


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read The Green Knight Online

                Authors: Iris Murdoch

                    

    
    The Green Knight

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	43
	...
	76
	»

        

                
            
Table of Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Copyright Page

Â 

Chapter 1 - IDEAL CHILDREN

Chapter 2 - JUSTICE

Chapter 3 - MERCY

Chapter 4 - EROS

Chapter 5 - THEY REACH THE SEA

PRAISE FOR IRIS MURDOCH AND
THE GREEN KNIGHT

“A vast moral and intellectual tour de force . . . One puts down
The Green Knight
with a feeling of having feasted at a table of great ideas.”

â€”Los Angeles Times Book Review

Â 

“There is a sense in which, having entered the world of an Iris Murdoch novel, the main thing is just being there, living in that atmosphere, breathing that air.”

â€”The Washington Post Book World

Â 

“In
The Green Knight
, Ms. Murdoch offers a keen satire on the way we create fantasies and diversions to protect ourselves from moral complexities and spiritual vacuity.”

â€”New York Times Book Review

Â 

“The Green Knight
is late, great Iris Murdoch.”

â€”The Boston Globe

Â 

“The Green Knight
can be read as a fairy tale, as a soap opera, as a love story, but as in all great works of fiction there is an elusive element beyond the humanâ€”a glimpse of the ineffable working of grace and redemption.”

â€”Minneapolis Star-Tribune

Â 

“At 75, Murdoch is declining in neither output nor quality.
The Green Knight
is among her very best. It's a sweeping narrative about ancient moral themesâ€”eros, revenge, envyâ€”that's leavened with droll wit and alert characterizations. It sucks you in and holds you rapt.”

â€”Boston Phoenix Literary Supplement

PENGUIN BOOKS

THE GREEN KNIGHT

Iris Murdoch was born in Dublin in 1919 and grew up in London. She trained as a philosopher at both Oxford and Cambridge, and was for many years a fellow of St. Anne's College, Oxford, where she taught philosophy. She wrote several works of philosophy, among which are
Sartre: Romantic Rationalist, The Sovereignty of Good,
and
Metaphysics as a Guide to Morals.
She was also the author of twenty-six novels, including
The Sea, The Sea
, which won the Booker Prize in 1978;
The Book and the Brotherhood; The Message to the Planet
; and
The Green Knight
. She died on February 8, 1999.
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IDEAL CHILDREN

â€˜Once upon a time there were three little girls â€“ '

â€˜Oh look what he's doing now!'

â€˜And their names were â€“ '

â€˜Come here, come
here.
'

â€˜And they lived at the bottom of a well.'

The first speaker was Joan Blacket, the second was Louise Anderson, the one so urgently summoned was a dog, the little girls mentioned were Louise's children, the place was Kensington Gardens, the month was October.

The dog, whose name was Anax, a distinguished and unusual collie with blue eyes, and long silver-grey fur blotched with black and white, came bounding back to the two women. They were of youthful middle age and had been at boarding school together, though not for long since Joan (a bad girl) had been expelled two terms after Louise (a good girl) had arrived. However, that time had sufficed to establish a lifelong friendship. Joan's lawlessness had cheered the docile younger child, new to imprisonment, with visions of a larger freedom; while Louise, to Joan's disorder, had brought near a soothing possibility of order, at least of the permanence of affection. Neither, in later life, had profited much from the other's example. And now they were both widows with almost-grown-up children.

â€˜This dog business will end in tears,' said Joan.

Louise, who also thought that it would end in tears, said, â€˜Oh no, he's quite settled down with us, he's forgotten his old master.'

â€˜Dogs don't forget. He'll run away.'

The â€˜old master' referred to, Anax's former owner, whose name was Bellamy James, a friend of Louise's deceased husband, was by no means â€˜old', but had decided in the middle of life's journey to abandon the world and become some sort of religious person. This new existence, not yet fully entered upon, involved the surrender  of temporal pleasures such as alcohol and dog-owning. So Bellamy had handed Anax over to the Anderson family.

â€˜Besides,' said Joan, â€˜Bellamy is a fool.'

Louise who also, in her mild way, thought Bellamy a fool, said, which she also believed, â€˜He's a very kind generous man.'

â€˜In a moment you're going to say he's a “good man”! He's had a messy life. I think he's become a bit batty, he has a death-wish. Is he really living in poverty in East London? Will he sell that seaside cottage you all go to, where the seals are?'

â€˜Yes. The seals have gone.'

â€˜Poisoned I suppose. That must be a blow to you and the girls.'

â€˜I think I'll put Anax on the long lead, I usually do. Come, come, good dog. Sit.
Sit!'

Anax sat while Louise clipped on the lead. He looked up at her with what his ex-master used to call his â€˜sly judgmental eyes'.

â€˜And how is young Harlequin?' This was Joan's nickname for, not all that young though eternally youthful, Clement Graffe, also a friend of Louise's husband.

â€˜He's all right, but he's terribly anxious about his brother.'

â€˜That still goes on? No news of
him
I suppose.'

â€˜No, none.'

â€˜By the way, is Clement paying for this trip to Italy? I imagine Bellamy can't. He can give up the world but he won't miss a free jaunt! Where are they now, do you think?'

â€˜Somewhere in the Apennines.'

â€˜I wish I was. Paris has been so stuffy this summer. Now I come to London, and everybody's away.'

Joan, whose mother was half French, had lived now for some time in Paris. Her mother, whom she rarely saw, was living with a rich Frenchman in Antibes. Her father had died long ago in a railway accident. Her husband, who had left her after six years of marriage, had later gone to Canada and disappeared. Joan's life in Paris was mysterious to her London friends. She worked in a â€˜fashion house', but in what capacity was not clear. She complained of poverty while also implying that she was â€˜getting on perfectly well'. Louise, visiting her, was kept at a distance, not invited to her flat, meeting only in restaurants. Joan, once rated â€˜a beauty', was still, though a little haggard, very handsome and much stared at by men. She wore skilful aggressive make-up, dressed eccentrically but smartly, and liked to be taken, in some rather old-fashioned sense, as an actress. She was tall and had a  long stride and fine legs. Her copiously flowing hair, dyed for many years, was a darkish â€˜Titian' red. Her pretty nose was faintly
retroussÃ©,
and her blue eyes, outlined in black between heavy lashes, glittered and sparkled.

Harvey Blacket, aged eighteen and now in the Apennines, was Joan's son and only child. His father had defected when he was five, his birth having precipitated the disastrous marriage; and Harvey had lived since then in a tempestuous mutually possessive relationship with his mother. Money had come from somewhere. The father, while still in England, paid something, Joan worked as a secretary. She had, it was said, â€˜men friends', the cause, in due course, of quarrels with her son. When Harvey was fifteen Joan fled to Paris, leaving the boy, still at school, with a tiny one-room flat off North End Road, and a tiny allowance, under the wing of various self-appointed â€˜foster parents' of whom Louise was one and â€˜Harlequin' another. Harvey, evidently judged to be grown up, proved in fact quite able to look after himself, and at eighteen won a scholarship to study modern languages at University College, London. He had elected to spend a year off before taking up his place and had promptly acquired a bursary to spend four months studying in Italy. He had spoken French as a child with his mother and grandmother, and had learnt German and Italian at school. The Italian â€˜jaunt' was a preliminary treat before his settling down in Florence.

It was generally agreed that while Joan had led, and it was presumed still led, a rather rackety life,
une vie de bÃ¢ton de chaise
as she herself expressed it, Louise by contrast led a life which, even after its great catastrophe, was quiet and calm, a sensible rational life, a decent satisfactory cheerful life, as presaged by her kindly gentle parents and her orderly high-minded school. The catastrophe was the sudden death by cancer, at a surprisingly early age, of her husband Edward Anderson. Out of a serene childhood Louise, after a year at a London college, had moved smoothly into that wonderful marriage. She had seemed to advance, as one guided, under a happy star. Edward, known as â€˜Teddy', Anderson, several years her senior, was an able and much respected accountant. Prudent insurance had left his family fairly well provided for. After the catastrophe sensible rational Louise struggled with a word processor and took a part-time job. Her orderly life continued. Her children were angels. Friends surrounded her: childhood friends such as Joan and Connie and  Cora, and also her husband's loyal friends from Cambridge days, Clement and Lucas Graffe, and Bellamy whom, even as students, they had called â€˜the chaplain'. Louise's calm bland broad face bore no wrinkles, no evidence of grief or mental strife such as marked, not unattractively, the more striking countenance of Joan Blacket. But Louise's heart had been broken and had not mended.
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