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CHAPTER I


INTRODUCTION
The genre of the novel has for long been considered a medium for conveying thoughts, feelings and experiences. Generally the events are narrated in a chronological order and the characters are delineated from the outside. The endeavour has all along been first to rouse the curiosity of the reader and then to make him ask for more. The tenor generally is “what happened next?” Though true happenings and real characters are considered to be the right stuff for fictional writings.  Many a time the reader has to go through the processes of ‘the willing suspension of disbelief.’ Delineation of the individual character, the depiction of domestic life and the presentation of the social scenario have been till recently, the main stages in the development of the novel.


A change in novel writing came in the first quarter of the twentieth century with the publication of the novels of Marcel Proust, Dorothy Richardson and James Joyce. The emphasis shifted from the depiction of the actions of the characters to the stream of consciousness of their minds. The interior monologue came to be of sole interest to the readers. The author has to become like the God of the creation, who remains within or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indifferent, pairing his finger nails. In this manner the narrative became impersonal and objective.

Considering it as an art form, the novel is comparatively recent in origin. Man has always a desire to read for entertainment and some kind of prose fiction has always been there to satisfy his craving. In Middle Ages there were romances, fairy tales and tales of adventure. Malory’s Morte d’ Arthur, which came towards the end of the fifteenth century, is a vast collection of such tales.  These tales have been a source of inspiration and entertainment to generations of readers and writers ever since.

During the middle of the sixteenth century the place of the long medieval romances was gradually taken by Italian prose tales or novella, which appeared in English translation in large numbers. These novels exercised considerable influence on the pamphlets such as Nash’s Jack Wilton or The Unfortunate Traveller as well as on such great Elizabethan works as John Lyly’s Euphues and Philip Sidney’s Arcadia. These works are the precursors of the modern novel, in more ways than one.    

Daniel Defoe is one of the greatest names among the English novelists who pioneered the genre of novel. Defoe excogitated novel as an exciting and all-absorbing source of passing the time, whereas earlier prose fiction was interesting and aimed at pedagogy and amelioration. Defoe had no other purport except the entertainment of his readers; his novels can be read again and again, with equal keenness, interest and excitement. 

The early ontogeny of novel also witnessed the emergence of picaresque novels. The word ‘Picaresque’ has been derived from the Spanish word 'Picaro' which means a “rogue” and “knave”s. The Picaresque novel is the tale of the adventures or misadventures of picaro or rogue who wanders from place to place, and in this way the novelist gets an opportunity of introducing a variety of characters and incidents, of painting society as a whole, realistically. The picture may be satiric but the aim of the novelist is to delight and entertain, and not to reform or improve. The picaresque novel is the tale of a travelling hero, posting from inn to inn, now in the country, now in London, knocking at the doors of the great, mixing with rogues and thieves, languishing in prison, or on board the ship, suffering every vicissitude good or bad, and enduring them all, not because the novelist has any tender regard for his hero’s suffering or fortunes, but because he is avid of variety, and is determined to get a pass to as great a number of scenes as he can.
Picaresque novels are continuing even in the present age but in a different form. There is an almost parallel to it in contemporary fiction in the recurring fiction of the young man who begins in poor circumstances and climbs vertically through all the social classes until he reaches the top. There are counterparts of early picaresque novels in modern novels of H. G. Wells. The novels of Charles Dickens are also considered as a kind of picaresque novels. The only difference is that they take place on a psychological rather than physical plane.

Panoramic and epic novels follow this trend of picaresque novel. Henry Fielding, the father of the English novel, is the creator of the panoramic novel.  In this kind of novel, the novelist ranges over wide grounds and provides a comprehensive picture of the life of the times. The picture, which he presents of contemporary life, society, dress, habits, and manners is epical in its range, sweep and variety. Every aspect of contemporary life has been presented with rare force and realism, and this makes his four novels important social documents.  Thackeray is also a cognoscente in delineating the contemporary society. His Vanity Fair is one such panoramic novel. 

The enormous canvas of the novel portrays the conventions and manners of genteel society realistically and effectively. The novel has an immense variety of character and incident. This makes it the most valuable social document showing how England in the Victorian era was riddled with snobbery, and craze for social-climbing. The novelist has presented convincingly the immense panorama of social life in the Victorian Vanity Fair, and not only has he rendered the social manners of the age, but also has exposed their folly and vanity. All the characters are shown to be self-deceived pursuing phantoms, which elude their grasp, or, when achieved, bringing no satisfaction or sense of fulfillment.

Another important genre of the novel is the historical novel. The historical novel, on the face of it, seems to be a contradiction in terms. The word novel designates a work of fiction whereas facts are the underlying basis of history. A historical novel is a combination of good history and good fiction because it departs from fiction and deviates from facts; the novelist takes into account what may be described as the spirit and atmosphere of history. Sir Walter Scott is the creator of the historical novel. He blends into a unity fact and fancy, and history and romance. Scott alters the facts of history and changes the sequence of events in the interest of his art. In order to understand Scott's divergence from history, one must remember that he regarded the historical novel as a grouping of the facts of history so centralized as to illuminate a passion, plot or character, as a presentation of historical events, so arranged as to form an interesting picture. Historical novel is not mere history; it is rather magnetized history in which every fact leads to some local pole of unity.

In the twentieth century, the historical novel has suffered a decline. The times are uncongenial to the historical novels of the Scott-type, dealing with romance of knight-errantry and woman-worship. A historical novel is a mixture of fact and fiction, an imaginative treatment of history, and such an imaginative treatment, which would necessarily select, order and arrange its material, is not congenial to the rational and scientific temper of the age. The modern stress is on the sub-conscious, on the study of the psyche, on the analysis of motives, while the historical novel deals with external events and actions.

The novel of social reform is associated with the name of Charles Dickens. He is the first English novelist who consciously used the novel-form to focus public attention on the many social evils prevalent in his age and thus he tried to cure some of these evils, which caused great suffering to the poor. In this way, he has rendered great service to society, and contributed much to the well being of the under-dog of society. Thus he has made the novel an instrument of social reform.

Another form of novel, which egressed during the nineteenth century, is the regional novel. The regional novel is the novel, which depicts the physical features, life, customs, manners, history etc., of some particular region or locality. The regional artist emphasizes the unique features of a particular locality, its uniqueness, the various ways in which it differs from other localities. Maria Edgeworth (1767-1849) is the first of the great regional novelists of England. As a matter of fact   the   year 1800   is a   landmark in the history of the English novel, for in that year Maria Edgeworth published her Castle Rackrent. Thomas Hardy is the most important of the regional novelists of England, and deserves more space and attention. His Wessex stretches from the English Channel in the South to Cornwall in the West and as far as Oxford to the North.    

The regional novel today is a well-established art form with some of the greatest novelists of England as its devoted votaries. It could have been rightly expected that with the obliteration of regional and local differences following the mass use of swift means of communication—the car, the railways, the aero plane and the radio and the television—the regional novel would lose its value and significance but regional novels of great worth and significance continue to be written. E.C. Booth, Mary Webbe, Thomas Moult, Sheila Kaye Smith, Constance Holme, Frances Brett Young, are a few of the more prominent practitioners of this form in the modern age.

In the modern times, a new kind of novel, ‘The stream of consciousness novel’ has emerged depicting the flux of emotions and sensations passing through the consciousness of a character, without any organisation or ordering on the part of the novelist. It is concerned with the pre-speech level of thought and emotion. The novelist, so to say, places the readers within the mind of his characters and shows what is happening in his mind at the sub-conscious or even the unconscious levels. It depicts the chaos and incoherence, the welter of sensations and emotions that constitute the human consciousness before organisation takes place. The action moves backwards and forwards in harmony with the thought- process, and the complete soul of the characters, at different levels of consciousness, is laid bare. Henry James, James Joyce, Virginia Woolf, Dorothy Richardson etc., have practised this form of the novel with great success.

 Psychological novel is a newfangled form, which analyses the motives, impulses, and mental processes which move the characters to act in a particular way. It depicts the inner struggles of characters and thus lays bare their souls before readers. Thus in a psychological novel there is much soul-dissection.  

In the 1970s interest focused on writers as desperate in their concerns and styles as V. S. Pritchett and Doris Lessing. Pritchett considered the master of the short stories is also a noted literary critic of remarkable erudition. His easy but elegant, supple style illuminated both forms of writing. Lessing moved from the early short stories as collected as African stories, two novels increasingly experimental in form and concerned with the role of women in contemporary society. Notable among these is the Golden Notebook (1962), about a woman writer coming to grips with life through her art. In 1983, she completed a series of five science-fiction novels under the collective title Canopus in Argus: Archives.

Other distinctive talents of the second half of the twentieth century include Anthony Burgess, novelist and man of letters, most popular for his   mordant novel of teenage violence, A Clockwork Orange (1962), which was made into a successful motion picture in 1971; and John La Carre, who won popularity through his ingeniously complex espionage tales, loosely based on his own experience in British foreign service. Burgess’ prolific output ended with A Dead Man in Deptford (1993), which vividly recreates the life and times of sixteenth century playwright Christopher Marlowe. La Carre’s novels include the Spy Who Came in from the Cold (1963), Tinker, Tailor, Soldier, Spy (1974), The Russia House (1989), and The Constant Gardener (2001). William Golding displayed a 
wide inventive range in fiction exploring human evil with the following novels: the allegorical Lord of Flies (1954); The Inheritors (1955), about Neanderthal life; The Spire (1964); and The Paper Men (1984), about an English novelist’s cruel behaviour to an American scholar.  

John Fowles produced several highly experimental novels, including The French Lieutenant Women (1969), in which he brings the fictional nature of the novel to the foreground, and A Maggot (1985), a mystery set in the eighteenth century. Julian Barnes established his fame with Flaubert’s Parrot (1984), which is about scholarship and obsession, following it with other experimental and satiric works, including England (1999).  

Dark humour permeates the novels of Murriel Spark, who is known for The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie (1961), about a school teacher who turns out to be different from what she seems. It was successfully adapted for stage and screen. Darkness was the prominent mode of much of fiction of 1980s and 1990s. Short stories and novels by Ian McEwen have dealt with moments of extreme crisis, as when his characters face their own mortality in Amsterdam (1998), which won the Booker Prize. 

Other reinvigorating English fiction in the late twentieth century came from the novelists born outside England, some of which looked at colonialism or its after effects. V. S. Naipaul produced semi-autobiographical novel The Enigma of Arrival (1987) dealing with a writer’s migration from the British colony of Trinidad to the English countryside. Nadine Gordimer, who won the 1991 Nobel Prize, wrote of conflict in a society divided by race. English educated Ruth Prawer Jabvala based many of her comedies on her observations as a European living in India. Indian Born Salmon Rushdie satirizes society in such novels as Midnight’s Children (1981) and drew the condemnation of Islamic fundamentalists in Satanic Verses (1988). British born Kazuo Ishiguro of Japanese ancestry, elegantly portrayed the upper-class English society of the 1930s through the eyes of a Butler in his best-known novel, The Remains of the Day (1989). Zadie Smith, though British born, looks at the lives of emigrant and mixed race families in the contemporary London in her dazzling first novel, White Teeth (2000). She continues to explore the ethnicity in the second novel, The Autograph Man 2002).    

There is no ‘movement’ into which one can try to fit writers of the latter part of the century at least not yet – but in any case labelling is usually done by later generations but one fresh and original current was provided by the fact some notable new British writers came from families whose parents or grandparents had emigrated to the UK from the West Indies, India, Pakistan, or China and brought a new stream into writing in Britain.

New bodies of literature in English have also developed in Canada, and Australia to take their place alongside literature written in Britain. In India and Africa there has also emerged literature written in English, offering a specific post-colonial point of view. Although there is no easily defined movement, many art forms and life forms are today talked of as post-modern and in them the feminist and post-colonial movements play a great part.

More promise for the future of English fiction may be seen in the rise of a number of writers qualified to treat English working-class life from within. The working class had hitherto mainly appeared in literature as comic relief, or propaganda figures, or homosexual delinquents—the latter being the only types, apparently, with whom middle-class novelists were acquainted. But in recent years several writers of talent, coming from that class, have shown themselves the successors of Lawrence in achieving a humane inward treatment of people who were once ‘submerged.’ This Sporting Life (1960), by David Storey (b. 1933), has claims to be the most astonishing novel. Dealing with a professional rugby footballer, it sends us back for comparison to Arnold Bennett’s story The Matador of the Five Towns; but Storey's writing has a power and a radiance, which Bennett never achieved, and he has been able to invest a plain story of rather inarticulate people with tragic dignity. He has succeeded, where most naturalistic writers have failed, in keeping his language ‘level with life’ without the surrender of his own controlling intelligence and judgment.

Many women writers have also emerged during the late century experimenting with psycho-socio paraphernalia. There are many writers like Doris Lessing, Murriel Spark, Penelope Fitzgerald and others, adumbrating the inward world of ordinary individuals. One such writer is Anita Brookner. 

Anita Brookner is considered one of the great contemporary writers of English fiction.  Her novel, Hotel du Lac (1984), won one of the most prestigious British literary award, The Booker Prize in 1984.  Before becoming a full time writer, she dedicated herself to the study of History of Art and wrote some interesting books on the eighteenth and nineteenth century art. Brookner's observant stories about British society have been compared to the works of Henry James and Jane Austen, while the wry isolation and secretive passions of her heroines are reminiscent of stories written by the Emily and Charlotte Bronte. Brookner in her novels deals with the cognitive activities of the protagonists who are prominently isolated women. Her novels examine the mood disorder widely known as withdrawing defences.

A rather different type of defensive behaviour is illustrated by simple withdrawing or seclusiveness. An individual who is frustrated in his social adjustments may give up his attempts to adjust socially and may withdraw from the stimuli that cause his difficulties. Seclusive persons shun the company of people, prefer solitary amusements to competitive ones and would rather watch over individuals than participate in their activities. This reaction is adjustive, for a person who will not try to make social adjustments cannot experience painful failures. The withdrawing adjustment is tried by almost all persons who encounter social thwarting, and alternates with the more aggressive adjustments. A Socially maladjusted individual is typically shy and retiring at one time, aggressively compensatory at another, with seeming inconsistency.

Anita Brookner, the English novelist and Art Historian was born on 16th July 1928. She was born in Horne Hill, a suburb of London. Brookner’s father, Newson Bruckner was a Polish emigrant, and her mother, Maude Schiska was a singer whose father emigrated from Poland and founded a tobacco factory. Maude has changed the family’s surname to Brookner owing to anti-German sentiment in England. Anita Brookner had a lonely childhood, although her grandmother and uncle lived with the family, and her parents, secular Jews, opened their house to Jewish refugees escaping Nazi persecution during the 1930s and World War II. Brookner, an only child, has never married and took care of her parents as they aged. 



Anita Brookner was educated at James Allen’s Girls’ School. She received a B.A. in History from King’s College of the University of London in 1949, and a Doctorate in Art History from the Courtauld Institute of Art in 1953. In 1960 she became the first woman to hold the Slade Professorship at Cambridge University and was promoted to Reader at Courtauld Institute of Art in 1977, where she continued to work until her retirement in 1988. Brookner is a fellow of the Royal Society of Literature and was made a CBE (Commander of the British Empire) in 1990. 

Brookner evinced a keen interest in literature and has been reviewing contemporary fiction for The Spectator as well as other literary journals and newspapers. Brookner published her first novel, A Start in Life in 1981, at the age of fifty-three. Since then she has been publishing approximately a novel every year. 

Brookner is highly regarded as a stylist. Her fiction, which has been heavily influenced by her own life experiences, explores the themes of isolation, emotional loss and difficulties associated with fitting into English society. Throughout her books, several parallels can be seen as clearly existing between Brookner and her protagonists, who are intellectual and emotionally reserved women alienated from the main stream of life. Brookner’s novels contain a certain amount of grief, because of the struggle of the heroines’ loneliness. This struggle to find balance between inner acceptance and social acceptance is reflected in the strongly female themes that dominate Brookner’s novels. 

A general malice of spirit coupled with the boredom of a summer vacation prompted Brookner to write her first novel, A Start in Life (1981). During an interview for the Paris Review (Fall, 1987), Shusha Guppy has quoted Brookner as saying, “my life seemed to be drifting in predictable channels and I wanted to know how I deserved such a fate. I thought if I could write about it I would be able to impose some structure on my experience” (Walia 150).
Anita Brookner has produced several novels about women’s depression and the power of writing to contain it. The heroines of Providence (1982), Look at Me (1983), Hotel du Lac (1984), The Misalliance (1986), and A Closed Eye (1992) narrate variations of the struggle of the heroines who are graceless losers, who agonize over ways of compensating for their loss, which threatens to entail the loss of their being itself. Brookner’s protagonists are usually sensitive, refined and love lorn middle-aged women. 

Among Brookner’s novels, Family and Friends (1985) is quite unusual, as it is a family saga based on the series of wedding photographs. Brookner said it was inspired by one of her grand mother’s wedding photos. Her middle novels, A Misalliance and Brief Lives compound the meaninglessness of women's existence by exploring the present predicaments of older women through a retrospective on their past. This technique proves an excellent vehicle for Brookner's preoccupation with self-betrayal, the duplicity of others, and the betrayals of time. The defeats of time and the painful survival of destroyed illusions are portrayed in two novels best described as family chronicles: Family and Friends and Latecomers.
Brookner has delineated the private and social lives in Brief Lives (1990). This novel chronicles an unlikely friendship that exists between the flamboyant, monstrously egocentric Julia and the modest, self-effacing Fay, who is at once fascinated and appalled by Julia's excesses. 

In both A Closed Eye (1991) and Fraud (1992), however, Brookner suggests that people do not have to settle for a solitary, lonely life. In novels developed through similar structural techniques, dutiful daughters break the Brookner pattern. [image: image2.png]
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Brookner relies on the same circular technique in Fraud, which also develops the theme of mothers and daughters, but here from the daughter’s point of view. 

Dolly, Brookner’s thirteenth novel, brings the European to London in a vivacious manner where the aunt sings and dances her way through life. Incidents in the Rue Laugier deals with the story of a French woman and two English boys sharing a flat – again a story of longing, sensuality and betrayal. A Private View (1994) and Visitors (1997) also deal with the protagonists’ understanding of their future.

Brookner has written several scholarly books including Watteau (1968), The Genius of the Future: Studies in French Art Criticism (1971), Greuze: The Rise and Fall of an Eighteenth Century Phenomenon (1972), and Jacques-Louis David (1980).

In the twentieth century, particularly during the post-Second World period, the experience of loneliness or alienation has been very intense and widespread at all levels of human activity. The terms like alienation, estrangement, isolation, distance and exile are being used extensively and meaningfully in a number of academic, literary and philosophical disciplines. Since the English novelist Anita Brookner deals with the problem of loneliness and self-exploration which are of relevance in the context of the present century, the present study is taken up by the researcher. The study entitled A Study of Silent Transformation of Women Protagonist in Select Novels of Anita Brookner is divided into four chapters. The first chapter – Introduction deals with the growth of novel and Anita Brookner’s contribution to English novel. The second chapter – The Malady of Loneliness analyzes the protagonist’s loneliness and how it affects them. The third chapter – The Silent Transformation deals with the way the heroines are transformed through their long walks and writing and emerge as better individuals with better understanding of life. The last chapter – Conclusion sums up the arguments given in the previous chapters.
Brookner’s most successful novel, Hotel du Lac won the Booker prize. The protagonist, Edith Hope is the daughter of an English professor and an Austrian mother who writes romantic novels. Insecure of her identity, she feels alienated. For many years she has been mired in a hopeless affair as a self-effacing mistress of a married art dealer, David Simmonds. She becomes engaged to the colourless Geoffrey Long but bolts from marriage at the last moment. Edith takes refuge in an off-season Swiss Hotel, where a wealthy, attractive fellow guest Philip Neville, proposes a marriage of convenience to her. Discovering that Neville has an affair with a beautiful young woman, Edith returns to London and her old life. Hotel du Lac demonstrates that the juxtaposition of romantic longing with detached analysis of such feeling remains central to Brookner’s fiction.

In Look At Me (1983) Frances Hinton, a medical reference librarian, falls under the spell of a glamorous couple and is attracted to a male colleague, but all three eventually spurn her timid overtures. Frances consoles herself with the thought that although problems of human behaviour continue to baffle human beings, they are solved at least in the books in the library.
Muriel and Harriet, the spinster sisters appear in Undue Influence as elderly owners of a secondhand bookshop inherited from their father. Dutifully devoted to his memory, they employ the attractive, well-dressed, twenty nine year-old Claire Pitt to edit his dull writings. Claire fantasizes an unattainable marriage with the handsome, shallow Martin Gibson, a patron of the bookstore. In an effort to occupy her time, Claire endlessly cleans her inherited apartment, takes long walks in London parks, reads, fantasizes, and has anonymous sexual encounters during vacations in France. Without any lasting relationships, Claire’s future holds the same glum promise of a drab, controlled life as Brookner slowly closes yet another analysis of unfulfilled longing.

CHAPTER II

THE MALADY OF LONELINESS
Social isolation and loneliness have long been identified as human problems. Although not always made explicit in literature, social isolation refers to the objective state of having minimal contact with other people, while loneliness refers to the subjective state of negative feelings associated with perceived social isolation, maintaining a lower level of contact than that desired or the absence of a specific desired companion. 

It has been shown that most of the objective measures of social isolation are unrelated to the subjective measures of well being, although companionship and the availability of confidant relationships are quite significant. Research has shown that those without a confiding relationship are more subject to depression than others. Singleness has also been associated with both social isolation and loneliness.

Loneliness points to the unhappy emotional and cognitive state that results from desiring close relations but being unable to attain them. Loneliness is accompanied by negative effect, including feelings of depression, anxiety, unhappiness, and dissatisfaction associated with pessimism, self-blame, and shyness. 

Psychoanalytic approach finds that both neglect and too much attention in the context of a secluded childhood can lead to loneliness in old and middle age. Severe life events in the preceding year have also been linked to the onset of depression. This feeling of seclusion averts the individual from social unions and transfuses fear of insecurity and displacement. 

Contemporary writings by women of the ‘new generation’ revolve uncannily often and obsessively around issues of isolation, failed relationships, corporeal fragmentation, self-loss, and the failure of narration. What clearly distinguish these contemporary narratives by women are their persistent depiction of depressed characters and the consistent failure of language and narration. 

Anita Brookner’s Hotel du Lac deals with the human maladies of loneliness and social isolation. The novel delineates the character of Edith Hope, a middle-aged educated woman excavating her cognitive process. She is a single woman nourishing her feelings with an involvement with a married man, David who shows himself once in a blue moon. She treasures the relationship with David who is her secret lover by recounting nights with him and thinking of him in his house with his family. The story line is built upon factors of loneliness and reminiscence. Edith Hope, the protagonist of the novel has encountered this malady of loneliness from her childhood. She talks about her estrangement with her mother and great looks of her father whom she has loved and cared for. 

Edith’s pain is augmented when she recollects her childhood. She   detests her mother and her aunt who always ignored her presence. She recollects sadly how the brutal sound of their voices hurt and confused her and she would start crying or approach her father for comfort. When her father died, her mother had also “collapsed without him” (49).

As Rajni Walia says, “Edith’s painful recollections help her to grasp how her own feelings of inadequacy result partly from a lack of nurturing and a model of embittered womanhood, provided by her mother” (162). Though her mother had scorned Edith while she was alive, as Edith tries to sympathetically understand her mother, she is able to sense the pathos of disappointment, underlying her mother's outer harshness. Edith reminisces: 

  . . . I wish that I had had a mother who handed down maxims on tablets of stone, and who was never without a wise saw or a modern instance. I never knew my poor mother to do much more than bark with derision. And yet I think of her as my poor mother. As I grow older myself I perceive her sadness, her bewilderment that life had taken such a turn, her loneliness. She bequeathed to me her own cloud of unknowing. She comforted herself, that harsh disappointed woman, by reading love stories, simple romances with happy endings. Perhaps that is why I write them. (104)

Edith's psychological alienation from the world around her, what she calls being “out of phase with the world” (93) is what she shares with the other Brooknerian protagonists. It is further intensified during her stay in the Hotel, through her geographical dislocation from her home, due to “the unfortunate lapse which had led to this brief exile . . . when she should have been at home . . . But it was home, or rather, ‘home,’ which had become inimical all at once . . .” (8). The details about Edith's past, which disclose why she is away from her small house in London and about the nature of her 'self,' which yearns for what she considers a real 'home,' are gradually revealed, through the skilful narrative organisation of this novel.

 
The underlying psychological and moral issues in Edith's relationship with David Simmonds emerge gradually through the interwoven narrative cords, which contribute jointly towards a scrutiny of her ‘self.’ Her reminiscences divulge how she first met him at a party, arranged by her friend and neighbour, Penelope Grandison. David is an auctioneer and married to Priscilla, a very good-looking woman. She is what Edith would describe as a ‘hare’, sure of her own worth and of holding on to what she has. Although David has an uncomfortable and tempestuous relationship with his wife, he gives no indication to Edith that he would leave her or his children. What he does share with Edith is a mutually satisfying physical relationship, whose nature is not explored, but only suggested. What is examined in detail is Edith's own deep and growing attachment to him, which leads her to virtuous fidelity. She frets silently as she imagines his life with his wife. His infrequent visits to herself cause her to be in a state of continual waiting, but what keeps her going is the fact that “Sooner or later, he had come back” (30).

    
 Edith Hope leads a life devoid of domestic fervour and social gaiety. She undertakes her social outings out of compulsion of her friend Penelope. She meets people without any vigour. Her meetings are facilitated by her friend who feels the urge of social relationship in Edith’s life. This is how Edith is introduced to David and Geoffrey Long. 

Edith is a very invaginated introvert. She is never seen making friends or establishing any sort of relationship with others. It is others who would initiate any sort of relationship with her. It is evident in the case of Mrs. Pusey, Monica and others in the hotel. Monica can also be seen in this light of social withdrawal; but she is different from Edith in many respects. Her loneliness is due to her vanity which prevents her from mingling with others like Mrs. Pusey and her daughter, Jennifer. Moreover she is estranged due to ill health and her eating disorder. She is however, capable of identifying her ally in Edith and tries to establish a friendly relationship with her. Edith remains aloof most of the time and she reaches out only to David for her emotional and physical requirements.

Edith's own hopes, wishes and convictions about happiness and love are expressed by her during her conversations with Mr. Phillip Neville. He is the only male guest among the predominantly women dominated Hotel du Lac and Edith also receives her second proposal of marriage from him. His views about marriage and living are quite diametrically opposed to Edith's own and she humorously calls him, “a devil's advocate” (97). Her developing relationship with him is narrated with a comic-ironic undertone. It distances Brookner from her protagonist as it conveys how Edith is capable of being lured into the temptation of agreeing to marry him, inspite of her inner ‘self,’ that can also perceive the irrelevance of his proposal, with respect to what she desires.

 
In fact, outwardly, Neville does appear to be very much like the suitable match that awaits a woman almost as a ‘prize’ after years of waiting, as in the eighteenth and nineteenth century novels. He is courtly. Edith observes how he “conducts himself altogether gracefully,” and is “good looking” with “an eighteenth-century face, fine, reticent, full-lipped” and seems overall like “what was once called a man of quality” (97). He manages to break through Edith's guard, by showing an interest in her, pinpointing her secret identity as Vanessa Wilde, the author of romantic novels, and by taking her for walks and entertaining her in his lightly humorous manner. He is able to guess that she is bored, lonely and has a secret love life, which is causing her distress, due to her high moral standards and expectations and inadequate returns.

Hotel du Lac foregrounds Edith's longings for marriage and a ‘home’ based on life enhancing values and ironically contrasts them with the actual social system and the current assumptions regarding heterosexual relationships. In this context, Brookner aims to implicitly inform the contemporary perspectives, by baring their emotional inadequacy for a particular kind of woman like Edith, who recurrently features as the protagonist in her novels. The same vision is operating in Brookner’s A Friend from England (1987), even though its first person narrator and heroine, Rachel, is different from the other Brooknerian protagonists.  

 
Edith describes her own personality as “rather dim and trusting” (9). The events of the book bear her assessment out, and her character proves to be darker and more subversive than she herself might care to admit. Her willingness to be commandeered by Mrs. Pusey, Monica, and Penelope is an indication of passivity, and it represents a need in its own right. There is a wonderfully funny gallery of portraits: the rapacious shopping and eating habits of Mrs Pusey and her devoted daughter Jennifer; the fortune hunting Monica and her dog Kiki; the mysterious Mr Neville, whose eloquent proposal of marriage to Edith is sabotaged at the very last moment.

There are many characters in the novel that are isolated in one or other way from the society. Irrespective of the reasons for their loneliness, they are united in Hotel du Lac.  The hotel is a refuge for the isolated individuals and for socially reserved characters.  It is a symbol of recreation and consolation for the socially withdrawn persons. It offers refuge to Mme De Bonneuil, Monica, Puseys and many such others.

Edith Hope, the protagonist of the novel is absorbed in her own self and always tries to observe her surroundings and persons. She treats her quest of social success by sketching characters in her novels and smothering them with her longings.   She has rarely had time to visualize. When she looks at her image in the mirror, she discovers her stand in the world. She writes in her letter to David:

. . . with no one to talk to . . . I drank my coffee and paced around and tried to absorb all the details, as people think writers do (except you, my darling, who never think about it at all) and suddenly I caught sight of myself in the glass in the Ladies and saw my extremely correct appearance and thought, I should not be here! I am out of place! (10)

Edith Hope seeking solace in a lonely place taking a holiday in Hotel du Lac on the advice of Penelope finds herself out of place there. Though Hotel du Lac appears to be a remedy for her malady or otherwise seems to be an asylum for her mental depression, she describes the hotel in her letter to David:  “the place seems to be deserted” (11). It gives a microscopic view of Edith’s world which is deserted and less populated.

Anita Brookner delineates the cognitive process of a single educated middle-aged woman. A single woman lingers for the love of a man and she does so out of insecurity. She prefers a married man to an unmarried. Edith Hope is drawn towards David who is married and has a family but Edith feels secure with him though he does not pay much heed to their relation. She immerses herself in David’s thoughts and keeps visualizing about his moves both in office and in his house. She writes in her letter:

I try to work out where you are, but this is rather difficult, surrounded as I am by the time change, minimal though it is, and the lingering effects of my pills, and all these sad cypresses. In a manner of speaking. But tomorrow is Friday, and when it begins to get dark I shall be able to imagine you getting in the car and driving to the cottage. And then, of course, the weekend, about which I try not to think. You cannot know. . . . (12)   

Edith who alienates herself from the grim brutality of her mother triumphs in winning her father’s attention. Her father’s proposing a walk inducts the habit of taking walks in her later age. When ever Edith feels dejected, it was her father who soothed her as they go out on long walks to parks and museum, “Her father, guessing, smiled palely, and suggested that they go for a walk” (49).

     
Brookner puts forth the grim aspect of loneliness that lonely persons resume their self by finding a flint of excitement in others. Edith Hope traces glamour and excitement in her first glance at Mrs. Pusey.  She watches her as if under hypnosis, and feels sorry to have missed a moment of this spectacle. Brookner’s heroines are powerless and of feeble disposition and are catered with anxious feelings on watching a powerful individual. The characters accustomed to solitude repel from the socially successful persons. Edith Hope is critical about the glamorous display of Mrs. Pusey and Jennifer’s affection and their jocund propriety. 

Edith Hope being a writer keeps feeding her faculty with imagination. She contemplates on lives of others and weaves a story which may be the possible future. This purpose is well sufficed when she arrives in the hotel where she meets different persons:  “The daughter must be about twenty-five, thought Edith, unmarried, but not worried about it. ‘She's in. no hurry’” (19). She imagines the mother saying, with her fine smile that She is quite happy as she is.  She nourishes her fancy by predicting that the daughter would blush and bridle, thus inviting lubricious speculation on the part of the elderly gentlemen who would, Edith was sure, be in relatively constant attendance on the mother.

Edith has lost all the worldly pleasures and she has abandoned her looks and her appetite. It is Monica who suggests to Edith to put on some better outfit to ameliorate her appearance and mend the off-putting bearing. When Edith tries a new hairdo, she is discouraged by Mrs. Pusey. She also shows no interest in eating. “It hardly mattered what she ate these days, since she no longer mattered to herself” (29).

Edith retreats from contending activities and she engages herself with languid chores; for instance waiting for David and smearing her imagination with romantic fancies. It had seemed to her that the daylight hours were spent simply waiting for him and nights doting on him. She spent the rest of her time writing tales of women like her living in a world of stargazes and amorous illusions. She also writes about women who succeed in life and it implies that she satisfies her unfulfilled wishes. 

Penelope thinks, “And as an accompaniment, she was given to sighing elaborately over Edith’s uneventful life and was clearly of the opinion that Edith only wrote about those pleasures that reality had denied her” (57).  Edith seeks security and sexual gratification in David who is committed to his family and once in a while avails himself to Edith. She prided herself on giving nothing away, so that he never knew of her empty Sundays, the long eventless evenings, the holidays cancelled at the last minute.

Edith consoles herself by concealing her grief which is a result of her uncertain relationship with David and her longing for some one whom she can trust.  Even Mrs. Pusey and her daughter fail to recognize her as an individual. Thinking of this, yet again, in the Hotel du Lac, she feels the ache in her throat that precedes tears but she is so good at concealing them, and murmuring an excuse to Mrs. Pusey, she takes the unprecedented step of leaving the salon before her. Her presence is not effective and she is a mere passive listener to Mrs. Pusey and when ever she feels like quitting her role, she does it “Edith, once again anonymous, and accepting her anonymity, made an appropriately inconspicuous exit” (62).

Edith is limited in her communicative skills. She does not want to tell about her past to others in the hotel. It is others who tell their stories of their past to her. Readers learn about Edith’s past from her recollections. 

Brookner presents forth two types of stultification through her characters: Edith Hope who lacks the ability to verbalize her feelings and ideas on the one hand and Mme de Bonneueil who is impaired with speaking and listening abilities on the other. Edith finds herself resembling Mme de Bonneuil on the birthday celebration of Mrs. Pusey. Edith realizes that even Mme de  Bonneuil is able to socialize whereas she cannot.

 
Brookner has also brought in other lonesome specimens who are abandoned by their schematic way of living. Mrs. Pusey is one such person mending her forlornness by showcasing her epicurean manner. She conducts herself in such a manner as to increase her sense of self-preservation. She feels contented when surrounded by others gazing at her and admiring her. She loves boasting about her luxurious life and she enjoys her daughter’s demonstration of love. Mme de Bonneuil is another alienated character lacking communication due to her hearing impairment. Abandoned by her son and daughter-in-law, she is confined to the hotel.

 Monica is yet another solitary figure abandoned by her husband. She overcomes her anxiety of isolation by eating cakes, drinking ample amount of tea and fondling her pet dog. She is incapable of communicating with humans and so exchanges her feelings with her pet. All these characters are juxtaposed with Edith so as to bring out her intense sense of loneliness.

Edith considers marriage as something, which is negotiable, and as the last opening to the world of comforts and social life. When the prospect of her marriage with Geoffrey was thwarted she feels: “I shall never have that for which I long with my inmost heart. How could I? It is too late. But there are all the comforts of what is called maturity: pleasant companionship, comfort, and proper holidays. It is a reasonable prospect” (118).

 Edith stands for the order of sophiscated woman who lacks emotional gratification. She longs for domesticity and makes it clear in her conversation with Mr. Neville, that she is not a romantic and wants to live a life of mediocre sociality. She feels emotionally underprivileged and embarks upon a phantasmal flight destined to psychosomatic indulgence. She cajoles her egotistical self to concede to the institution of marriage where she will be secure.

Mr. Neville keys out the melancholic spirit and the angst of loneliness in Edith. He intends to cremate the relics of his bad marriage and also shelter Edith who is an exile. So he proposes a marriage of convenience between them. He guarantees Edith of the benefits the prospect of marriage will bear for them. He tells her:

‘You will be able to entertain your friends, of course. And you will find that they treat you quite differently. This comes back to what I was saying before. You will find that you can behave as badly as you like. As badly as everybody else likes, too. That is the way of the world. And you will be respected for it. People will at last feel comfortable with you. You are lonely, Edith.’ (167)

However, Edith is not able to accept him also, as she comes to know more about him and prefers to be alone.

  “My name is Frances Hinton and I do not like to be called Fanny” (5). Thus opens the narration of the third of Anita Brookner's novels, Look at Me. Brookner is the greatest interpreter, in the English language, of desperation, demonstrating always that this emotion should never be coupled with the word quiet, because underneath every stoic human countenance is a story of turbulence and passion. Fanny Hinton's adventures in love and sophistication are, as ever, narrated in Brookner's exquisite prose, laced with the ironic touch with which she transforms disaster into a special kind of delight.

Brookner's Look at Me opens self-sabotaging with a piece of wisdom that the sheer existence of the novel contradicts, “It is wiser, in every circumstance, to forget, to cultivate the art of forgetting. To remember is to face the enemy” (5). The heroine's dejection and consequent craving for invulnerability, good luck, good health and good looks and therefore cancellation of the past result from her inability to forget her enemy; Look at Me takes on large themes and deals with them with subtlety, sensitivity and clarity” (Yardley 1).

The end of Look at Me is as frozen as its beginning. After a terrifying walk back through an “endless tunnel” (168), clearly symbolic of a birth canal, it is as if Frances is wading through “viscous substance” [170], melancholic Frances collapses into a “state of total regression” (177), “a mood of lethargy that was almost one of mourning” (180). But not exactly: having consumed the love-object she misses, Frances engages in incomplete mourning or, we might say, “refuse[s] to mourn, and “shunning” the consequences of mourning even though her psyche is fully bereaved. Instead of a transformative recognition of loss, Frances inhabits her dead mother’s flat so fully . . . and sleeps in her bed: “It felt quite natural for [her] to be there” (190). Mrs. Hinton died at home, no doubt in the very bed in which Frances now sleeps.

The novel Look At Me starts with a statement, which underscores the disposition of the protagonist, Francis, “once a thing is known, it can never be unknown” (5).  This statement entails the pattern of life that a thing, which takes place, cannot be undone. Frances exists with obligations towards others. She is indebted to Morpeth, whom she never visits on account of her love or warmth. 

Frances lives in her small world, which is formed by some of her familiar faces, and she does not come in contact with the general public in spite of her working in the library. She smiles to some one whom she knows and she talks only to one or two. 

Frances like other Brooknerean heroines is observant and studies other persons in her environs. She scrutinizes the demeanour of individuals and mulls  over on their nous.  She surveys Mrs. Halloran as a “wild-looking lady with a misleading air of authority who claims to be in touch with the other side and who is trying to prove her theory that the influence of Saturn is responsible for most anomalies of behaviour” (9-10). Dr Simek is observed to be an extremely reticent man who conceals his despair underneath his fake smile.

Frances observes about Leventhal that he is a man who is very mute and tacit. He is lonely and anticipates the same from the staff. He communicates in silence and exchanges words with books. “He is the sort of man who only breaks his own silence in order to utter a derogatory remark. But he is otherwise quite harmless. . . . he is easy to work for, a mild, heavy man, probably shy, probably lonely, very correct, easily tolerated” (11). All get on very well in the library.

Frances refers to her job as potential boredom routine and regards James and Nick Phraser as the two intruders who break the monotony of the drab ambience. She enjoys the   presence of other incessant visits of Simek and Halloran. Frances is very self-effacing and she believes that word may sometime cause harm. She believes that regarding discussion on some matters, reticence is preferable, particularly when feelings are liable to change. Frances is surcharged with sombre mood and she says that there is no hope. She feels so hopeless because Olivia instils a feeling of hopelessness in her. She finds Olivia very serious and never enjoying the friendliness of others. It may be a part of her physical impairment, which has hampered her need for perfunctory jesters of joy. 

Frances believes that attractive persons are socially powerful and they with their charm captivate a large social circle round them. She is beguiled by their disposition and hankers to be around them. She craves for their friendly tending, “‘Look at me,’ I want to say. ‘Look at me.’ And I am also intrigued by their destinies, which could, or should, be marvellous” (15).

Frances is gifted with observing power and she shares her observations with her mother. She also pens her reflections and sketches characters with comic coating.

Every one hates to be alone and tries to amalgamate with the external world to relieve oneself from the boredom of loneliness. So, characters like Halloran who detests being alone, comes to reference library to interact with people rather than with books.

Frances’s feelings of isolation may have something to do with immediate environment, which is, anachronistic. Frances feels herself dislocated and homeless in her own home and she is not able to identify herself with her neighbours because she finds that it is a place fit for old folks retiring from the active life.

Maida Vale is a very strange neighbourhood, full of huge blocks of flats, which in their turn seem to be full of small, elderly people. There are very few people about in the streets, which are always deserted, and those who venture out for a spot of shopping wear enormous fur coats and have dogs and sticks.

 Brookner always equates the contour of the abode of the protagonist to correspond with her mental anatomy. The protagonists many a time do not adjust themselves and thereby the feeling of dereliction is aggravated:

The sad and patient virtues that seem to be enshrined in the very fabric, the very furnishings of this flat - the flightiness of its details battling unsuccessfully against the gravity of its overall demeanour - none of this has any further part to play in my existence. The blamelessness that flourished within these walls left us all deficient in vices with which to withstand the world, deficient in the sort of knowledge that protects and patronizes one’s ventures. (31)

 Every morning she hurries to be off from the flat, before Nancy gets back from Mass; she hurries to the library, ready to observe the endless foolishness of serious preoccupation. She notes every quirk of the behaviour around her, and when she gets home she writes it all down and she feels the weight of all that virtue lift, leaving her lighter and almost ready to begin again.

Nancy is another solitary character in Frances’s flat and she tries to find refuge in her activities which she thinks are service to her mistress. She spends her mornings in church and evenings in preparing for nights. She is confined to the boundaries of the flat and never looks beyond the horizon and even is reluctant to   go to her kinswoman. She represents something dutiful and dismal.

Brookner has employed contradictory characters like that of Alix and Nick Fraser in order to intensify the disconsolate mood of other characters. Frances is mesmerized by the bond between the Frasers and their sophistication augments her ache for deficiency in social life:

The first time that I saw Nick and Alix together, I felt as if I were witnessing the vindication of nineteenth-century theories of natural selection. In the persons of Nick and Alix, the fittest had very clearly survived, leaving people like Olivia and me and Mrs. Halloran and Dr Simek and Dr Leventhal to flounder into unreproductive obscurity. So stunning was their physical presence, one might almost say their physical triumph, that I immediately felt weak and pale, not so much decadent as undernourished, unfed by life’s more potent forces, condemned to dark rooms, and tiny meals, and an obscure creeping existence which would be appropriate to my enfeebled status and which would allow me gently to decline into extinction. (37)

When Frances is unable to mingle freely in society, Nick is distinguished by grace and confidence of manner that ensure success. He is tall and fair, an athlete, a socialite, well connected and good-looking.

Frances craves for a reliable and sweet friendship and she probes into her father friendly relationship with Sydney. She feels that such good acquaintances are to be secured. She regrets, she has none. She confides in none. She is friendly with Olivia but not confides in her nor does Olivia demand such matters from her. 

Olivia is another lonesome character in the novel and she is estranged from the rest of the world. She is also reticent but little different from Frances. She detests people’s raucousness and vulgar conduct. She is very dedicated towards her work and finds her pain aggravated by the negligence of others. She is offended by Alix’s ruthless attitude. 

Like Brookner’s other heroines, Frances is also an audience who attends other people’s oratories and thus serves them. She attends to the grievances of Alix by listening to her and Fibs by assisting her in embellishing her conscience with positive nods and smiles. She was an audience and an admirer; and by being so relieved people of their frustration. She was loyal, well behaved and totally uncritical.

Frances tries to put with appearances with the Frasers. She conceals her own feelings in order to match the gaiety of the Frasers. She believes that her sombre temperament will taint their euphoria. Her unfilled evenings are spent as she excused herself by saying that she is writing. Though Frances enjoys Frasers company she realizes her position as an inferior. She feels that Frasers are condescending towards her. She is called ‘little orphan Fanny’. She is neglected and feels embarrassed. “I was the beggar at their feast, reassuring them by my very presence that they were richer than I was. Or indeed could ever hope to be” (57).

Frances is afraid of the old order, which was established by her mother, and she wants to free herself from it. She many a time meditates on selling the flat but is marred by some thing or the other. She dreaded the early nights, which jeopardized her fancies and imaginations. Some times, she hears only the noises of lift door clashing and no step along the corridor and no one coming to her door. She dreads Sundays the most as they are filled with silence, rest, long walks and visits to galleries.  

Miss Morpeth is another desperate figure who was so far pretending to be happy and interested but eventually reveals her disgust and her grief at the reception of others and how she has been ignored by the Frasers. Mrs. Morpeth is a solitary character seeking sympathy of the readers in the novel. She suffers loneliness on account of her old age and she does not have any close kinsfolk to rely on. She has only a meagre prospect of going to Australia and visiting her niece in Melbourne.  The conversation about her trip fills her days. She cajoles her moaning heart with false promises of going to Australia and strengthens them by penning letters to her niece. She has all the unseemliness of a plain elderly woman fastening doors to assure her protection from the outer world. She seems shield off from the vital interests of the living world and prepares herself for a tiresome journey devoid of any fellow traveller. Mrs. Morpeth   like Frances seeks solace in her writing letters to her niece, “This time of the year, when the leaves drift silently down, and the nights draw in, always makes me melancholy” (66). 

Alix and Nick are different characters drawn by Brookner to contrast the feeble and hopeless attributes of Frances. They are assertive and standoffish about their vulgarities. They are benevolent in their show of love which is both voluptuous and demanding, whereas Frances is feeble and lacks the ability of demonstrating her emotions. She is reticent and like a hermit in her disposition.

Frances is unable to endure the lonely wintry nights. She is afraid of being at home and she does not feel the warmth of the hearth in her home, as she has no one to share the warmth except Nancy who wearies herself out working all the time. She dreads coming home on such nights and loves lingering outside communing with external objects like the nurses whom she sees on her way to work, the stars and the benches of the park which appear clumsy in the broad light. She longs for a companion. She frequently thinks of her parent’s marital life and how her father devoted most of his time to her mother. She wishes she could have some one to speak to.

Brookner’s novel Undue influence amplifies the iota of a personal crisis into vistas of social scenario. A quiet, solitary, Claire Pitt navigates London life while residing in the home of her dead parents. Passing her time working in the basement of an old, second-hand bookstore, Claire is approached by a handsome man of forty, Martin Gibson, who is chained down by his ailing wife. Eventually, Cynthia Gibson passes away and Claire makes her move to explore the landscape of Martin’s mind and sexual desire. 

This observation of the protagonist of Brookner's novel, a young woman who works in a bookshop, is a clue to the fact that her books are about more than the seemingly empty lives of ordinary people, for they are deep meditations, of universal significance, on human existence. Typically excellent, this grave, slow-paced, and beautifully wrought novel is often wry and wise. It will not disappoint truly attentive readers:

The scheming restless gods of Olympus, preoccupied by their love affairs, seemed to me a far more accurate reflection of the world as we know it, than a deity who purports to be benevolent but who is in fact indifferent, unreachable, at least by those who feel they have no claim other than their own human need. (208)

The narrator, Claire Pitt, is on the threshold of her thirties and lives alone in a mansion flat in West London. In her examination of her current predicament, she expresses the banal fatalism that is almost obligatory in Brookner's lead characters. Claire disposes of her family in the most matter-of-fact terms. She naturally had a problematic relationship with her father, "I was glad when he died” (9). I objected to him on aesthetic grounds. And her mother was too predictable to be of much interest; “My mother's life was a straight line from her cradle to what was now her grave or rather her ashes” (11). Her death was like her life-modest and self-effacing.

Claire Pitt has no kinsman and after the demise of her mother, she is left all alone in the world. She has only one friend whom she consults and confides. She is dearth of blood relations, “We had no relatives, so there was no Book of Numbers genealogy to work through” (8). Claire proves to be a good and compliant daughter who forfeits her attractions and desires and endures the melancholic air articulated by her ailing father. She diligently works in the bookshop and earns for her family. She is very loving towards her mother and shares hilarity with her: “To all intents and purposes I was the good daughter, and I believe that was how others saw me, as if I had inherited my mother's blamelessness” (10).

Claire after her mother’s death is settled in one way because she feels released of her daughterly duty towards her mother. She is deserted of her company at home.  She feels that there is no more need of excursions in her life and she no longer needs to entertain her:

As for me, my days have settled into not very interesting compartments: our life, now my life, at home, and the excursions into what I think of as cathedral territory, where minor adventures may or may not take place. None of this is entirely satisfactory, which is why I have become something of a mental stalker. In my observations, as I go about my days, I feel as if all my activity has been forced upwards, into my head. (15)

Claire Pitt thinks of her plight and feels as if she is exposed to the whole world. She feels insecure and wants some one to come to her rescue, “I felt ridiculously self-conscious, as if the whole world must be aware of my plight” (22). The protagonist feels the agony of loneliness and desperateness. The vacant flat and unfilled nights make her bleaker. She feels displaced in her own flat and some times find her plain living style very apt to her taste. She fails in associating herself with her neighbourhood. She now and then nods and smiles to few of her neighbours but is aware that those gestures of familiarity aid no more than to mark her identity as a dutiful daughter of her parents.

Claire’s dead father disturbs her conscience and adds more bitterness to her past. She reminiscences her childhood and ponders over her relationship with her father who was always finding fault. “He found my childhood noises distasteful, which was why I soon learned to be quiet, so as not to remind him of my presence” (32).

Brookner has delineated the character of Cynthia to intensify the angst of loneliness mingled with ailing health. Cynthia is an ailing woman treading towards worse time. She longs for company as her illness has confined her to the four walls of her room. She finds drifted from the outer world. She anticipates some one around her to talk and amuse her guests with her past tales. She longs for life,  
“Her hands flew to her face. ‘Oh, don't tell me about illness. Its life I want to hear about. Life!’” (47).

Martin is deprived of love and is demanded of caring and coaxing Cynthia like a child. In his house he seems like a demi-husband who has to attend to the grievances of his sickly wife all the time.  He seems exhausted and attempts to put on a pretence of some luxurious domesticity in the wake of drapes of her house. He tries to amuse his bed ridden wife by playing the role of audience: “I realized that he was there as audience, while Cynthia's role was to divulge information, about herself, mostly. It was clear that she was used to doing this, had behaved in this manner all her life” (56).

The illness and agony of Cynthia leave an indelible mark on the minds of Wiggy and Claire. This malady surrogates their sweet illusions with the coarse reality of life. “Another's illness does that to one, makes one aware of one's own strengths, intact, ready to be used” (58-59). 

As is typical of Brookner’s style, the abode of the protagonist is always something to do with her temperament. Here, Claire feels her flat an unfit place to live in. she apprehends the idea of going home which is fleeced with silence. She feels content in her working basement and hates to shut her own self in doors of her flat. She hates the approaching nights and she is not in a hurry to go home.

Cynthia is very assertive and she is extraordinarily communicative when the girls arrive partly due to sympathy and partly due to some social obligation. She is majestic in her disposition. She boasts of her past and endlessly talks about her past in order to drain out the ghastly feelings of solitude and alienation.

Martin who was so far confined to the room of disease and atmosphere of maladies is now released of his obligations towards his demanding wife. He may now mingle with the rest of the world and seek companies to his taste. “I imagined him emerging from the gloom of that flat like Lazarus from the tomb, a free man, but a man with no experience of freedom” (89). He turns out to be hopeless and meek man who after the death of his wife loses all his domestic office. His loneliness merges with his timorousness and as a result he is obsessed with pyrexia of guilt and discontentment.

Cynthia and Martin are sick of their restricted life filled with unfulfilled dreams and desires; so they welcome intrusions. Martin is exhausted by attending errands which are focused to give happiness to his wife. “No wonder they relied on interruptions to their restricted way of life” (115). Claire recollects the sour and painful time with her father who was devoid of warmth and love. She is rundown not only of her freedom but is detained from other common pleasures. The dearth of affection and pent-up feelings of the past influence her present which is abnegated of private contentment and social security. She recounts her childhood days which are different from the rest of the worldly idiosyncrasies: “I remembered the mournful inquiries: what sort of a day was it outside? Why had The Times not arrived? But I also remembered the querulous complaints, the heavy-breathing naps, and the need at all times for his attendants to express concern” (116-117).

The physical deterioration and the ailing individuals exert an inordinate influence on the persons tied with them. Cynthia wields some sort of force which reduces Martin to an errand boy. Clare’s ailing father intrudes on the innocent happiness of his daughter left alone in her home which smells of pills and echoes of coughing and heavy breathing of her father. Clare is goaded by the bleak and sickly air of her house:

I knew that the sick and the disabled exert a tyranny, that they nourish a grievance against the healthy and impervious, much as ill-favoured women resent the young and unmarked, thinking themselves justified in issuing verdicts of disapproval, yet at the same time unhappily aware of their own marginality. (117)

Claire craves for some company and wishes to have some one whom she could rely on for every social and domestic pleasure. Claire feels insecure and she realizes that her position as a single woman is jeopardized by uncertainties. 

The novel Undue Influence   also deals with a few more lonely characters apart from the protagonist, Claire Pitt, like, Clare’s mother, Wiggy, Martin, and in some way the two sisters, Muriel and Hester. These characters are stereotypes with diluted individuality and undergo the expedition of life as appendages with vagueness and uncertainty.

The protagonist’s mother who has also experienced the state of loneliness undertakes walks; but unlike her daughter, she strolls with her friend Cathy. She after marriage is not plainly   solitary but feels the twinge of solitude in life. After the death of her father, Claire’s mother reconciles soon with the situation and she learns a new measure of contentment. She never complains and wears an attire of passivity.

Wiggy, the friend of the protagonist is an artist by profession and lives lonely in a compact flat. She has been the mistress of a married man for six years. Wiggy is secure in the company of her married lover. The relationship gives her a hope and builds a room of illusion around her, which is dispelled from the light of reality. She does not enjoy a social position as a married woman but has a secret joy in possessing the designation of a mistress. She feels obliged to her lover who rarely visits her but keeps her waiting and thus Wiggy is occupied with anticipation, which is rather sweet.
 Mrs. Hildreth is an old widow rummaging some kind of relation and trying to locate her in the hopeless scenario.  She speculates life from a different angle and adapts her reality into chimera. She is deceived by her son who cares much for his girl friends than for his mother and abandons his mother for their sake. Claire traces a sort of insolence, which is a consequence of some distress, “She stood as if expecting me to tell her what to do next. Clearly she was now without occupation, one more old lady submitting to the inevitable shipwreck” (6).

Muriel and Hester are two spinster sisters but live with a hope and a will power in life. Martin is designated to dual life where he oscillates from the virtue to wise. 

Claire lives a different pattern of life from the rest of the world. She unlike other young and attractive English women, remains unmarried. She communicates with lifeless character, St. Collier rather than with living persons in her neighbourhood. She relies on an inconsequential amount of income from the bookshop. She hardly finds any suitor for her till she collides with Martin Gibson who is a widower and she develops a peculiar interest in the man even before he becomes a widower.

 Clare is aware of the fact that Martin is not of her type but still endures to pursue a prospect for her. She is very ambiguous and the uncertainty of her future makes her more indistinct. She seems immersed in her comings and goings of the past, and probabilities of futures.

Claire’s rapport with Martin Gibson is diffident and it serves as a distraction and as a curative measure for their cacophonous life: when Claire intends to protract her association with Martin and considers the prospect of developing a lasting bond under the seal of matrimony, Martin appears to exploit his liaison with Claire as a means of ceasefire of personal crisis. He seeks some kind of solace in supplying his informations to Claire. He also perceives Claire’s as a friendship to fill the gulf created as a result of Cynthia’s demise. He welcomes Clare’s intrusion of which she feels: “It was as if I had served my purpose as a transitional object or system, and, having proved unsatisfactory, had given him tacit permission to move on” (204).

Brookner has manifested the tribulations of individuals who are a social failure in someway or other. She portrays the icons of solitary characters to demonstrate materialization of a taciturn self. She has depicted individuals like Claire and Cynthia who are isolated from the world on account of their scantiness and   lack of resourcefulness. Through the fictional device of falling in love, her dialectic of the self and the world is grounded in her experience of “personal emotional disappointment” (Walia 144).

CHAPTER III

THE SILENT TRANSFORMATION

Brookner’s leading female characters experience lost romantic opportunities, and go forward only into ‘that long resignation which marks the true onset of old age’. These veterans of unrequited love are therefore vulnerable to becoming the dupes of more vital characters; this is true of Emma Roberts in Leaving Home, just as it is of librarian Frances Hinton in Look at Me (1983) when she meets the glamorous couple Nick and Alix. She gets caught up in the hedonism of their lives for a while, wanting to experience how the others, the free ones, conducted their lives, only to be deluded in her own pursuit of romance. A similar setback awaits Kitty Maule and her ‘secret hopes’ at the climax of Providence (1982). This is indeed a typical pattern: a woman’s placid existence is interrupted by people or events outside her control, pushed to a certain pitch of crisis, before her life resumes its progress – towards loneliness, or perhaps greater realism of expectations.

Edith Hope of Hotel du Lac is aware of the barrenness of her life and she tries to fill her life with her writing and her walks, which are occupied with musings. She also culls out emotional fulfillment in nature and this is evident in her attachment towards her garden. She tries to communicate with nature and identifies her introvert temperament in nature, which is calm and does not take part in external activities. She is drawn towards the locale of Hotel du Lac because it consoles her starkness and emptiness. She also gratifies her emotional desolation by pouring out her feelings through her pen. She emancipates her repressed emotions by putting them forth in her letters to David even though they are never posted. 

Edith Hope is self indulgent and absorbed in her ponderings over her love for David rummaging her personal space. She seeks gratification in her contemplations in her garden and lonely walks in Hotel du Lac. Walks are the most consolatory activity for most of Brookner’s heroines. Edith Hope also takes long walks in order to sleep peacefully. The walks also help her to catalogue her ideas in her mind. She feels refreshed amidst the calm nature. She seeks energy in her solitary walks to negotiate with the external world. She says: “And then a walk, a very long walk along the lake shore, and then a bath, and change into my blue dress, and by that time I shall be ready to make the entrance, always so difficult to negotiate, into the dining room” (12).

She finds pleasure in her imaginative world, which is her means of living. She draws new characters of life, which surrogates her shrunkenness from other social characters. 

Edith Hope spends most of her time in observing other characters around her and then delineates them in her novels. She is seen observing the gaiety of Mrs. Pusey and her Daughter, Jennifer and portrays them in her letters to David.  She analyses the character of Mrs. Pusey as a typical snob and sociable specimen filling her chasm of old age by her voluptuous audacity. Edith makes out that Mrs. Pusey spends her free time by accumulating accessories for concealing her fading beauty and old age. She keeps on boasting her past life with her husband and the love, which he lavished on her and her daughter.  However her daughter Jennifer keeps displaying her love to her mother in order to repress her real detachment or dislike towards her life. Likewise, she analyses the character of Monica and sketches her in her letter to David, which is never posted all through the novel.

Brookner sets an inside view of the protagonist in narrating her reflections about other characters. Edith enjoys the confidences and recollections of Mrs. Pusey and gains revivification of her fictitious faculties.  She acquiesces to this readily enough, not because of her plight, which she sees as irremediable but not entirely serious, but because Mrs. Pusey presents her with the opportunity to examine, and to enjoy contact with others.

Edith Hope medicates her undesirable emotional encroachments and tries to fill the vacuum in her heart with art.  Whenever some external intruder violates her solitude, she adjudicates to retain her nerves and so to attain this, she opens up her mind to David. Edith is alone and is not able to communicate her feelings and ideas with others. Though she gets acquainted with Mrs. Pusey, her daughter and Monica, she is able to channalize her emotions only to David. She is able to express herself only through writing; she is able to communicate only with herself because those letters are never posted and so she through the letters to David corresponds with her own inner self, which enhances her wisdom.

Edith longs for a domestic life and this is evident when she pronounces her emotional grievances to Mr. Neville. She has lost once the chance of attaining social success by not marrying Geffrey Long whom Penelope recommended for her. She fails in acquiring a position for herself in the institution of marriage and denies herself the fruits of lifetime companionship and social security. She could make up characters but she could not decipher those in real life. For the conduct of life she requires an interpreter.

Edith Hope’s heartache and her longing for some one whom she believes she is in love with find expression in her writings. In order to demolish the image of David happy with his family she pullulates her fancy and occupies    herself with the art of writing. She says “I imagined him to be having a marvellous time and I wrote for ten hours a day to stop myself thinking of him” (74).

       
Edith abnegates herself the felicity of expressing her feelings. She imprisons her laughter underneath her chagrin. She rarely seems appreciating and valuing her instincts. She cogitates that no one bothers about her emotional nuances and she is like a passive audience. She in her conversation with Mr. Neville says: “‘I wasn't aware that anyone was interested in my expression,’ she said. ‘I rather thought I was useful as an audience, but only as a lay figure is useful to a painter: both can be put aside when no longer required’” (75).

Edith lives with the nature and she adores the nature, which nurtures her hungry dreams. “A beautiful night, pleasant, calm. Calmer than most” (77).

     Edith is also driven by the grief of departures of dear ones. The demise of her mother does not aggravate her sorrow but inflicts some sort of annoyance. She suffers from the pangs of despised motherly love and emotional hostility. However she conceals her grief and enshrouds them with her self-complacency.

Edith’s analytical reflections about the women around her not only reveal her insightful understanding of their predicaments and psychic nuances, but also enable her to enlarge her own sensibility. It is worthwhile to quote Sally Helgeson in this context:

The transformation she [Edith] achieves is not material but spiritual. The result of learning to cultivate mature human virtues like tolerance and sympathy. Ironically, these are traditional female virtues, but they are presented here as the result of strength rather than compliance. In Brookner’s decorous and difficult world, one becomes a feminist by learning to be a lady. (Walia 165)

Brookner is an advocate of self-control, restraint, consideration for others, and basic decency. She knows that the art of growing old and finding a satisfactory compromise with the world is far more important than any thing else. She quietly and insistently tells that there are standards to uphold and that one cannot have everything he wants. Her novel Look at Me prompts reflection and a steadying of one's values, even though she has no illusions about the ultimate rewards of behaving well: Brookner is clear that the meek are not going to inherit the earth and that the pushy ones will gobble it all up first. Brookner’s books can be pronounced as a way of trying to redress the balance, to give the overlooked their ‘look at me’ moment.  

Like Edith Hope, Frances also takes long walks and finds refuge in writing. Frances feels lonesome in her house after her mother’s demise and so she prefers staying out of home. She engrosses her evenings with walks, which entertain her mind. While going home she usually walks from Manchester Square, where the Institute is situated, through the Edgware Road and past all those horrible shops, full of corsets and nurses' uniforms and video cassettes and Indian food.

Frances gains energy through writing and feels her spirit boosted. She loves writing, which is a form of communication for her and also a kind of source of some power. She sometimes wrangles with her ideas which refuse to be transferred on her paper:

Sometimes the effort of putting pen to paper is so great that I literally feel a pain in my head, as if all the furniture of my mind were being rearranged, as if it were being lined up, being got ready for delivery from the storehouse. And yet when I start to write, all this heaviness vanishes, and I feel charged with a kind of electricity, not unpleasant in itself, but leading, inevitably, to greater restlessness. (18)

Frances manipulates her feelings and does not think necessary to express them to any one. She has seen herself through many crises. By a supreme irony, her control is so great that these crises remain unknown to the rest of the world, and so she is thought to be unfeeling. She never speaks of them. 

Frances absolves the reason for her loneliness and she says that it is a consequence of her activities. She stomachs loneliness because she has settled for the harsh destiny of dealing with these matters by herself. Her repressiveness leads her to write when she feels swamped in her solitude and hidden by it, physically obscured by it, rendered invisible, in fact, writing is her mode of piping up and of reminding people that she is there.

Frances drains out her emptiness by filling the pages of her diary with her repressed feelings and emotions. She works with her pen during silent nights and meditates on the characters that she regards as specimens in her comic novel. Frances finds delight in observing persons who radiate some hope for life and show how they are physically fit and attractive.

 
Her feelings are very ambiguous; she discovers happiness in the evidence of happy people on one hand and she feels envious and down-beaten in the class of societal gullibility on the other.  She feels that her observations of scenes and persons not only impart a message of exclusion but also provide a fascination of the rare perfect example. It motivates her to lay her pen, to stock such novelty, study them and dissect them learning and loving the task. 

Frances is engrossed in writing because she feels that writing channelizes her expressions. She feels satisfied when she puts forth every single subdued wish. She writes when she is not satisfied with the things around her, and so she writes in order to recompose events.

Frances wants to break away from her residence and this she believes will drift from the past and old ways of living. Frances is old fashioned and conventional but she desires to be normal and modern. She admires persons like Alix and Nick who are fashionable and live a modern life. Frances suffers from strange maladies, which she is not able to diagnose:

I do not seek out friends so that they will offer consolation: I have a horror of that. I am an extremely good listener, and thus pretty well in demand, although recently I suppose I have been lazy. I have been aware of a boredom, a restlessness that no ordinary friendship can satisfy: only an extraordinary one. I have grown tired of my lot, I suppose, and have wanted strenuously to change it. So I write, and I take a lot of long walks, and I ferment my ideas, and if I am lucky they come out as vivid as I should like real life to be. That may indeed be the purpose of the exercise. (70) 

Frances employs her presence in order to please others and she absents herself from the physical world to wander in the inner world of fancy. She believes that it is necessary to entertain the fantasies of others by nodding heads and by smiling with them in accord. 

James Anstey is another lonesome individual groping for some sort of communication in his meticulous efforts of enquiring others. He has a distinguishable air; he is also unapproachable. He seems delighted when his privacy is violated by the intrusion of some body in the surrounding.

Frances is uncertain of her position as a speaker and she feels comfortable in the stance of observer. Whenever, she is neglected by her friends, she struggles against her inner self, which is decreed by the power of reflections. She is ejected from the Frasers party when James is admitted. She transposes from the role of participant to the position of onlooker. She perceives the brilliance of the dramatic events and objects around her. 

Frances and James are not able to stomach the amorous scene between Nick and Alix. They both are hurt when they see the extravagant love between the Fraser couple. Both feel the dearth of love in their life and experience the heartache. They are eventually attracted towards them, “Of course, the spectacle of two people’s happiness is always something of a magnet for the unclaimed.”

Frances feels inordinately happy with James and she realizes that this is some thing, which she has been sighing for. She identifies similar longings and disappointments in their life. James like Frances is obliged to his mother and is bound by his duty towards her. They both are reticent and carry the same kind of attitude towards the Frasers. Both enjoy long walks and embrace silence as mode of transmitting rampant communication. Frances feels protected in the company of James and basks in a mysterious sort of bliss. She is acquainted with the copious pleasure. She is overwhelmed with assuagement so much so, that she forsakes writing. She meditates that her writing is means of relaxation, which is no more required for her.

Frances experiences resuscitated after establishing an attachment with James Anstey. She takes a new perception of life and embarks on strategies of coiffuring and dressing. She mends her looks and hikes in her imaginative flights. She finds an exceptional meaning in her silence. She starts ramping up a beautiful world for her. Frances discloses her mental anguish and the latent proceedings. She is not able to endure the happiness of the Frasers and she keeps contemplating on possible parties of Frasers with James. She grudges the normal happiness:

And all I had found was that I was more incapacitated by the spectacle of normal happiness, no, not even that, of normal satisfaction, than by that of loss, of despair, and of acceptance. For there is something repellent in the spectacle of another's naked misery; it does not encourage friendship. (146)

The protagonist observes other character and the pain of her loneliness is augmented when she witnesses other lonesome characters like Mr. Simek. Frances is disturbed by the helpless image of Simek and she writes it down to pour her expressions of irritation and sympathy. Frances does not complain of any kind to James and she believes in the liberty of individuals in their relationship. She some times feels jealous that James is easily drawn towards Alix and has accepted the invitation of living with them in the spare room. But on other hand, she feels happy for James that he is happy with Frasers and will have a good time. She is a very ambivalent character who some times negates what she wishes and some times desires what she has contradicted. A tint of jealousy makes her plight more incurable.

Frances is denied her share of bliss by the intrusion of Alix. She is compelled to yield to Alix and just like an obedient child shut her off from the most delightful undertaking of walking with James hand in hand. The protagonist feels alienated from the rest of the world on her evening walks and the intensity of this estrangement is increased when she is unheeded by the Frasers. She longs for other’s attention and a mark of recognition, “Look at me, I wanted to say, look at me” (85).

In spite of her feeling of loneliness, her acquaintance with others helps in her growth. Frances’s self respect seems to mature after her acquaintance with James. Her attitude seemed to have undergone a change for the better, making her less sharp and less receptive. She feels herself sliding deliciously downwards into a miasma of kindliness. She starts inspecting shops for buying better outfits and cosmetics. She embarks on a new strategy for life and considers her worthy. Frances enjoys the innocuous form of their friendship and she cherishes it. She tries to keep it as it gives a sense of gratification to her, a mysterious delight and quixotic aspirations.

Frances senses the gradual dwindling of her dream and she conjectures that James is drifting away from her. She becomes more anxious about her situation when she finds that she is not able to match the mood of James and not congruent in their usual conversation. She feels very much excluded from the other three.

Sometimes I would not catch up with their allusions until halfway through the evening, and I would not entirely relax until James and I were on our own, although this was sometimes so late that my spirits were a little subdued by fatigue. Even then I found that I could not always match my mood to his. He seemed to be somehow ahead of me, more cheerful, smiling when he remembered something, and saying, ‘No, it's nothing’, when I asked him about it. I schooled myself not to feel excluded, although sometimes on his face I saw a secret, almost savage, grin which alarmed me. (102)

The protagonist realizes that she is no more wanted by her friends and that they want her only to be an observer and did not allow her to participate in the events. She detests this transition of position. So far, she did the task of spitting and now she has become the stock of curiosity. She yearns for pleasures of warmth, intimacy, company, and shared meals. She feels deprived of all theses social souvenirs. When James fails to understand her interest in him, she feels mortified by James’s aloofness; “I was tense with anxiety, with despair, for I doubted my ability to inspire love” (123) she becomes very desperate.

I was not a powerful woman, able to bend others to my will, nor was I particularly malleable, and therefore able to bend to the will of others. I was not distinguished by notable caprices, I was not irresistibly attractive; I was simply well behaved and rather observant - a bad combination . . . . why should any one carve to please me, or exert themselves to try, when I made so few demands? (123) 

Frances fails to understand James attitude towards her in the beginning. When she is defied physical liaison with James saying, “Not with you Frances, Not with you”(127). She realizes that she is not as interesting as other girls of her age and cannot entertain her lover. Only then she realizes that it is only a simple friendship supported by nursery simplicity, with its walks and cups of coffee. She also regrets that she should not have provoked James that way so that she might have preserved the innocence of their relationship.

Frances at last is impelled to take the role of observer and resign from the role of participant even though she dreads this prospect of always being receptive. She feels “ . . . the thought of reverting to the role of observer rather than participant filled me with dread and sadness. For although I knew that this was an easy card of identity to use in the game of social interchange, I felt it as the seal of death on any more natural hopes I might have entertained” (132). She decides to revert to her former occupation of observing and taking notes for her fictitious materials:

I, who found it so difficult to shed my beady isolation, must in fact never appear to be lonely. I must be the odd one at every gathering, and in order to hide my sense of shame I must pretend to be taking notes. Where I had once thought to say, Look at me, I must now turn the attention of others away from myself.  I, who had once wanted to be recognized . . . must forget that I had ever sought that recognition.  (132-133)

Frances, though disappointed in her love, takes control of the situation. She reasons out things and her pragmatism helps her to overcome her difficulties. She feels that “matters have to be taken in hand, attentions redirected if unsuitably placed” (163). Her long walk in the night through the frightening tunnels symbolic of her spiritual journey gives her some sort of revelation. “I felt, simply, irradiated by the blast of some great revelation, although I could not yet fully understand the nature of that revelation” (162-63). Even if she gives up her job there are other things that would revive her. She says, “I would be a writer, my material spread out before me, the whole world my oyster, free to invent my life.” She decides “I would deal with my matters in my own way, for from scrutiny. My own views, so far unsought, might eventually find their way to the light of day” (167). 

Frances Hinton, like most of Brookner's heroines, also seems impregnably virginal. Although she is romantically inclined toward Dr. James Anstey, she holds his hand “as confidently as a child holds the hand of its parent” (95). She is in no hurry for sex, although she expects to do eventually “whatever was demanded” (98). That Frances resists the idea of sex at the Maida Vale flat--suffused with her dead mother’s presence--is a glaring confirmation that her blockage is the result of an incorporated mother. Given what dwells within her, weighing her down and filling her up, the act can occur only on demand; any bliss it might bring is not a consideration, for it would be instead a potentially traumatic ripping out of a deeply embedded “maternal thing.”

There are words in Look at Me that echo those so precisely as to border on heartbreaking. Frances Hinton has been disappointed in love: “I knew about love and its traps . . . How it starts well, how mistakes made, how, in moments confidence or unbearable pain, things are said which can never be unsaid . . . I never speak of it” (95). She turned to writing as a form of therapy and escape, as a way to reorder her world. She does it well, and manages to sell a story to a prestigious magazine in America, but she views it harshly:

I saw the business of writing for what it truly was and is to me. It is your penance for not being lucky. It is an attempt to reach others and to make them love you. It is your instinctive protest, when you find you have no voice at the world’s tribunals, and that no one will speak for you. I would give my entire output of words, past, present, and to come, in exchange for easier access to the world, for permission to state ‘I hurt’ or ‘I hate’ or ‘I want.’ Or, indeed, ‘Look at me.’ And I do not go back on this. For once a thing is known it can never be unknown. It can only be forgotten. And writing is the enemy of forgetfulness, of thoughtlessness. For the writer there is no oblivion. Only endless memory. (84)

Frances “who is so markedly a contrast with the general run of people” understands that “extremely handsome men and extremely beautiful women exercise a power over others” (14). She knows that their attention span is much limited because of their great range of possibilities. In spite of herself she likes them. She knows that Alix, Nick and James are such people.  “I recognize that they might have no intrinsic merit, and yet I will find myself trying to please them, to attract their attention. ‘Look at me,’ I want to say. ‘Look at me’” (15). She is caught in their web, which proves to be a trap. As matters develop with James, Frances comes to understand that she is not a friend to Nick and Alix but a puppet: “I had wanted the company of my friends to sustain my golden enjoyment and my new future, but those friends had turned into spectators, demanding their money's worth, urging their right to be entertained. And I no longer wanted to be a available for that particular function” (105). Gradually they lose their interest in her. Alix is bored. At last, having paid a terrible price, Frances realizes that “those people were innocent of everything except greed, that, like children or animals, they simply took what they wanted. That this was the law” (180). She knows that she is much different from them and that she would be able to recover from her sadness with her pen and her notebook. 

Frances, who had been thinking that Nick and Alix offered her a ticket into the real world, is left alone in her lonely apartment with pen and paper for company. She remembers that “something had happened”, “something terrible” (174), and she realizes that her task must be to write about it: 

The details escaped me, although I knew that they were all stored somewhere, and could, at some future date, be retrieved, intact. It would be my wearisome task to retrieve them with gusto, to make my readers smile wryly at the accuracy of my detail. No mercy given, none received. And the purpose of it all distinctly questionable. Perhaps to lighten the burden of things unsaid. For those who put pen to paper do so because they rarely trust their own voices, and, indeed, in society, have very little to say. They are, as I now knew, the least entertaining of guests. (174-175)

The malady of loneliness is a predominant factor causing anxiety and mental stress for single women. There are single women who recreate their barren life with blossoms of art and there are some who seek succour in writing by deluging their emotions. The angst of solitude also coerces individuals to establish a bond with someone to reassure their social security. The unmarried women are drawn towards married men to guarantee their emotional security due to their experience and better social status. The protagonists of Brookner are such stereotypes endeavouring to launch a possible relation with a married man.

Walking is a predominant activity in a solitary person’s life. Like Edith Hope of Hotel du Lac and Frances of Look at Me, Claire of Undue Influence undertakes walks in order to immerse herself with observations of others: “I walk a lot. That is how most evenings are spent” (16). She uses her fancies as a catalyst to decrease the pangs of her solitude. She considers these walks to be a pilgrimage undertaken to attain revelation. She ardently treads along the deserted roads and sooth her lonely soul: “Mostly I walked, speculating on the people I passed, on the conversations I overheard. These are the consolations of the solitary walker, and the habit has stayed with me” (11).

The bookshop, where she is working is a sort of refuge for Claire. She communes with the women in the magazines and shares her ideas of St. Colliers. She buries her pangs of lonely and unfulfilled life in the pages of books, which are self-contained. Her vision of life becomes enlarged due to her contact with the books. When she comes in to the world seeking human company that deludes her, she loses many things. She realizes that “those last weeks in the shop seemed like a lost haven of calm and safety. Now that I was out in the world again I did not quite know how to deal with it. My situation was fairly grave for I had found the ideal job and lost it” (177).

Claire spends her time walking and fantasizing. When she comes to know that Martin is selfish to the core she does not mind snapping her ties with him. Her experiences with him have given her a better understanding of people and life. After Martin leaves her and goes away from her life, Wiggy sees him and comes with news of him. Claire’s reaction to that is described:

The burning blush that crept all over me was for my own stupidity, not emotional this time so much as intellectual. It was the greatest failure of my life and no future success could ever obliterate it. When the heat in my face and throat subsided and I could bear to get up from my chair, I walked to the window and looked out. . . . All I know was that now, as never before, I should find it easy to leave. (231)

Claire emerges as a liberated being with enhanced wisdom. Claire’s identification of herself with the life inspections of St. Collier who diagnoses the ineffectuality of life and fabricates a stratagem for creditable living help her to take her decisions. The impression of a loaner who re-erects his faculties with truth- seeking deliberations which he gives of himself help her in her discernment of truth. 
CHAPTER IV

CONCLUSION

Setting her fiction within the psychological realism of a woman's emotions, Brookner shares with other twentieth century writers like Edith Wharton and Elizabeth Bowen, the intimate rendering of the complex social frustrations of gifted, undervalued women. As in the novels of Rosammund Lehmann and Elizabeth Taylor, she continues the tradition of the lonely heroine not getting what she wants. Like Bowen and Lehmann, Brookner displays what may be called a ‘feminine’ sensibility, in the perceptive working of insight, in a chosen area, and in their subtle attention to social and emotional nuances, amidst a detailed delineation of the ‘trivia’ of everyday existence.

In the fiction of Brookner, romantic hopefulness, passive longing, unrequited love, crushing disappointment, loneliness and ageing, are common and recurrent themes. The financially dependent, the well educated, economically self-sufficient, worldly successful, intellectually aware and prosperous protagonists of Brookner, are all women who accord a priority to the attainment of happiness and fulfilment in life, through love.

The women protagonists abide by all the traditionally prescribed rules, yet, they do not meet their reward, in the manner of the courtly romances of the earlier times or the eighteenth and nineteenth century novel of love and marriage or the popular romantic fiction of today. Therefore, a central focus in all her novels is the shock of disappointment and rejection. The themes emerge from the heroines’ inability to compromise and their preference for loneliness. Repeatedly, they have to cope with the feelings of neglect, desolation and loneliness. Brookner writes about the loneliness of the deserted or unclaimed, ageing woman, and the social and personal ramifications of the solitary life.

It may be assumed that disappointments in romantic love are Brookner’s perennial subject, and certainly she works wonderfully subtle ‘variations on a theme’, exploring affairs of the heart from mainly (though not exclusively) female situations and points of view. But her work has many depths. For instance, it fully registers the changing social roles of women, from financial dependence on marriage to greater independence – and potentially greater loneliness – in a time when ‘women are so free now’. While she often portrays ageing women’s fears of isolation and coming down in the world, equally as often she provides sparkling tragic-comedies of manners.

In some people, temporary or prolonged loneliness can lead to notable artistic and creative expression, for example, as was the case with Emily Dickinson. This is not to imply that loneliness itself ensures this creativity; rather, it may have an influence on the subject matter of the artist.

When women place themselves at the centre they are writing in search of wholeness, finding action in spite of dependence. Writing becomes a conceptual and linguistic act of creation of self. The manner, in which the thoughts and expectations of her protagonists are moulded by their interpretation of art and literature, becomes a persistent thematic strain in Brookner’s fiction. The self- reflective protagonists of Brookner achieve a measure of success in the professional sphere, but not so, on the personal front. Their hankering for a meaningful, satisfying and lasting heterosexual relationship is fore grounded as an expression of Brookner’s autobiographical self, which possess the related themes in her fiction.

Edith Hope is an astute, watchful Englishwoman approaching middle age, a writer of romantic novels who secretly believes in the happy endings they offer. After Edith embarrasses her London friends by transgressing their strict but unwritten sexual and emotional codes, they ship her off to a quiet Swiss hotel in the hope that she will become once again her familiar, respectable self. During her dreamlike sojourn at the Hotel du Lac, Edith encounters a strange cast of characters, including Monica, a cast-off wife; Mrs. Pusey, an avid, narcissistic woman with her inscrutable daughter, Jennifer; and a fascinating but rather diabolical gentleman, Mr. Neville. In this period of hiatus from her everyday world, Edith begins for the first time to reflect on her own life with real insight and honesty, and when she is offered the chance to make a radical change in her situation, she responds decisively and with a new knowledge of herself.

        
Edith Hope, who is estranged from her mother in her early childhood, grows to be a lonely adult. Her loneliness pricks her present when she sees Mrs. Pusey and Jennifer. She feels a pang when she sees the love bond between the two. She wonders how a bond, which does not allow Jennifer to pursue her own life can sustain. Edith makes cogitations about her fellow boarders in the hotel. There was something soothing in the very existence of Mrs. Pusey, a woman so gentle, so greedy, and so tranquil, so utterly fulfilled in her desires that she encourages daring thoughts of possession, of accumulation, in others. She is an embodiment of the kind of propaganda, no woman could stoop to countenance. She is not only an enchantress in her own right but also was appreciative of such propensities in others.

Edith Hope tries to live to the dictums of the world and when she exhausts and depletes her stagnant cerebrating, she rejuvenates her impulse of life by writing. Edith does not like other women of her age and class spend time in gossiping about other people’s income or shopping. The letters she writes to David bring out her self-critical insight. As Rajni Walia says, 

The process of writing letters, as well as certain incidents, further trigger flashbacks and reminiscences, by Edith. These narrative devices gradually furnish the missing links about Edith’s past life, but more importantly, they lead to her self-reflections, culminating in significant moments of self-discovery. They also give an insight into the nature of her relationships with the men in her life. (151-52)

Women whose personal histories are followed from childhood to lost romantic opportunities and eventually into that long resignation which marks the true onset of old age. For these women, and the men that come into their lives as husbands or potential lovers, marriage is seldom a cure for loneliness and longing. They are veterans of a long campaign of unrequited loves, and render themselves vulnerable to becoming the dupes of more vital characters who take advantage of their desperation, as well as their money. This is the case in Look at Me when librarian Frances Hinton meets the glamorous couple Nick and Alix, getting caught up in their hedonism for a while, wanting to see how the others, the free ones, conduct their lives. She gains the confidence to pursue romantic happiness, at the appearance in her life of James, only to find herself deluded. In her women centered novels, Brookner has sought to find self-expression and give voice to the marginal group of women, in relation to a patriarchal society. She reconstructs her own psychological, emotional, social and cultural experience, to convey the conflicts and yearnings of the women they observe and portray.

Thus Look At Me is another superb, touching and honest meditation on love, friendship, feminism and filial duty. It is a finely crafted, affecting story of Frances, an intelligent, independent woman, working through her responsibilities to herself, her mother and her sex. Brookner’s opening chapter is a master class, moving her heroine from public life to her private life in broad but heightened detail; it showcases all her skills in presenting a character, in the first person, and that character’s motivations, self-analysis and hopes. The reader is immediately brought in to Frances’s confidence and feels a close empathy with, and minute understanding of, her world. 

The lonely Frances seeks company in the reference library where she works. She endeavors to communicate with the paintings and photos in the library. She monitors other characters who visit the library, some out of necessity and some for getting rid of their solitude. She examines the characters and finds material for her writings.
Undue Influence is another triumph of profound, psychological investigation of Brookner. Her nineteen novels of the past two decades find her once again exploring the barren landscape of the London middle-class. The persistence with which Brookner plots this territory would have exhausted the wit of many other novelists by now, but it is a tribute to her art that she still performs with vigour and variety within such circumscribed limits. Claire longs for connectedness, which leads her to develop her relationship with Martin. That also leads her to know more about human nature and her own self.

All this is related in conventional Brookner style with a weighty dependence on the interior monologue. For those not used to continual pages of unbroken type, this can be intimidating. When dialogue arrives, it is so sparely constructed that it is empty of any character inflections or mannerisms. However, when taken together, this technique is remarkably effective in communicating the attenuated experience of the characters as a whole. Everything is connected, Claire assures the reader on more than one occasion, but the irony is that these characters fail to connect, with one another and with the world. It is this penetrating and sophisticated depiction of a world barely relieved of disappointment and rejection that places Brookner in the front rank of English novelists writing today.


Brookner’s novels frame the loneliness of the feminine self in a society, which priorities what Patricia Waugh calls, “its norm of individuality”(168). This norm is exclusively that of the rational independent, contained self who’s relational and emotional needs are split off and relegated to the feminine- producing incomplete and unhappy human beings. Brookner’s feminist concern with the unfulfilled ‘selves’ of her protagonists, implicitly spells out the need for an alternate view of human relation, which would be life enhancing for both men and women. It would emphasise connectedness and a ‘self defined through relationship but without stifling the autonomy of the ‘self.’ Her fiction mutely dissects the cognitive process of lonely unmarried women. With in her fictional artifices, “she has attempted to examine the characterstic behaviour of women with similar values and attitude, like herself” (Walia 133).

D. K. Pabby analyzes the concept of alienation in his book The Fiction of Margaret Laurance and Anita Desai. He quotes Frank Johnson, one of the modern social thinkers of America, while discussing the meaning of the term alienation: “The word signifies separation (or distance) between two or more entities. Equally basic is the connotation of anguish or tension accompanying such separation . . . usually the quality of estrangement or loss, but also accommodating to the connotation of relief at the interposition of distance” (14). This distance helps the heroines of Brookner to indulge in creative activities, to reflect and analyze their own selves, which leads to personal transformation. 

Creativity is indicative of the undisclosed possibilities or di​mensions of human beings. Aloneness and isolation paved way for self-analysis and self-realization, which in turn would help the integration of their own beings – both within and without. The area of in​herited freedom can be enlarged when human beings channelize their energy to create things and put them in order. Only by overcoming the natural and imposed limita​tions was man able to move beyond barbarism and savagery to the development of culture and civilization. Like the bottomlessness of his own being, this journey has no end. Brookner’s heroines by understanding and leaving the relationships that limit their lives, go ahead in their journey, with a measure of hope. 
