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GRAHAM GREENE

Brighton Rock

Set in the pre-war Brighton underworld, this is the story of a
teenage gangster, Pmnkie, and Ida, his personal Fury, who
relentlessly brings um to justice.

The Power and the Glory

This poignant story set during an anu<lerical purge in one of the
southern states of Mexico ‘starts in the reader an irresistible
emotion of pity and love’ ~ The Times

The Comedians

In this novel, Graham Greene makes a graphic study of the com-
mitted and the uncommutted in the present-day tyranny of Harti.

The Quiet American

This novel makes a wry comment on European interference in
Asia in its story of the Franco-Vietminh war in Vietnam.

The Heart of the Matter
Scobie - a police officer tn a West African colony — was a good
man, but his struggle to maintain the happiness of two women
destroyed hum.
The End of the Affair

This frank, intense account of a love-affair and its mystical after-
math takes place in a suburb of war-time London.

A Burnt-out Case

Philip Toynbee described this novel, set in a leper colony in the
Congo, as being ‘perhaps the best that he has ever written’.

In addition to these major novels, other Graham Greene titles
available in Penguns are: May We Borrow Your Husband? And
Othker Comedies of the Sexual Life, A Sense of Reality, Our Man
in Havana, In Search of a Character Two African Journals,
Ministry of Fear, A Gun for Sale, Collected Essays, Stamboul
Train, The Confidential Agent, and Twenty-one Stories.
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JOSEPH CONRAD

‘Conrad is among the very greatest novelists in the language -
or any language’ -F R Leavis in The Great Tradition

Five other books by Conrad are now available in Penguns:

LORD JIM

The novel by which Conrad 1s most often remembered by perhaps
a majority of readers, and the first considerable novel he wrote.

THE SECRET AGENT: A Simple Tale

Based on anarchist and terrorist activities in London, this novel
has been described by Dr Leavis as ‘indubitably a classic and a
masterpiece’.

vicTory: An Island Tale

In his critical biography of the author, Jocelyn Baines places this
tragic story of the Malay Archipelago ‘among Conrad’s best
novels’,

THE NIGGER OF THE NARCISSUS, TYPHOON
and Other Stories

Conrad’s first sea novel, together with ‘Typhoon’, ‘Falk’, ‘Amy
Foster’, and “Tomorrow’.

NostroMO: A Tale of the Seaboard

His story of revolution 1n South America, which Arnold Bennett
regarded ‘as one of the greatest novels of any age’.
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PENGUIN MODERN CLASSICS

UNDER WESTERN EYES

Joseph Conrad (originally Konrad Korzeniowski)
was born in Russian Poland in 1857, and passed
his childhood in the shadow of revolution. His
parents died when he was quite young. At the
age of seventeen he went to Marseille to become
an apprentice in the merchant marine. This be-
gan a long period of adventure at sea, Conrad
having his share of hardship, shipwreck, and
other accidents. He became a British subject in
1886. In 1889, at the age of thirty-one, he came
to London for a rest after fifteen years at sea.
On this short London holiday he began writing a
sea novel, which, after surviving subsequent
jungle travel, shipwreck on the Congo, and a
railway cloakroom in Berlin, came into the
hands of Edward Garnett and through him to a
London publisher. The book was Aimayer's
Folly, destined to be the first of a long series
of novels and stories, mostly inspired by his
experiences of life at sea, which have placed him
in the front rank of English literature. He died
in 1g924.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

IT must be admitted that by the mere force of circumstances Under
Western Eyes has become already a sort of historical novel dealing
with the past.

This reflection bears entirely upon the events of the tale; but being
as a whole an attempt to render not so much the political state as
the psychology of Russia itself, 1 venture to hope that it has not lost
all its interest. T am encouraged in this flattering belief by noticing
that in many articles on Russian affairs of the present day reference
is made to certain sayings and opinions uttered in the pages that fol-
low, in a manner testifying to the clearness of my vision and the
correctness of my judgemem I need nor say that in writing this
novel I had no other object in view than to express imaginatively the
general truth which underlies its action, together with my honest
convictions as to the moral complexion of cerrain facts more or less
known to the whole world.

As to the actual creation I may say that when I began to write 1
had a distinct conception of the first part only, with the three figures
of Haldin, Razumov, and Councillor Mikulin defined exactly in my
mind. It was only after 1 had finished writing the first part that the
whole story revealed itsell to me in its tragic character and in the
march of its events as unavoidable and sufhiciently ample in its out-
line to give free play to my creative instinct and to the dramatic
possibilities of the subject.

The course of action need not be explained. It has suggested itself
more as a matter of feeling than a matter of thinking. It is the result
not of a special experience but of general knowledge, fortified by
earnest meditation. My greatest anxiety was in being able to strike
and sustain the note of scrupulous imparuality. The obligation of ab-
solute fairness was imposed on me historically and hereditarily, by the
peculiar experience of race and family, in addition to my primary
conviction that truth alone is the justification of any fiction which
makes the least claim to the quality of art or may hope to take its
place in the culture of men and women of its time. I had never been
called before to a greater effort of detachment: detachment from all
passions, prejudices,and even from personal memories. Under Western
Eves, on its first appearance in England, was a failure with the pub-
lic, perhaps because of that very detachment. I obtained my reward
some six years later when I first heard that the book had found
universal recognition in Russia and had been re-published there in
many editions.
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The various figures playing their part in the story also owe their
existence to no special experience but to the general knowledge of
the condition of Russia and of the moral and emotional reactions
of the Russian temperament to the pressure of tyrannical lawless-
ness, which, in general human terms, could be reduced to the formula
of senseless desperation provoked by senseless tyranny. What | was
concerned with mainly was the aspect, the character, and the fate of
the individuals as they appeared to the Western Eyes of the old
teacher of languages. He himself has been much criticized; but I will
not at this late hour undertake to justify his existence. He was useful
to me and therefore I think that he must be useful to the reader both
in the way of comment and by the part he plays in the development
of the story. In my desire to produce the effect of actuality it seemed
to me indispensable to have an eye-witness of the transactions in
Geneva. I needed also a sympathetic friend for Miss Haldin, who
otherwise would have been too much alone and unsupported to be
perfectly credible. She would have had no one to whom she could
give a glimpse of her idealistic faith, of her great heart, and of her
simple emotions.

Razumov is treated sympathetically. Why should he not be? He
is an ordinary young man, with a healthy capacity for work and
sane ambitions. He has an average conscience. If he is slightly ab-
normal it is only in his sensitiveness to his position. Being nobody’s
child he feels rather more keenly than another would that he is a
Russian — or he is nothing. He is perfectly right in looking on all
Russia as his heritage. The sanguinary fuulity of the crimes and the
sacrifices secthing in that amorphous mass envelops and crushes him.
But I don't think that in his distraction he is ever monstrous. No-
body is exhibited as a monster here — neither the simple-minded
Tekla nor the wrong-headed Sophia Antonovna. Peter Ivanovitch
and Madame de S. are fair game. They are the apes of a sinister
jungle and are treated as their grimaces deserve. As to Nikita — nick-
named Necator - he is the perfect flower of the terroristic wilder-
ness. What troubled me most in dealing with him was not his mon-
strosity but his banality. He has been exhibited to the public eye for
years in so-called ‘disclosures’ in newspaper articles, in secret histories,
in sensational novels.

The most terrifying reflection (I am speaking now for myself) is
that all these people are not the product of the exceptional but of
the general - of the normality of their place, and time, and race. The
ferocity and imbecility of an autocratic rule rejecting all legality and
in fact basing itself upon complete moral anarchism provokes the
no less imbecile and atrocious answer of a purely Utopian revolu-
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tionism encompassing destruction by the first means to hand, in the
strange conviction that a fundamental change of hearts must follow
the downfall of any given human institutions, These people are un-
able to see that all they can effect is merely a change of names. The
oppressors and the oppressed are all Russians together; and the world
is brought once more face to face with the truth of the saying that
the tiger cannot change his stripes nor the leopard his spots.

1920 J.C






PART FIRST

To begin with I wish to disclaim the possession of those high
gifts of imagination and expression which would have enabled
my pen to create for the reader the personality of the man who
called himself, after the Russian custom, Cyril son of Isidor -
Kirylo Siderovitch - Razumov.

If I have ever had these gifts in any sort of living form they
have been smothered out of existence a long time ago under a
wilderness of words. Words, as is well known, are the great
foes of reality. I have been for many years a teacher of lan-
guages. It is an occupation which at length becomes fatal to
whatever share of imagination, observation, and insight an or-
dinary person may be heir to. T'o a teacher of languages there
comes a time when the world is but a place of many words and
man appears a mere talking animal not much more wonderful
than a parrot.

This being so, I could not have observed Mr Razumov or
guessed at his reality by the force of insight, much less have
imagined him as he was. Even to invent the mere bald facts of
his life would have been utterly beyond my powers. But I think
that without this declaration the readers of these pages will be
able to detect in the story the marks of documentary evidence.
And that is perfectly correct. It is based on a document; all I
have brought to it is my knowledge of the Russian language,
which is sufficient for what is attempted here. The document,
of course, is something in the nature of a journal, a diary, yet
not exactly that in its actual form. For instance, most of it was
not written up from day to day, though all the entries are dated.
Some of these entries cover months of time and extend over
dozens of pages. All the carlier part is a retrospect, in a narra-
tive form, relating to an event which took place about a year
before.

I must mention that I have lived for a long time in Geneva.
A whole quarter of that town, on account of many Russians
residing there, is called La Petite Russie ~ Little Russia. I had
a rather extensive connexion in Little Russia at that time. Yet |
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confess that I have no comprehension of the Russian character.
The illogicality of their attitude, the arbitrariness of their con-
clusions, the frequency of the exceptional, should present no
difficulty to a student of many grammars; but there must be
something else in the way, some special human trait — one of
those subde differences that are beyond the ken of mere pro-
fessors. What must remain striking to a teacher of languages is
the Russians’ extraordinary love of words. They gather them
up; they cherish them, but they don’t hoard them in their
breasts; on the contrary, they are always ready to pour them
out by the hour or by the night with an enthusiasm, a sweeping
abundance, with such an aptness of application sometimes that,
as in the case of very accomplished parrots, one can’t defend
oneself from the suspicion that they really understand what they
say. There is a generosity in their ardour of speech which re-
moves it as far as possible from common loquacity; and it is
ever too disconnected to be classed as eloquence. ... But I must
apologize for this digression.

It would be idle to inquire why Mr Razumov has left this
record behind him. It is inconceivable that he should have
wished any human eye to see it. A mysterious impulse of human
nature comes into play here. Putting aside Samuel Pepys, who
has forced in this way the deor of immortality, innumerable
people, criminals, saints, philosophers, young girls, statesmen,
and simple imbeciles, have kept self-revealing records from
vanity ne doubt, but also from other more inscrutable motives.
There must be a wonderful soothing power in mere words since
so many men have used them for self-communion. Being my-
self a quiet individual T take it that what all men are really
after is some form or perhaps only some formula of peace. Cer-
tainly they are crying loud enough for it at the present day.
What sort of peace Kirylo Sidorovitch Razumov expected to
find in the writing up of his record it passeth my understanding
to guess.

The fact remains that he had written it.

Mr Razumov was a tall, well-proportioned young man, quite
unusually dark for a Russian from the Central Provinces. His
good looks would have been unquestionable if it had not been

12



for a peculiar lack of fineness in the features. Tt was as if a face
modelled vigorously in wax (with some approach even to a clas-
sical correctness of type) had been held close to a fire dll all
sharpness of line had been lost in the softening of the material.
But even thus he was sufficiently good-looking. His manner,
too, was good. In discussion he was easily swayed by argument
and authority. With his younger compatriots he took the atti-
tude of an inscrutable listener, a listener of the kind that hears
you out intelligently and then - just changes the subject,
This sort of trick, which may arise either from intellectual in-
sufficiency or from an imperfect trust in one’s own convictions,
procured for Mr Razumov a reputation of profundity. Amongst
a lot of exuberant talkers, in the habit of exhausting them-
selves daily by ardent discussion, a comparatively taciturn per-
sonality is naturally credited with reserve power. By his com-
rades at the St Petersburg University, Kirylo Sidorovitch Razu-
mov, third year’s student in philosophy, was looked upon as a
strong nature — an altogether trustworthy man. This, in a
country where an opinion may be a legal crime visited by death
or sometimes by a fate worse than mere death, meant that he
was worthy of being trusted with forbidden opinions. He was
liked also for his amiability and for his quiet readiness to
oblige his comrades even at the cost of personal inconvenience.
Mr Razumov was supposed to be the son of an Archpriest and
to be protected by a distinguished nobleman - perhaps of his
own distant province. But his outward appearance accorded
badly with such humble origin. Such a descent was not credible,
It was, indeed, suggested that Mr Razumov was the son of an
Archpriest’s pretty daughter - which, of course, would put a
different complexion on the matter. This theory also rendered
intelligible the protection of the distinguished nobleman. All
this, however, had never been investigated maliciously or other-
wise, No one knew or cared who the nobleman in question was.
Razumov received a modest but very sufficient allowance from
the hands of an obscure attorney, who secemed to act as his
guardian in some measure. Now and then he appeared at some
professor’s informal reception. Apart from that Razumov was
not known to have any social relations in the town. He attended
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