muddle with politics. Art
is concerned neither with comfort nor
with the possible. It is concerned with
truth in its least pleasant and useful
and therefore most truthful form. (Is it
not so, you who listen?) Pearson was
not cool enough. Neither was my
father. (410)
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The psyche, desperate for its sur-
vival, discovers deep things. How
little most so-called psychologists
seem to know about its shifts and its
burrowings. At some point in a black
vision I apprehended the future. I saw
this book, which I have written, I saw
my dearest friend P.L., I saw myself a
new man, altered out of recognition. I
saw beyond and beyond. The book
had to come into being because of
Julian, and because of the book Julian
had to be. It was not, though indeed

time matters little to the unconscious
mind, that the book was the frame
which she came to fill, nor was she the
frame which the book filled. She
somehow was and is the book, the
story of herself. This is her deification
and incidentally her immorality. It is
my gift to her and my final possession
of her. From this embrace she can
never now escape. But, and this is not
to believe my darling, I saw much
more than this in the black glass of the
future. And this is, if I can express it,
the deepest reason why I accepted the
unjust judgement of the court. (389)
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... The postscripts each continue
the same point of view its writer has
adopted throughout the novel, and
with which Bradley has unwillingly
entered into dialogue. This consis-
tency of character leads Conradi to
argue that the effect of these appen-
dices is limited because they ’service
our sense of the plot more than they
destabilize our grasp of it’ (Conradi
1989: 187) . Murdoch herself, charac-
teristically keen to downplay the
experimental aspects of her fiction,
has declared that the postscripts are

simply playful. Yet when taken as a
whole, I think the postscripts have the
effect of deconstructing almost every
‘truth’ Bradley presents, more power-
fully than the other voices which act
implicitly on his word, even though
each writer merely restates their pre-
vious ideological position. (RF', 100)
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When I thought earlier that my abil-
ity to love her was my ability to write,
my ability to exist at last as the artist
I had disciplined my life to be, I was in
the truth, but knew it only darkly. All
great truths are mysteries, all moral-
ity is ultimately mysticism, all real
religions are mystery religions, all
great gods have many names. This
little book is important to me and I
have written it as simply and as truth-
fully as I can. How it is I do not know
and in a sublime sense I do not care. It
has come into being as true art comes,
with absolute necessity and with abso-
lute ease. That it is not great art I
daresay I am aware. What kind of
thing it is is dark to me as I am dark to
myself. The mechanical aspects of our
humanity remain obscure to us until
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divine power has refined them abso-
lutely, and then there is no anxious
knower any more and nothing to be
known. ... And the black Eros whom I
loved and feared was but an insubstan-
tial shadow of a greater and more
And vyet: T am
writing these words and others whom
I do not know will read them. With
and by this paradox I have lived, dear
friend, in our sequestered peace. Per-

terrible godhead.. ..

haps it will always be for some an
unavoidable paradox, but one which is
only truly lived when it is also a
martyrdom. (390-391)
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1 Dooley, Gillian ed. From a Tiny Corner in
the House of Fiction Conversation with Ivis
Murdoch (Univ. of South Carolina, 2003) 29 LA
TOTHEEFIWIENS., v—F v 2R ELHEEK
LTwaHaTH %,

ROSE: You're not going to write a Pale
Fire or a Naked Lunch?

MURDOCH: No. God forbid — at least in
the case of the latter. No, I don't think so.
One can't see very far ahead really. I feel
that I want to drive my writing in the other
direction, that I would like to drive it back
towards a much simpler kind of realism. I
would like to be thought of as a realistic
writer, in the sense in which good English
novelists have been realists in the past. I
want to talk about ordinary life and what
things are like and people are liked, and to
create characters who are real, free charac-
ters. Whether one could use experiment in
the interests of this is something I have
wondered about. But I don’t at the moment
see any big break with the way in which I
have been writing.
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4 Iris Murdoch. The Black Prince (London:
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5 Peter J. Conradi. The Saint and the Artist
A Study of the Fiction of Iris Murdoch (Lon-
don: HarperCollinsPublishers, 1989) 144-145
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So Arnold’s work by all accounts lacks that
tense self-contained from, that internally
related necessity, which, as much as an
(apodeictic) openness to the world, marks for
Murdoch great art. Arnold lacks the
restraint and silence necessary for such per-
formance, but has an openness to his mate-
rial. Bradley has the former and lacks the
latter. To Bradley are is connected to the
priestly quest for the good life. To Arnold it
is fun. To Murdoch it should, ideally, be both.
And both Arnold and Bradley equally
undergo the ministrations of the black Eros.
Arnold writes to Bradley as if his love for
Christian might become for him the starving
ordeal that Bradley’s love for Julian is for
Bradley.

6 Bran Nicol, Iris Murdoch for Beginners.
(Writers and Readers Publishing, 2001) 91-92
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Murdoch didn’t think we should starve
ourselves to death like Simone Weil, though,
or give up material comforts and live in a
cave like a hermit. She valued educating
ourselves to focus our energies on the needs
or desire of other people. This will lead, she
suggests, to an unexpected bonus, whereby
we actually find out our own self greatly
nourished as a result.

Unselfing is a central concern of her novels,
where it features in two main ways. One is
where characters like Talis Browne or Stuart
Cuno try to contemplate goodness. The other
is much more dramatic: where a character is
taught an ascetic lesson by some kind of
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mythical free. One of Murdoch’s favourite

Greek myths, which she often used in her

novels, relates to the ideal of ascesis: the

story of Apollo and Marsyas.
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The unconscious mind knows nothing of
logic. (195)

The unconscious mind delights in identify-
ing people with each other. It has only a few
characters to play with. (195)

...pure ignorant young girls cannot save

complicated neurotic over-educated older

men from disaster, ... (196)

In mediocre works the hero is the author.
(198)

It is this that induces the reader to identify.
(198)

She had, as young people with their charm-
ing egotism and their impromptu modes so
felicitously do, taken it quite calmly for
granted that I should suddenly have felt like
dining on the Post Office Tower and should,
since she had happened to ring up, have
happened to ask her to come too. (241)

Love is history, is dialectic, it must
move. . .. Sex is our great connection with the
world, and at its most felicitous and spiritual
it is no servitude since it informs everything
and enables us to inhabit and enjoy all that
we touch and look upon. (245)
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To relate all this to The Black Prince:
again, perhaps I should say something explan-
atory about this book. The “Black Prince,”
of course, is Apollo - most critics who revi-

ewed the book in England didn’t appear to

realise this, even though there was a picture

‘of Apollo on the front! (I got a dear friend of

mine to do a picture of the head of the great

statue of Apollo at Olympia and I thought
really this is going too far in telling them
what to think, but) they didn’t seem to know
who this was a picture of or to interpret the
name Loxias, after all perhaps rather
obscure, which is in fact a name of Apollo.

Apollo is the god of art, and is also identified

by me with the black Eros, destructive and

violent: Apollo, a murderer, a rapist, as is
said in the novel when they’re discussing who

Mr Loxias is, who killed a fellow musician in

a horrible way, a great power figure, but not

necessarily a good figure. ...

9 Bran Nicol. Iris Murdoch The Retrospective
Fiction (PALGRAVE MACMILLAN, 2004.)
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To read each of Bradley’s affirmations of a
particular ‘truth’ — about love, and art —is
to realize an alternative ideological position
exists, one in fact which his own word
observes ‘half-consciously’.
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ABSTRACT

A Study of The Black Prince:

Bradley Pearson or a Wandering Creator in the Fiction

Yasushi NAKAKUBO

This paper examines Iris Murdoch’s The Black Prince (1973). The author chal-
lenges some new experiments throughout this work of art. In an interview with W. K.
Rose in 1968, she interestingly hints that her forthcoming work will be differently
written. Generally speaking, her quick responses to her interviewer are especially
common. She mentions that the way she will compose her fiction in the future is really
nineteenth century-canonized and her target is that of a realist writer. However, she
says “I don’t at the moment see any big break with the way in which I have been
writing.” If we put some weight on the phrase, “at the moment”, we can easily assume
that Ms. Murdoch might challenge some new styles in her fictional composition.

The Black Prince is quite a challenging novel. There is another remarkable story
within the main plot. The hero, Bradley Pearson is a professional writer, and is writing
a love story titled “A Celebration of Love.” Why we should pay great attention to this
is that both the outside and the inside story have almost the same fictional characters.
In particular, Bradley, as a creator of both the stories at times plays his narrative role
in the inside story and at other times becomes a fictional writer in the outside story. In
the view of the way the narrator shows us how complicated the inside story is, we find
one similarity between Vladimir Nabokov’s Pale Fire and The Black Prince. And there
is another similarity in Murdoch’s novel to Nabokov’s Lolifa, when we read those two
stories as confessions of an older man hooked by a young girl.

Our wandering creator has several acquaintances in those two worlds. They have
some indispensable effects upon him. There are several fictional characters here in the
story we are imperatively side by side with in addition to Bradley Pearson. They are
mentioned as Arnold Baffin, Rachel Baffin, Julian Baffin, Priscilla, and others. First of
all, Part I focuses on Rachel Baffin as a valuable fictional character created by our hero.
She seems to have the role of protecting him from disaster. In Part II, Bradley’s
concerns are stressed as to how his sister, Priscilla behaves herself, and what postscript
writers say about Bradley, however good or bad it may be, is mentioned as an introduc-
tion to what he did or would do throughout this story. In Part III, Julian Baffin is
portrayed as a young girl Bradley comes to love. Our hero thinks about what he should
do as a professional writer. She worships him as her great tutor of fictional writing
because she adores his works and wants to emulate him as a writer. She asks him to
tell her about how she should interpret William Shakespeare’s Hamlet. In Part IV,
postscripts should be noted. Above all, those of Julian and Bradley himself can be
criticized. In particular, that of Bradley says that our hero is the suspected murderer of
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Arnold Baffin. The meaning of the word “black” begins to become clear in the end.
What does Bradley Pearson actually find in the story? The fact that he dies in
prison by suffering from cancer makes us think about what part he plays. The reader
tries to discover how happy or unhappy his life is, and why he should die. The work of
art is called The Black Prince. The word “black” denotes something dead or death.
Eventually, Bradley seems to tell us about how important love is for him to compose his
fiction on one hand, and how difficult it is for him to write great stories on the other
hand. He recognizes how little he understands what true art is by using the word “dark”
metaphorically. Therefore, paradoxically, martyrdom is never avoidable for him.



