Project Narrative -  Gerald Prince
Gerald Prince: Suddenly, she discovered, in a black satin case, a superb diamond necklace. Her heart began to beat covetously. Her hands trembled as she lifted it. She fastened it round her neck upon her high dress and remained in ecstasy at the sight of herself.
Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish, "Could you lend me this, just this alone?"
"Yes, of course." 
Jim Phelan: This is Jim Phelan, director of Project Narrative at The Ohio State University, and I'd like to welcome you to the Project Narrative Podcast. In a typical episode, a narrative theorist selects a short narrative to read and discuss with me. Today, I'll be talking with Gerald Prince, who has selected Guy de Maupassant's 1884 story, "La Parure," whose English title is The Necklace.
Gerald will read the translation by Ernest Boyd done in 1924. Gerald Prince is professor of French and Francophone studies in the Department of Francophone, Italian, and Germanic Studies at the University of Pennsylvania. Gerry is one of the preeminent scholars of his generation in the fields of narratology and of 20th and 21st century French literature.
His work as a teacher, a scholar, an editor, and reviewer over his long career has been enormously influential in both fields. To talk just about narratology, I can say Gerry's work has shaped the field's thinking about its methods and purposes, even as he's directed his attention to such central concepts as the narratee and the disnarrated, and sketched the outline of a post-colonial narratology.
Gerry's books include Métaphysique et technique dans l'oeuvre romanesque de Sartre, A Grammar of Stories, Narratology: The Form and Functioning of Narrative, A Dictionary of Narratology, Narrative as Theme, Guide du Roman de Langue Française 1901-1950, and Guide du Roman de Langue Française 1951-2000. In 2013, Gerry received the Wayne C. Booth Lifetime Achievement Award from the International Society for the Study of Narrative. Gerry, welcome to the podcast. 
Gerald Prince: Thank you, Jim. I'm delighted to be here on the podcast. 
Jim Phelan: Okay, great. Now, is there anything you'd like to say about why you chose The Necklace as the story for today? 
Gerald Prince: Well, it's a classic.
It's a famous story.
Jim Phelan: All right.
Gerald Prince: It's one of my favorite stories. It's a story that I have taught in the past. 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: And I even wrote a few pages about it some 50 years ago. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. So, 
Gerald Prince: so it's a story that's been with me for a long time. Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. Excellent. Excellent reasons. So all right, now, is there anything you'd especially like our listeners to pay attention to as you're reading it?
Gerald Prince: I think, of course, they should pay attention to everything. But, they might want to pay attention to character names and places, to the dialogues, between the various characters, that kind of thing, I think. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. great. So now here's Gerald Prince reading Guy de Maupassant's "The Necklace."
Gerald Prince: She was one of those pretty and charming girls born as though fate had blundered over her into a family of artisans. She had no dowry, no expectations, no means of getting known, understood, loved, and wedded by a man of wealth and distinction, and she let herself be married off to a little clerk in the Ministry of Education.
Her tastes were simple because she'd never been able to afford any other, but she was as unhappy as though she had married beneath her, for women have no caste or class, their beauty, grace, and charm serving them for birth or family, their natural delicacy, their instinctive elegance, their nimbleness of wit are their only mark of rank and put the slum girl on a level with the highest lady in the land.
She suffered endlessly, feeling herself born for every delicacy and luxury. She suffered from the poorness of her house, from its mean walls, worn chairs, and ugly curtains. All these things, of which other women of her class would not even have been aware, tormented and insulted her. The sight of the little Breton girl who came to do the work in her little house aroused half-broken regrets and hopeless dreams in her mind.
She imagined silent antechambers, heavy with oriental tapestries, lit by torches in lofty bronze sockets, with two tall footmen in knee breeches sleeping in large armchairs, overcome by the heavy warmth of the stove. She imagined vast saloons hung with antique silks, exquisite pieces of furniture supporting priceless ornaments, and small, charming, perfumed rooms created just for little parties of intimate friends, men who were famous and sought after, whose homage roused every other woman's envious longings.
When she sat down for dinner at the round table covered with a three-day-old cloth, opposite her husband, who took the cover off the soup tureen, exclaiming delightedly, "Aha, Scotch broth! What could be better?" She imagined delicate meals, gleaming silver, tapestries peopling the walls with folk of a past age and strange birds in fairy forests.
She imagined delicate food served in marvelous dishes, murmured gallantries, listened to with an inscrutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or wings of asparagus chicken. She had no clothes, no jewels, nothing, and these were the only things she loved. She felt that she was made for them.
She had longed so eagerly to charm, to be desired, to be wildly attractive and sought after. She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she refused to visit because she suffered so keenly when she returned home. She'd weep whole days with grief, regret, despair, and misery One evening, her husband came home with an exultant air holding a large envelope in his hand.
"Here's something for you," he said. Swiftly, she tore the paper and drew out a printed card on which were these words: "The Minister of Education and Madame Ramponneau request the pleasure of the company of Monsieur and Madame Loiselle at the Ministry on the evening of Monday, January the 18th." Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she flung the invitation petulantly across the table, murmuring, "What do you want me to do with this?"
"Why, darling, I thought you'd be pleased. You never go out, and this is a great occasion. I had tremendous trouble getting it. Everyone wants one. It's very select, and very few go to the Clercs. You'll see all the really big people there." She looked at him out of furious eyes and said impatiently, "And what do you suppose I'm supposed to, to wear at such an affair?"
He had not thought about it. He stammered, "Why, the dress you go to the theater in. It looks very nice to me." He stopped, stupefied and utterly at a loss, when he saw that his wife was beginning to cry. Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of her eyes towards the corners of her mouth.
"What's the matter with you? What's the matter with you?" He faltered.
But with a violent effort, she overcame her grief and replied in a calm voice, wiping her wet cheeks, "Nothing. Only I haven't a dress, and so I can't go to this party. Give your invitation to some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out better than I shall." He was heartbroken.
"Look here, Mathilde," he persisted. "What would be the cost of a suitable dress which you could use on other occasions as well? Something very simple." She thought for several seconds, reckoning up prices and also wondering how, for how large a sum she could ask without bringing upon herself an immediate refusal and an exclamation of horror from the careful-minded clerk.
At last, she replied with some hesitation, "I don't know exactly, but I think I could do it on 400 francs." He grew slightly pale, for this was exactly the amount he'd been saving for a gun, intending to get a little shooting next summer on the plain of Nanterre with some friends who went lark shooting there on Sundays.
Nevertheless, he said, "Very well. I'll give you 400 francs, but try and get a really nice dress with the money." The day of the party drew near, and Madame Loiselle seemed sad, uneasy, and anxious. Her dress was ready, however. One evening, her husband said to her, "What's the matter with you? You've been very odd for the last three days."
"I'm utterly miserable at not having any jewels, not a single stone to wear," she replied. "I shall look absolutely no one. I would almost rather not go to the party." "Wear flowers," he said. "They're very smart at this time of the year. For 10 francs, you could get two or three gorgeous roses." She was not convinced.
"No, there's nothing so humiliating as looking poor in the middle of a lot of rich women." "How stupid you are," exclaimed her husband. "Go and see Madame Forestier and ask her to lend you some jewels. You know her quite well enough for that." She uttered a cry of delight. "That's true. I never thought of it." Next day, she went to see her friend and told her her trouble.
Madame Forestier went to her dressing table, took up a large box, brought it to Madame Loiselle, and opened it and said, "Choose, my dear."
First, she saw some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian cross in gold and gems of exquisite workmanship. She tried the effect of the jewels before the mirror, hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up.
She kept on asking, "Haven't you anything else?"
"Yes, look for yourself. I don't know what you would like best."
Suddenly, she discovered, in a black satin case, a superb diamond necklace. Her heart began to beat covetously. Her hands trembled as she lifted it. She fastened it round her neck upon her high dress and remained in ecstasy at the sight of herself.
Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish, "Could you lend me this, just this alone?"
"Yes, of course."
She flung herself on her friend's breast, embraced her frenziedly, and went away with her treasure. The day of the party arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself with happiness.
All the men stared at her, inquired her name, and asked to be introduced to her. All the undersecretaries of state were eager to waltz with her. The minister noticed her. She danced madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thought for anything, in the triumph of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a cloud of happiness made up of this universal homage and admiration, of the desires she had aroused, of the completeness of a victory so dear to her feminine heart.
She left about 4:00 in the morning. Since midnight, her husband had been dozing in a deserted little room in company with three other men whose wives were having a good time He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them to go home in, modest everyday clothes whose poverty clashed with the beauty of the ball dress.
She was conscious of this and was anxious to hurry away so that she should not be noticed by the other women putting on their costly furs. Loisel restrained her. "Wait a little. You'll catch cold in the open. I'm going to fetch a cab." But she didn't listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase. When they were out in the street, they could not find a cab.
They began to look for one, shouting at the drivers whom they saw passing in the distance. They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering. At last, they found on the quay one of those old night-prowling carriages which are only to be seen in Paris after dark, as though they were ashamed of their shabbiness in the daylight.
It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they walked up to their own apartment. It was the end for her. As for him, he was thinking that he must be at
the office at 10:00. She took off the garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders so as to see herself in all her glory before the mirror. But suddenly she uttered a cry. The necklace was no longer around her neck. "What's the matter with you?" asked her husband, already half undressed. She turned towards him in the utmost distress.
"I, I've no longer got Madame Forestier's necklace." He started with astonishment.
"What? Impossible."
They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the pockets, everywhere. They couldn't find it.
"Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball?" he asked.
"Yes. I touched it in the hall at the Ministry."
"But if you'd lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall."
"Yes, probably we should."
"Did you take the number of the cab?"
"No."
"You didn't notice it, did you?"
"No."
They stared at one another dumbfounded. At last, Loisel put on his clothes again. "I'll go over all the ground we walked," he said, "and see if I can't find it."
And he went out. She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength to get into bed, huddled on a chair without volition or power of thought. Her husband returned about 7:00. He'd found nothing. He went to the police station, to the newspapers to offer a reward, to the cab companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him.
She waited all day long in the same state of bewilderment at this fearful catastrophe. Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale. He'd discovered nothing. "You must write to your friend," he said, "and tell her that you've broken the clasp of her necklace and are getting it mended. That will give us time to look about us."
She wrote at his dictation. By the end of a week, they'd lost all hopes. Loisel, who had aged five years, declared, "We must see about replacing the diamonds."
Next day, they took the box which had held the necklace and went to the jeweler's whose name was inside. He consulted his books. "It was not I who sold this necklace, madame. I must have merely supplied the clasp."
Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, searching for another necklace like the first, consulting their memories, both ill with remorse and anguish of mind. In a shop at the Palais Royal, they found a string of diamonds which seemed to them exactly like the one they were looking for.
It was worth 40,000 francs. They were allowed to have it for 36,000. They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days, and they arranged matters on the understanding that it would be taken back for 34,000 francs if the first one were found before the end of February. Loisel possessed 18,000 francs left to him by his father. He intended to borrow the rest.
He did borrow it, getting 1,000 from one man, 500 from another, five louis there, three louis here. He gave notes of hand, entered into ruinous agreements, did business with usurers and the whole tribe of money lenders. He mortgaged the whole remaining years of his existence, risked his signature without even knowing if he could honor it, and appalled at the agonizing face of the future, at the black misery about to fall upon him, at the prospect of every possible physical privation and moral torture, he went to get the new necklace and put down upon the jeweler's counter 36,000 francs.
When Madame Loisel took back the necklace to Madame Forestier, the latter said to her in a chilly voice, "You ought to have brought it back sooner. I might have needed it."
She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had noticed the substitution, what would she have thought? What would she have said?
Would she not have taken her for a thief? Madame Loiselle came to know the ghastly life of abject poverty. From the very first, she played her part heroically. This fearful debt must be paid off. She'd pay it. The servant was dismissed. They changed their flat. They took a garret under the roof. She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the kitchen.
She washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse pottery and the bottom of the pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts, and dishcloths, and hung them out to dry on a string. Every morning, she took the dustbin down into the street and carried up the water, stopping on each landing to get her breath, and clad like a poor woman, she went to the fruiterer, to the grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, haggling, insulted, fighting for every wretched halfpenny of her money.
Every month, notes had to be paid off, others renewed, time gained. Her husband worked in the evenings at putting straight a merchant's account, and often at night, he did copying at two pence halfpenny a page, and this life lasted 10 years. At the end of 10 years, everything was paid off, everything, the usurer's charges and the accumulation of superimposed interest.
Madame Loiselle looked old now. She'd become like all the other strong, hard, coarse women of poor households. Her hair was badly done. Her skirts were awry. Her hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and the water slopped all over the floor when she scrubbed it. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window and thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beautiful and so much admired.
What would have happened if she'd never lost those jewels? Who knows? How strange life is. How fickle. How little is needed to ruin or to save.
One Sunday, as she'd gone for a walk along the Champs-Élysées to freshen herself after the labors of the week, she caught sight suddenly of a woman who was taking a child out for a walk.
It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive. Mademoiselle was conscious of some emotion. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she'd paid, she would tell her all. Why not? She went up to her. "Good morning, Jeanne."
The other didn't recognize her and was surprised at being thus familiarly addressed by a poor woman.
"But, Madame," she stammered, I don't know. You must be making a mistake."
"No, I am Mathilde Loisel."
Her friend uttered a cry. "Oh, my poor Mathilde, how you've changed."
"Yes. I've had some hard times since I saw you last, and many sorrows, and all on your account."
"On my account? How is that?"
"You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the Ball of the Ministry?"
"Yes. Well?"
"Well, I lost it."
"How could you? Why, you brought it back."
" I brought you another one just like it, and for the last 10 years, we've been paying for it. You realize it wasn't easy for us. We had no money. Well, it's paid for at last, and I'm glad indeed."
Madame Forestier had halted. "You say you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?"
"Yes. You hadn't noticed it? They were very much alike." And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness.
Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands. "Oh, my poor Mathilde. But mine was imitation. It was worth, at the very most, 500 francs."
Jim Phelan: Thanks, Jerry. Well, want to discuss the ending,but maybe we should start at the very beginning with Maupassant's title.
We have The Necklace, and of course, there's more than one in the story. So, what about that? What if he'd said The Necklaces or even just Necklaces? What do you think? 
Gerald Prince: I think The Necklace is probably, a good title, but for a number of reasons. But one of them is that the story is, about, ambiguous reference- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah
Gerald Prince: equivocal terms. Mm-hmm. Which necklace are we talking about? Okay. Yeah ... In the same way as which Mathilde are we talking about, the one with or the one without the necklace, and that kind of thing. So- Yeah ... I also think it's interesting to note, in passing that in French, La Parure- Yeah
is the title, and that connotes things like a parade- Okay ... and appearance rather than reality. And that in English, the necklace - of course it's something that you wear around your neck as an adornment. 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: But when it fits snugly- Yeah ... it's called a choker. 
Jim Phelan: Yes. 
Gerald Prince: So it's a wonderfully, again, equivocal, ambiguous, title.
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And finally, I would add that it's interesting that the story, has for a title an inanimate object- and not the name of a character.
Yes.
It might have been called something like Madame Loiselle- in the same way as Madame Bovary or something like that. Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: yeah. So, 
Gerald Prince: So it's as if the characters are insignificant in a way compared 
Jim Phelan: to- 
Gerald Prince: Or 
Jim Phelan: backgrounded, yeah.
Yeah, right Yes. Yes If we think about the title as an abstract, let's put all our energy into figuring out that Yes Right? And- Yes. 
Gerald Prince: Yes 
Jim Phelan: So, we have the necklace, but we have multiple, so which one is it, and so on. Yes. And what does it mean? Yeah. And then, you mentioned, before you read about paying attention to names, so maybe we could start with, Mathilde Loisel.
What do you see there? Yes. 
Gerald Prince: Yes. I was, I think that name in partic- I mean, many of the names, place names- 
Jim Phelan: Okay ... 
Gerald Prince: because she lives on the Rue des Martyrs, the Street of Martyrs, huh? 
Jim Phelan: Yes. Right. Right. 
Gerald Prince: they go to the Palais Royal, the royal palace. Mm-hmm ... she relaxes on the Elysian Fields-
Yeah
et cetera, et cetera- Right ... with all the connotations that- Yeah ... these names can carry. But of all the names, Ramponneau, Forestier, Loisel himself, the husband- Right ... her name is the most interesting, because, initially, of course, She is referred to as she. 
Jim Phelan: Right. Yeah. That's striking.
Gerald Prince: is referred to, to as she as if indeed, she is anonymous. Yeah 
Jim Phelan: She- Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah ... as if indeed she is one of those- 
Jim Phelan: Right. Right ... 
Gerald Prince: pretty girls. Yeah That there are many of them, but she's not exceptional. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. It's a strategy that sort of reinforces what you were saying about the title that- Exactly
that pays attention to the object and not the character in 
Gerald Prince: a way. Exact- Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah 
Gerald Prince: But anyway, her first name, Mathilde, is the name of a famous princess in the second half of the 19th century or in the Belle Époque more particularly- Uh-huh ... Mathilde Bonaparte- Right ... the niece of Napoleon.
Yeah. She was supposed to marry even the one who would become Napoleon III, but they couldn't. Mathilde Bonaparte- the daughter of Jérôme Bonaparte, the younger brother of 
Jim Phelan: Napoleon Of 
Gerald Prince: Bonaparte, who reigned over French society, particularly during the Belle Époque, which is the time of the story- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah
Gerald Prince: that I've just read. uh, Mathilde Bona- Mathilde, therefore, the name of a princess. And, it's also the name of a queen in the 10th century or so, married to Henry the Bird Man. 
Jim Phelan: The Bird... Oh, 
Gerald Prince: okay. Yeah, yeah. so then we get lots- I've L'Oiseauleur. I've L'Oiseauleur, that is the Bird Man.
Jim Phelan: Okay. Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: yeah. Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: So then that takes us to the surname with the- 
Gerald Prince: it takes us to the surname, which on the one hand can refer to birds-
Yeah ...
singing and happy and cheerful and so on, but also can refer to a bird, trapped somehow- 
Jim Phelan: Ah, okay ... 
Gerald Prince: Choked somehow. Okay. A bird in a cage, but dreaming of being- Of something out there
outside. 
Jim Phelan: okay. 
Gerald Prince: Of the, outside her marriage. And also other connotations, Jim, including leisure in French. 
Jim Phelan: huh. In French. 
Gerald Prince: , Including silly goose. Uh, huh. means a silly goose. huh. Okay. Yes, yeah. Yeah. So, the last name is also evocative. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And, when we think of her counterpart who is still attractive and beautiful-
Right, right
At the end. Her counterpart, her first name is Jeanne- Yeah ... which is very common name. You know- Yeah ... it's one of the most common- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: French names. And, her last name, Forester, Forestier- 
Jim Phelan: Okay, yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: indeed is the forest or the kind of jungle in which Mathilde is going to be caught- 
Jim Phelan: Uh-huh
Gerald Prince: Going to fare, poorly. Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: I see. Right. 
Gerald Prince: And you even can think, of like, of the food that she dreamed. She dreams of fancy birds. 
Jim Phelan: Yes. Yes, yes. Right. and- yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: But she is, of course- Yeah ... reduced to a scotch broth. 
Jim Phelan: so the bird tangled in the forest, there.
Yeah. Yeah. maybe we jump to something else. There's some other kind of, background things or, associations. We have mirror scenes, right, in the story. She's trying on a amount of, Forestage jewels. She's looking in the mirror. and then she looks in the mirror again when she goes to the mirror to admire , herself at the end of her success at the ball.
And then she discovers that the, necklace is missing. so what about the mirror scenes? Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, I think that's also interesting because there are two mirror scenes. 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: In a way, again, the ambiguity or equivocation on one character. Which Mathilde,
which mirror? 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: Which necklace, et cetera, et cetera. First mirror scene, she looks at herself like Narcissus. She's in love with herself.
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah.
Gerald Prince: She can't stop looking at herself. She is, she's beau- et cetera, et cetera. 
Jim Phelan: Right, right, right. And, and she... I mean, it's interesting that, the narrator says, she's looking at the necklace covetously.
Exactly. Right? And that, that desire for possession of, this- and, and of herself- and this image of herself. 
Gerald Prince: Covetously, yes. But the second mirror scene- Yeah ... shows another Mathilde. The same Mathilde, but a totally different one. The one without the necklace.
 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: The one who is not a princess, the one who is not triumphant- And if you will, I like to think of, these two mirror scenes as evocative of Maupassant's realist aesthetic. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. Yeah, say more about that. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. , A Maupassant or Flaubert's realist aes- 
 an aesthetic according to which the realist narration, the realist text shows you like a mirror the reflection of things, the appearance of things- but it also shows you what's behind 
Jim Phelan: What's behind their appearance, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: It's not simply the mirror carried along a road that Sandal famously evoked- 
Jim Phelan: Right, right
Gerald Prince: for the, his kind of realism Of realism, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: But it is really the realism of the, of a kind of omniscient narration capable of showing you surface- and below the surface. Yes, 
Jim Phelan: yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Appearance and reality. And the- Mathilde and Mathilde. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, and once you're tuned into that aesthetic, then you're recognizing the invitation to look beneath what's being realistically presented for what's even more realistic underneath it, in a way. Yeah. Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: yeah. 
Jim Phelan: And, 
Gerald Prince: what's interesting, as I was rereading the story, so of course Mathilde and her husband both think that the diamonds are real, but also, Madame Forestier did not notice any difference-
Right
Because in the dialogue at the end when Mathilde said, "Well, well, I, I lost it," she says, "Yeah, well how come- what do you mean you lost it? You gave it back to me."
Right, right.
so, so, so she doesn't distinguish, if you will - 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: between appearance and reality. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: If you will. Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. And she never... I mean, you wonder, I mean, this is speculation, right? But did somebody, fool her, right? Did she buy this for 40,000 francs and somebody pulled a fast one on her? 'Cause she doesn't say anything, exactly ... at the beginning or at the end. Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: yeah. Exactly. But I think, you said you're right, that it's just speculation, and on the one hand we don't want to speculate too much.
On the other hand, of course, the pleasure of the story- 
Jim Phelan: Right ... 
Gerald Prince: Or of stories in general, is sometimes that they make us, speculate- Yeah ... and wonder and enter chat groups or whatever- Yeah, right ... fan groups and that kind of thing. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah. It's sort of like we're extending the story and doing things with it. 
Gerald Prince: And the story itself also sometimes can, suggest other possible developments.
Right.
So for instance, even with the, the possible pieces of jewelry-
Yeah
... that she might have picked- Yes, yeah ... could be something less expensive, Right. Maybe something that cost only 18,000 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: That kind of thing, you know? Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah. And then so you wonder, like the pearl necklace, are those fake pearls or is that all actually real pearls 
Gerald Prince: Exactly. 
Jim Phelan: So, so you mentioned Flaubert and his aesthetic and so on, and then there's that early dinner scene which is, I think, evocative of- Yes
Madame Bovary. You want to- 
Gerald Prince: Very much ... say 
Jim Phelan: more about 
Gerald Prince: At first, Jim, Maupassant was Flaubert's mentee or protege. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. 
Gerald Prince: And, Flaubert went over with him like writing, 
Jim Phelan: Ah ... 
Gerald Prince: tips and so on and so forth, and Flaubert recognized immediately when,when Maupassant wrote his first great story really, Boule de Suif, a ball of fat- 
Jim Phelan: Ah
which, 
Gerald Prince: and, 40 years before, Madame Bovary. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. Yeah, I don't know that one, but You want to tell us a little about it? Just- 
Gerald Prince: It's a story about a woman, a kind of a prostitute,
Jim Phelan: Okay ...
Gerald Prince: Like a ball of fat, very appetizing, if you will- Mm ... who travels, with a lot of bourgeois people, in a carriage.
And, she has food that she shares with the people. It's during the war, the people eat, with gusto, whatever she gives them, and she gives them practically everything. Anyway, they're stopped by a German- 
Jim Phelan: Uh-huh ... 
Gerald Prince: officer, because Germany had been crushing France in the Franco-Prussian- Right, right ... War, 
Jim Phelan: right?
Gerald Prince: And they were, occupying already parts of France. the officer stops them all, and, might release them if she, sleeps with him. 
Jim Phelan: Ah. 
Gerald Prince: And so they put pressure on her, but she's patriotic and she won't. But they put pressure on her, and so she finally does. 
Jim Phelan: Ah. 
Gerald Prince: And so they're let go.
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: And they're let go, and in the carriage, the others have their food and scorn her- and, because, well, she, she's just a prostitute. She just slept with a German, so on- so forth. She's just a ball of fat. Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Mm. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. That's, that's the story. But anyway, so if Robert reads that story, which was published, by the way, in, in a collection of, six stories around Zola. 
Jim Phelan: Oh, okay. 
Gerald Prince: Six stories about the war that were supposed to promote naturalism- Yeah ... by Zola and then many of his- Others, I see ... supposed disciples and that. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And the story was immediately recognized, not only by Flaubert, but Flaubert certainly as a 
Jim Phelan: masterful story. 
Uh-huh. Yeah, yeah, yeah, 
Gerald Prince: So I say this because, uh, Maupassant was very much aware of Flaubert's- Mm ... output. He has this Madame Loisel, sick with Bovaryism, if you will- Uh-huh ... with, a, a having an image of herself which is not quite- 
Jim Phelan: Uh-huh ... 
Gerald Prince: good. Having an image of herself in a particular world which she doesn't really see correctly.
And there-
Yeah ...
is a scene in Madame Bovary in which, Madame Bovary is, at dinner with her husband, Charles, who is chewing delightedly on some kind of piece of beef or something.
Right.
And Emma looks at him and is repulsed and can't stand him- 
Jim Phelan: uh-huh ... 
Gerald Prince: the way he eats and what he eats.
 
Jim Phelan: You know? Yeah. '
Gerald Prince: Cause she thinks of something else. The same way as Mathilde Loisel reacts to her husband saying, "Oh, scotch broth and it's the best thing in the world. What could be better?" And j- no. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: No. 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: She's dreaming of something 
Jim Phelan: Something. Right, right, right. 
Gerald Prince: . Chicken with 
Jim Phelan: asparagus. Asparagus and chicken. That kind of thing. 
Gerald Prince: right.
Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, and it works, within that story and then if you know the Flaubert, it's another layer to it. So I think then, Another possible intertext, is the story of Oedipus, things about origins, identity. Who is Oedipus? Who does he think he is? Who is he actually? Mademoiselle. And so what, what, what else seems to be happening there with, that intertext? 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. I think that's the most interesting intertext because there are several of them.
Of course, there's Cinderella- Yeah ... certainly. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: There's Snow White- Or a kind of 
Jim Phelan: reverse Cinderella, right? 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, a reverse Cinderella. A reverse Cinderella with no prince at the end. 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: you know? 
but very much, following the pattern of Cinderella, including leaving at 4:00 in the morning.
Jim Phelan: Uh-huh. 
Gerald Prince: Okay. Well past midnight. 
Jim Phelan: Midnight, right. Right, right. Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah.
Jim Phelan: Right. Monsieur, Loiselle, he's at midnight, he checks out. He goes to- Exactly ... the other room and- Exactly ... sleeps with the other... Yeah. Yes. 
Gerald Prince: Yes. Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: So they keep playing with that midnight thing for him. Yes. Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: But also I think Snow White, of course, 
Jim Phelan: With the mirrors ...
Gerald Prince: Because of the mirror on the wall. Yeah. Narcissus of, of course, because like her he is in love with his image-
His image. Right ...
and is, is devoured by that image of his. Yeah, okay? But Oedipus is the more interesting because Oedipus is a story about, ambiguous reference.
Oedipus is a story about not knowing or not accepting or not understanding one's origins. Mm-hmm. You know? Remember, Oedipus doesn't know who his father ... He thinks that the king that he's the son of is his biological father. Right, right, right. And so when he hears the oracle, he leaves, trying to escape- Escapes ... his origin, if you will, you know? 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: He doesn't know his origins in the same way as she thinks that somehow- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah
Gerald Prince: Because of fate or because of some blunder or something, she is in a milieu that is not hers. That her real milieu is something other. There is that. There is also the hubristic affirmation, of who one is, of how one has triumphed over fate. Uh-huh. 
Jim Phelan: 
Gerald Prince: Or how one has solved the riddle and so on and so forth, which is not, totally, adequate in either case. Either in the case of Oedipus, when he solves the riddle of the Sphinx, he might have said instead of, "The answer is man"- Yeah ... to the riddle, he might have said something like, "The answer is man, and in particular the answer is me."
Jim Phelan: Me. That 
Gerald Prince: I am the animal who walked on all four when I was, a baby, and I am the animal who will walk with a cane- 
with three legs when I become old, et cetera. so there is that. There is also, And Oedipus is the great myth about, good and bad reference, about- exact or inexact reference. Oedipus kills an old man on the road. 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: But Oedipus at the same time kills his father.
Jim Phelan: Father, right. 
Gerald Prince: Okay. So, Oedipus, marries Jocasta, the queen. 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: Oedipus marries his mother. Mother, 
Jim Phelan: yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And, the, a good example of that opacity, that strange kind of reference in the Oedipus story is something like Oedipus, if you give the, a well-known, philosophical example about referent.
If you give, as an example, compare Oedipus did not know that he married Jocasta, and Oedipus did not know that he married his mother ... 
Jim Phelan: his mother. 
Gerald Prince: So, reference is continuing. Oedipus knew that he killed an old man.
Right.
But Oedipus does not know that he killed- Yes ... the King Laius his father . Right. Oedipus thinks that his father is X, but actually his father is Y. and the same thing, of course, in the story that Maupassant writes.
Jim Phelan: Yeah.
Gerald Prince: Because she is confused about her origins or what she thinks- Thinks, right ... her real origins must be, given that she is so beautiful, et cetera, et cetera. And she confuses a necklace and the necklace- 
Jim Phelan: The necklace ... 
Gerald Prince: if you will. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Okay? 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And finally, of course, in both stories, you do have that realist, but also Oedipal theme of seeing and not seeing.
 
Jim Phelan: right. The vision part. 
Gerald Prince: Of being seen and not being seen- Being seen ... et cetera, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. and seeing accurately or not accurately. Yes. Yeah, exactly. Exactly. both those things, right. Yeah.
Gerald Prince: And, of course she's not like Oedipu- With Oedipus it's really interesting because you remember it's when he's blind- 
Jim Phelan: Right
Gerald Prince: that he sees- Sees ... really. Right. You know? 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: But when he sees, when he's the king- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: He doesn't see. 
Jim Phelan: He's convinced, right.
Yeah, yeah.
It couldn't be him. It's gotta be somebody el-
Exactly. Yeah, right.
Some other source. Yeah, and I mean, I think there's a way in which, this maybe starts to, move us toward the ending a little bit, the sense that, again, I may be speculating or just trying to extend the intertext there, and we say, okay, in Sophocles, Oedipus becomes blind, but he is seeing.
 Mathilde, is being given now. It's correcting the reference, right? But then what happens, right? What does she do with that? Does that mean that she, reimagines her whole life or what? We don't know, right? I mean, it's an interesting, open kind of ending-
Gerald Prince: Yeah
Jim Phelan: in that way. 
Gerald Prince: It is quite open. We don't know whether she... because of the Ministry of Education- 
Jim Phelan: Right. ... 
Gerald Prince: We figured that there is- maybe a lesson that could be learned- from all of this. But at the end, we don't know whether she has learned her lesson. 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: Maybe she has, but only for a little while, you know?
 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: That is maybe after, "Oh, God, I was so wrong," and so on. Then she sits again by the window- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: and thinks, "Oh, who knows what might have been. Who knows? 
Jim Phelan: I mean, that detail about sitting by the window, during those 10 years when she's doing this hard labor and trying to heroically, right, to pay off the debt and all this stuff.
But then - we have this kind of when the iterative, right? When her husband was at the office, she would sit by the window and think of her- Yeah ... her night of triumph, and it's like, well, wait, wait. Yes. Haven't you learned 
Gerald Prince: anything? 
Jim Phelan: Yes, but 
Gerald Prince: Yeah ... heroically, you're right.
But, in the text that I read today, it says she played her part. 
Jim Phelan: Ah, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Uh-huh I see this because it somehow, it's tinged with theater. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Right. Yeah. It's tinged, that is, with something that is not quite well, it's not, the, reality- 
Jim Phelan: Uh-huh ... fever. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. It may be somehow truthful, but it's not real.
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah, yeah. Uh-huh. 
Gerald Prince: So you have this even in that kind of detail in the story that. And the same way, since I'm talking about theater, Jim, when they go to the Palais-Royal, the royal palace, is a big, shopping street- Right ... complex of streets, in Paris at the time, and even now, but it's one also that houses the Comédie-Française- 
Jim Phelan: Okay
Gerald Prince: the National Theater- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: of France. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. 
Gerald Prince: Okay. so, yeah, also that detail- Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: is not without some meaning. Yes. 
Jim Phelan: So that's more of Maupassant's invitations to read me into service there. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Well, maybe, there's probably more to say about the ending, but maybe we should talk a little bit about some of the striking narratological features of it.
You mentioned before we have the omniscient narrator. How do you see Mabasa taking advantage of that? How might that relate to the realist aesthetic that you were talking about? 
Gerald Prince: Well, I think first, of course, the narrator is not only omniscient, but he's also distant from- 
Jim Phelan: Yes.
Okay ... his characters. Right. Right. He's, 
Gerald Prince: uh, he's in a way superior to them. Yes. Even the beginning- that we ta- talked about, that she is one of those- 
Jim Phelan: That's right. Right ... 
Gerald Prince: et cetera. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Shows that he is, superior to them. I also think that, the narrator, it's interesting that his narration is very chronological, you know?
Jim Phelan: Okay. 
Gerald Prince: Except for one bit, the one bit where we're told that the husband have, since midnight had been, Right ... dozing off somewhere in a room, while she's a triumph, triumphant and so on and so forth. Except for that, the story is strictly chronological, relentlessly chronological.
Yeah. As if, you cannot erase what's happened. Uh-huh. Okay. You cannot erase the fact that you're born, however, wherever you're born, you're born there, you know. Yeah. Yeah. Whoever you married, you married him-
Yeah. Yeah ... et cetera, et cetera.
Yeah. Yeah. You have this, you also have then, of course, as part of the, the more realistic aesthetic, one, the fact that the narrator is quite at ease with the language. There are no self-conscious moments- Mm-hmm ... where there's some kind of difficulty that the narration expresses about saying what exactly, Yeah ... what's the case or- Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: yeah, yeah. It doesn't call attention to itself. Not at all ... self- 
Gerald Prince: Not at all ...
Jim Phelan: reflexive at all.
Gerald Prince: Really, really.
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. and there is also that ability of the realist narrator to speak in his own voice-
Yeah ...
or their own voice, if you will. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. speak Along with 
Jim Phelan: the 
Gerald Prince: character, and there are many parts even, I think, the passage where she's by the window- Yeah
and she thinks about how fickle and strange- Yes ... love- life is, I think can be read, as the narrator saying this. Both. 
Jim Phelan: 
Gerald Prince: yeah. A kind of commentary, how strange- and fickle life is. It can be... But also, of course, we hear her. 
Jim Phelan: Right. So it's double voiced in that way. 
Gerald Prince: So- Yeah, yeah ... so you have the narrator's voice. You have also his voice mingled with that- Mm ... of characters and muffling or, covering a little bit their voice- Yeah, yeah ... if you will. Again, a sign of his superiority. And then you have also, the ability to let words speak.
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm. 
Gerald Prince: And, and- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: That is let then the reader, if you will- Yeah ... the receiver, decide what's a... It's in those passages of, dialogue-
Dialogue.
Very much ... and especially abruptive dialogue. That is dialogue which is not accompanied by, she cried, she said- Right, right ... he replied. And in, in Naruto, uh- It is the wordssaid.
Right. The words said. Yeah. And that's important, I think, and that, also is a way, I think, for the narration to underline The importance of the contract that, Mathilde fails to fulfill.
Okay.
You have two long dialogues, but the last one in particular is one in which, i- it's all about, what she was supposed to do.
She was supposed to restitute- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: the necklace. She says she did. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: She thinks she did, but she didn't. She failed to. 
Jim Phelan: Oh, she failed in what way? I mean, because 
Gerald Prince: she, Well, because she, because she, it's true that she gave back a- Yeah ... a necklace that is worth- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah
 
Gerald Prince: 40,000 times what the other one was. But it's also true that it's not- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: the necklace that she should have given back. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. 
Gerald Prince: Okay. 
Jim Phelan: Okay? Yeah, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah ... so you have this, the failure of fulfilling the contract. 
Jim Phelan: Okay. 
Gerald Prince: The first contract is when Jeanne Forestier tells her, "Pick, take whatever you want."
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: Right. With the understanding, of course, that you're going to give it back. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. but she doesn't. 
Jim Phelan: She never does that, and then she- Never. Yeah ... does this other thing. Right. I see. Yeah. Yeah. There's also that dimension of in the last, abrupt of dialogue, right?
We're, very little narrative commentary on it, but this whole idea of, oh, the introduction of that dialogue, now that she had paid, she would tell her all, right? And this idea, okay, I'm gonna tell my story, and there'll be some return for that, right? 
Yes. 
And that turns out- Yeah
to be totally not the return she expected at all. 
Gerald Prince: That's very important, I think, And that's what makes it poignant, if you will. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah. 
Gerald Prince: That's what makes it poignant. She thinks that telling her story is worth something, is worth a reward. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: What do I- 
Jim Phelan: Or something, and even the appeal to her, "It's all on account of you-" 
Gerald Prince: Exactly 
Jim Phelan: I had this," right? Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: But it turns out that, what she exchanges her narrative for is something much, much worse- Yeah ... and much harsher than what she expected to- 
Jim Phelan: Right ... 
Gerald Prince: Exchange it for, you know? 
Jim Phelan: Right.
Right. 
Gerald Prince: yeah, yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: And that's why, this end is particularly sad- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... if 
Gerald Prince: you- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah, poignant 
Gerald Prince: She's right... it's not that she shouldn't be punished. if I want to be harsh- Yeah ... about things and say- Right ... like my students who say, "Well, now she deserves it."
Jim Phelan: Ouch. Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Well, you 
Jim Phelan: know. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, well, that's how... Because, they become the high apostles of morality. 
Jim Phelan: Right. And, they side with their superior narrator in a way. Yeah. I think- I mean, that's a- Yeah. That, that- That's a, that's a temptation ... that, of course. Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: Yes. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah.
Yes. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. But, so it's not that she's not hubristic. It's not that she's not blind in some ways. It's not that she's not narcissistic. 
Jim Phelan: Right. 
Gerald Prince: But, 
Jim Phelan: Right ... 
Gerald Prince: But, what a sad fate. And I think when we talked about the story, you pointed out, we talked a little bit about the matter of the duration- Yes, 
Jim Phelan: yes
of the 10 years. Yes, 
Gerald Prince: right. The duration of
10 years or the length, the extent of the 10 years is like half a page or something- Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: yeah, all 
Gerald Prince: right ... like that, you know? Whereas the final dialogue- Yeah ... by the way, Is longer ... almost a whole page- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, it's 
Gerald Prince: longer, 
Jim Phelan: yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: for just a few minutes, you know? 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, right. 
Gerald Prince: That encounter.
And so it's as if the 10 years are nothing. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Nothing happened. Drudgery, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: There's nothing to say about drudgery or poverty and so on, than just these few lines that- Yeah,
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: Every day you haggle, every day you're insulted, every day you work, every day you're humiliated and so on.
Yeah. That's it. That's all there is to say. Well, 
Jim Phelan: There's an interesting, I think, kinda parallel between the short duration given to the ball-
Yes ...
And the short duration, uh,to her success and the- Yes ... short duration to the 10 years. But if you, look closely at the descriptions, they are quite dramatic descriptions.
I mean, she was a success or- 
Gerald Prince: Yes, 
Jim Phelan: yes ... you know? And the drudgery was drudgery . I mean, and- Yeah, yeah, yeah ... and, and, all these details, right? Her voice keep changing and- 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, and the details chosen are excellent, by the way. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: But you also have to remember that at the ball, okay, she triumphs, but for what?
 
Jim Phelan: Yes ... 
Gerald Prince: for, six to eight hours- Right ... 
Jim Phelan: Right, right, right. I think the other one is- 8:00 to 4:00, so eight hours, right? 
Gerald Prince: Exactly. Right. Exactly. Yeah, yeah. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, right. 
Gerald Prince: So whereas- 
Jim Phelan: Well, and then 10 years ... 
Gerald Prince: as 10 
Jim Phelan: years. Yeah, yeah, right. 
Gerald Prince: Ten years because when we have finished the story, we realize that the heaviest blow is the twist at the end 
Jim Phelan: Yeah.
Yes You 
Gerald Prince: know? That's right Is that the 10 years- 
Jim Phelan: Yes, that's 
Gerald Prince: right ... were terrible, but the- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yes ... 
Gerald Prince: worst is, yeah, 
Jim Phelan: yeah Yeah, yeah Yeah Yeah, yeah Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah. So, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, so maybe we're getting towards the end, but maybe we could just talk a little bit about that as an ending, right?
From Maupassant's and the reader, that kind of relationship, right? We often talk about surprise endings, as, oh, we can sort of retrospectively see, oh, they were prepared for, and so on. There were these clues that were dropped along the way, but this one doesn't really seem to work on that pattern.
How do you see it working? 
Gerald Prince: Not at, not at all, and this is what makes it so stunning- Yeah ... if you will 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: When I talk about the story, I always mention the twist is so stunning that Ernest Renan, the, historian of the life of Jesus and the great essayist of the second half of the century, one of the people who formulated also what nation means-
Jim Phelan: Ah, okay
Gerald Prince: Yeah, writes in his diary just a few words summarizing the entire story by simply these words saying, "Maupassant, they were false." You know? and what's interesting is that the twist is stunning because no one in the story seems to be aware- 
Jim Phelan: Right
Gerald Prince: Of the real or the unreal, including Madame Forestier. When she gets back the- The diamonds- Right ... she says that, in a chilly manner by- Yeah ... "Oh, you should've-" 
Jim Phelan: Right 
Gerald Prince: "... given them back to me earlier. Maybe I should've, you know, I want to wear them." I- Right ... but doesn't notice. So no one notices. The story does not give us-
Kent Puckett: Right ...
any hint-
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah, yeah ...
Gerald Prince: that we could notice. Yeah, and, the story, on the contrary, because of the narrator's capacity to espouse the voice or the point of view of this character or that one- 
Jim Phelan: Mm-hmm
Gerald Prince: The story can trick us in a way- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: Because suddenly she discovered a wonderful diamond necklace 
Jim Phelan: The superb diamond necklace- Yes ... I think is the- Yeah, yeah ... in the translation. Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: So, so- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: yeah, so 
the twist is not a twist that we can go back and say, "Oh, well, on page one-"
Yeah
"on page two-"
Yeah ... "
On page three you have this hint," et cetera, et cetera.
Right. It's not like a, a detective story- Yeah ... where you, if the, if the, if it's a good story you realize that there were clues planted-
Right, right ...
but they, they escaped you.
Yeah, yeah.
The clues escaped you. No, it is really uh, something stunning.
Jim Phelan: Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: yeah. Really, it's a stunning twist. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. 
Gerald Prince: It's a stunning twist. 
Jim Phelan: it works, I think, because of sort of the affective dimension and the ethical dimension of the story. That interaction that, okay, we have these gaps, okay, and now suddenly this gap is filled. But that, it works because of, this combination of poignancy and comeuppance and irony of events and all that stuff, and it just seems right.
It just fits with the realist aesthetic and the seeing behind the surfaces and all that. 
Gerald Prince: Absolutely. It's really, it's really, it's really good. Yeah, it does. 
Jim Phelan: Yeah, 
Gerald Prince: 
Jim Phelan: Yeah. Well, great. So, is there anything that you'd like to touch on that we haven't? I mean, obviously there's more that we could talk about
Gerald Prince: Of course there's more. Of course there's more- Yeah ... and we could talk about, I don't know, the notion of class and caste and- Yeah, 
Jim Phelan: right ... 
Petty bourgeoisie, et cetera, et cetera. We could talk about-
Gerald Prince: But I think-
Jim Phelan: ... the marriage. We could talk about Monsieur.
Gerald Prince: Exactly. I mean- We could talk about the marriage.
Yeah. Her emasculation of hi- 
Jim Phelan: Yeah ... 
Gerald Prince: His, not being able to buy his rifle that he- Yeah. we could talk about him-
Yeah, yeah ...
who is, who is after all also a poignant figure and a well-
Yeah, yeah ...
meaning one even though, he can be dismissed as just a small-minded clerk, et cetera. one who genuinely seems to want to please her, 
Jim Phelan: Absolutely, yeah. 
I think we could talk about a lot, but we talked about a lot. We have, yes,
Gerald Prince: Yes. So, yes.
Jim Phelan: Okay. All right. Well, thanks so much, Gerry. That was really enjoyable, and I think, our listeners will get a lot out of it. So thank you very much. Thank, 
Thank you, Jim. 
Okay. And I want to thank our listeners and remind you that we'd appreciate your feedback, which you can send to us, by email at, the email address is projectnarrative@osu.edu. or you could send to our Twitter account, which is @PNOhioState. And I'll remind you that you can find more than 55 other episodes at the Project Narrative website or on Apple Podcasts.
And if you listen on Apple, I invite you to rate and review us. Thank you again for listening 
