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Методичні вказівки, індивідуальні завдання

5.1в “Історія зарубіжного літературознавства та критики”

Виконати наступні завдання. Кожне завдання -  4 бали

Передмова. Науково-методичне пояснення.


ТЕОРІЯ ВІДПОВІДІ ЧИТАЧА: АНАЛІЗ СУЧАСНОЇ ЛІТЕРАТУРИ КИТАЮ ТА ЯПОНІЇ

У сучасному літературознавстві теорія «відповіді читача» (Reader- Response Theory) набуває більш визначених  обрисів. Вітчизняні та зарубіжні дослідники класичної та сучасної літератури в більшості своїх робіт відходять від традиційного трактування тексту, за якого читачеві відводиться роль отримувача інформації, який пасивно сприймає смисл чи смисли, що містяться у тексті. Теорію «відповіді читача» можна розглядати, по-перше, у зв’язку з власне літературою як частину постмодерністської поетики з її настановою на читача, по-друге, як відповідно новий напрямок постмодерністської деконструктивістсьої критики, що протиставила традиційним літературним теоріям концепцію «ненавмисності» тексту, не пов’язаним жодними умовностями, традиційною роллю читача в тому числі. Деконструктивістська критика переглядає традиційне ставлення до письменника як одноосібного творця тексту. Література прагне залучити читача до процесу створення тексту, що зовсім не означає відмову від авторства. Визнання рівнозначності автора й читача для тексту – одне з найбільш значних досягнень теорії «відповіді читача». Її заслуга полягає у зведенні процесу читання до рангу творчості, про що свідчать твори сучасних письменників. На сучасному етапі розвитку філологічної думки концепція «читача», що включає спектр найскладніших проблем, мовних та ментальних, звертає найбільш пильну увагу літературознавців. Теорія «відповіді читача» надає письменнику і його твору можливість відчуження один від одного. Скувати текст волею автора – значить обмежити свободу обох і позбавити текст можливості бути прочитаним знову. Письменник, створюючи текст, одночасно читає його. Теорія «відповіді читача» веде автора у зворотному напрямку: читаючи текст, творити його. Найбільш яскраві та фундаментальні дослідження ролі читача в літературі належать авторитетним ученим В. Ізеру, Ж. Дерріда, У. Еко.   

Студентам для вивчення пропонуються найбільш резонансні праці сучасних учених.
Завдання 1. 

Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

W. ISER “THE READING PROCESS: A PHENOMENOLOGICAL APPROACH”

Whatever we have read sinks into our memory and is foreshortened. It may later be evoked again and set against a different background with the result that the reader is enabled to develop hitherto unforeseeable connections. The memory evoked, however, can never reassume its original shape, for this would mean that memory and perception were identical, which is manifestly not so. The new background brings to light new aspects of what we had committed to memory; conversely these, in turn, shed their light on the new background, thus arousing more complex anticipations. Thus, the reader, in establishing these interrelations between past, present and future, actually causes the text to reveal its potential multiplicity of connections. These connections are the product of the reader's mind working on the raw material of the text, though they are not the text itself-for this consists just of sentences, statements, information, etc. 

This is why the reader often feels involved in events which, at the time of reading, seem real to him, even though in fact they are very far from his own reality. The fact that completely different readers can be differently affected by the 'reality' of a particular text is ample evidence of the degree to which literary texts transform reading into a creative process that is far above mere perception of what is written. The literary text activates our own faculties, enabling us to recreate the world sic it presents. The product of this creative activity is what we might call the virtual dimension of the text, which endows it with its reality. This virtual dimension is not the text itself, nor is it the imagination that of the reader: it is the coming together of text and imagination.  

As we have seen, the activity of reading of can be characterized as a sort of kaleidoscope of perspectives, preintentions, recollections. Every sentence contains a preview of the next and forms a kind of in viewfinder for what is to come; and this in turn changes the 'preview' and so becomes a 'viewfinder' for what has been read. This whole process represents the fulfillment of the potential, unexpressed reality of the text, but it is to be seen only as a framework for a great variety of means by which the virtual dimension may be brought into being. The process of anticipation and retrospection itself does not by any means develop in a smooth flow. … 

And yet literary texts are full of unexpected twists and turns, and frustration of expectations. Even in the simplest story there is bound to be some kind of blockage, if only because no tale can ever be told in its entirety. Indeed, it is only through inevitable omissions that a story gains its dynamism. Thus whenever the flow is interrupted and we are led off in unexpected directions, the opportunity is given' to us to bring into play our own faculty for establishing connections - for filling in the gaps left by the text itself.  

These gaps have a different effect on the process of anticipation and retrospection, and thus on the 'gestalt' of the virtual dimension, for they may be filled in different ways. For this reason, one text is potentially capable of several different realizations, and no reading can ever exhaust the full potential, for each individual reader will fill in the gaps in his own way, thereby excluding the various other possibilities; as he reads, he will make his own decision as to how the gap is to be filled. In this very act the dynamics of reading are revealed. By making his decision he implicitly acknowledges the inexhaustibility of the text; at the same time it is this very inexhaustibility that forces him to make his decision. With traditional texts this process was more or less unconscious, but modern texts frequently exploit it quite deliberately. They are often so fragmentary that one's attention is almost exclusively occupied with the search for connections between the fragments; the object of this is not to complicate the 'spectrum' of connections, so much as to make us aware of the nature of our own capacity for providing links. In such cases, the text refers back directly to our own preconceptions - which are revealed by the act of interpretation that is a basic element of the reading process. With all literary texts, then, we may say that the reading process is selective, and the potential text is infinitely richer than any of its individual realizations. This is borne out by the fact that a second reading of a piece of literature often produces a different impression from the first. The reasons for this may lie in the reader's own change of circumstances, still, the text must be such as to allow this variation. On a second reading familiar occurrences now tend to appear in a new light and seem to be at times corrected, at times enriched. 

Discussion questions:

1. Consider the ways of involving reader’s activity into a creative process of interpretation with reference to Akutagawa’s short story “Yam Gruel”.

2. Analyze the artistic function of “gaps” in Akutagawa’s short story "Rashomon", “In a Grove”.

3. Consider the importance of fragmental composition in Haruki Murakami’s novel “A Wild Sheep Chase” for constructing the multiplicity of reader’s responses to its main message.

4. Write three possible reader’s responses to the title of Murakami’s novel “Wind-up Bird Chronicle” and motivate them.

5. Consider the techniques of inscribing reader in Banana Yoshimoto’s text “Kitchen”.

Завдання 2. Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

JACQUES DERRIDA “ACTS OF LITERATURE” 

…For on the other hand, while there is always singularization, absolute singularity is never given as a fact, an object or existing thing in itself, it is announced in a paradoxical experience. An absolute, absolutely pure singularity, if there were one, would not even show up, or at least would not be available for reading. To become readable it has to be divided, to participate and belong. Then it is divided and takes its part in the genre, the type, the context, meaning, the conceptual generality of meaning, etc. It loses itself to offer itself. Singularity is never one-off, never closed like a point or a fist [poing]. It is a mark [trait], a differential mark, and different from itself: different with itself. Singularity differs from itself, it is deferred so as to be what it is and to be repeated in its very singularity. There would be no reading of the work - nor any writing to start with - without this iterability.  Here, it seems to me, are the paradoxical consequences to which the logic of the "traditional claims" should lead. To pick up the terms of your question, I would say that the “best” reading would consist in giving oneself up to the most idiomatic aspects of the work while also taking account of the historical context, of what is shared (in the sense of both participation and division, of continuity and the cut of separation), of what belongs to genre and type according to that clause or enclave of non-belonging which I analyzed in "The Law of Genre." And any work is singular in that it speaks singularly of both singularity and generality. Of iterability and the law of iterability. 

This is what we were saying in relation to Kafka's "Before the Law," that text which, while it speaks in a general, powerful, formalizing and economical way of the generality of the law, remains absolutely unique among all the texts which speak of the same thing. What happens is always some contamination. The uniqueness of the event is this coming about of a singular relation between the unique and its repetition, its iterability. The event comes about, or promises itself initially, only by thus compromising itself by the singular contamination of the singular and what shares it. It comes about as impurity - and impurity here is chance. 

Singularity "shared" in this way does not keep itself to the writing aspect, but also to the reading aspect and to what comes to sign, by countersigning, in reading. There is as it were a duel of singularities, a duel of writing and reading, in the course of which a countersignature comes both to confirm, repeat and respect the other, of the "original" work, and to lead it off elsewhere, so running the risk of betraying it, having to betray it in a certain way so as to respect it, through the invention of another signature just as singular. Thus redefined, the concept of countersignature gathers up the whole paradox: you have to give yourself over singularly to singularity, but singularity then does have to share itself out and so compromise itself, promise to compromise itself. In reality, I don't even think it is a matter of a duel here, in the way I just said a bit hastily: this experience always implies more than two signatures. No reading (and writing is also already a countersigning reading, looking at it from the work's side) would be, how can I put it, "new," "inaugural," "performative," without this multiplicity or proliferation of countersignatures. All these words, which usually tend to efface the axioms I am reminding us of here, need quotation marks (a countersignature cannot be simply, absolutely "new," "inaugural" or "performative" since it includes an element of "unproductive" repetition and of pre-convention, even if this is only the possibility of language use and the system of language. 

Let's take any example at all. Although this play is taken up in a chain of other ones, Romeo and Juliet (which I mention in "Aphorism Countertime"), the Romeo and Juliet which bears Shakespeare's signature, takes place only once. This singularity is worked, in fact constituted, by the possibility of its own repetition (readings, indefinite number of productions, references, be they reproductive, citational, or transformative, to the work held to be original which, in its ideality, takes place just one single, first and last time). Reading must give itself up to this uniqueness, take it on board, keep it in mind, take account of it. But for that, for this "rendering", you have to sign in your turn, write something else which responds or corresponds in an equally singular, which is to say irreducible, irreplaceable, "new" way: neither imitation, nor reproduction, nor metalanguage. This countersigning response, this countersignature which is responsible (for itself and for the other), says “yes” to the work, and again "yes, this work was there before me, without me, I testify”, even if it begins by calling for the co-respondent countersignature; and even, then, if it turns out to have implied it from the very beginning, so as to presuppose the possibility of its birth, at the moment of giving a name. The countersignature of the other text is held under the law of the first, of its absolute pastness. But this absolute pastness was already the demand for the countersigning reading. The first only inaugurates from after, and as the expectation of, the second countersignature. What we have here is an incalculable scene, because we can't count I, 2, 3, or the first before the second, a scene which never reveals itself, by definition, and whose phenomenality can only disappear, but a "scene" which must have programmed the "traditional claims" of all "literary criticism." It has doubtless produced the history of its theorems and its schools.

Discussion questions:

1. Discuss the possibility of interpretation of Akutagawa’s short stories “Rashomon” and “The Nose” as a “duel of singularities, a duel of writing and reading”.

2. Analyze the “singularity” of Murakami’s novel “Afterdark” as reader’s countersignature.

3. Evaluate the role of reader’s response in constructing the genre of Murakami’s novels “A Wild Sheep Chase” and “Dance, Dance, Dance”. 

4. Consider the importance and validity of reader’s possible interpretation of the names in Murakami’s novels “A Wild Sheep Chase” and “Dance, Dance, Dance”.    

5. Comment on constriction of reader’s response in the short story "The Golden Cave" ("金洞") by Jia Ping Wa (贾平凹).

6. Is “the reader’s response” vital for a writer? 

Завдання 3. Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

U. ECO “THE ROLE OF THE READER”

Producing the Model Readers

 To organize a text, its author has to rely upon a series of codes that assign given contents to the expressions he uses. To make his text communicative, the author has to assume that the ensemble of codes he relies upon is the same as that shared by his possible reader. The author has thus to foresee a model of the possible reader (hereafter Model Reader) supposedly able to deal interpretatively with the expressions in the same way as the author deals generatively with them. 

Model Readers for closed texts 

We have seen that, pragmatically speaking, this situation is a very abstract and optimal one. In the process of communication, a text is frequently interpreted against the background of codes different from those intended by the author. Some authors do not take into account such a possibility. They have in mind an average addressee referred to a given social context. Nobody can say what happens when the actual reader is different from the 'average' one. Those texts that obsessively aim at arousing a precise response on the part of more or less precise empirical readers (be they children, soap-opera addicts, doctors, law-abiding citizens, swingers, Presbyterians, farmers, middle-class women, scuba divers, effete snobs, or any other imaginable sociopsychological category) are in fact open to any possible 'aberrant' decoding. A text so immoderately 'open' to every possible interpretation will be called a closed one. 

Superman comic strips or Sue's and Fleming's novels belong to this category. They apparently aim at pulling the reader along a predetermined path, carefully displaying their effects so as to arouse pity or fear, excitement or depression at the due place and at the right moment. Every step of the 'story' elicits just the expectation that its further course will satisfy. They seem to be structured according to an inflexible project. Unfortunately, the only one not to have been 'inflexibly' planned is the reader. These texts are potentially speaking to everyone. Better, they presuppose an average reader resulting from a merely intuitive sociological speculation-in the same way in which an advertisement chooses its possible audience. It is enough for these texts to be interpreted by readers referring to other conventions or oriented by other presuppositions, and the result is incredibly disappointing (or exciting - it depends on the point of view). This was the case of Sue's Les Mysteres de Paris, which, written initially in a dandyish mood to please cultivated readers, aroused as a result a passionate process of identification on the part of an illiterate audience; when, on the contrary, it was written to educate such a "dangerous" audience to a moderate vision of social harmony, it produced as a side effect a revolutionary uprising. 

For the saga of Superman and for the acta sanctorum of James Bond, we lack comparable sociopsychological evidence, but it is clear that they can give rise to the most unforeseeable interpretations, at least at the ideological level. My ideological reading was only once among the possible: the most feasible for a smart semiotician who knows very well the 'codes' of the heavy industry of dreams in a capitalistic society. But why not read Superman stories only as a new form of romance that is free from any pedagogical intention? Doing so would not betray the nature of the saga. Superman comic strips are also this. And much more. They can be read in various ways, each way being independent from the others. 

Model Readers for open texts 

This cannot happen with those I call 'open' texts: they work at their peak revolutions per minute only when each interpretation is reechoed by the others, and vice versa. 

Consider, in the essay on the semantics of metaphor, the interplay of possible interpretations foreseen by Joyce apropos of the trial of Shaun. Consider, even at the reduced scale of a laboratory model of poetic language the way in which a productively ambiguous message leaves Adam and Eve free to reconsider the whole of their semantic universe, but, at the same time, makes them bound to the indecomposable unity of their alternative interpretations. 

An author can foresee an 'ideal reader affected by an ideal insomnia' (as happens with Finnegan’s Wake), able to master different codes and eager to deal with the text as with a maze of many issues. But in the last analysis what matters is not the various issues in themselves but the maze-like structure of the text. You cannot use the text as you want, but only as the text wants you to use it. An open text, however 'open' it be, cannot afford whatever interpretation. 

An open text outlines a 'closed' project of its Model Reader as a component of its structural strategy. 

When reading a Fleming novel or a Superman comic strip, one can at most guess what kind of reader their authors had in mind, not which requirements a 'good' reader should meet. I was not the kind of reader foreseen by the authors of Superman, but I presume to have been a 'good' one (I would be more prudent apropos of the intentions of Fleming). On the contrary, when reading Ulysses one can extrapolate the profile of a 'good Ulysses reader' from the text itself, because the pragmatic process of interpretation is not an empirical accident independent of the text qua text, but is a structural element of its generative process.6 As referred to an unsuitable reader (to a negative Model Reader unable to do the job he has just been postulated to do), Ulysses qua Ulysses could not stand up. At most it becomes another text. 

It is possible to be smart enough to interpret the relationship between Nero Wolfe and Archie Goodwin as the umpteenth variation of the Oedipus myth without destroying Rex Stout's narrative universe. It is possible to be stupid enough to read Kafka's Trial as a trivial criminal novel, but at this point the text collapses - it has been burned out, just as a 'joint' is burned out to produce a private euphoric state. 

The 'ideal reader' of Finnegan’s Wake cannot be a Greek reader of the second century B.C. or an illiterate man of Aran. The reader is strictly defined by the lexical and the syntactical organization of the text: the text is nothing close but the semantic-pragmatic production of its own Model Reader. 

We shall see in the last essay of this book how a story by Alphonse Allais, Un drame bien parisien, can be read in two different ways, a naive way and a critical way, but both types of readers are inscribed within the textual strategy. The naive reader will be unable to enjoy the story (he will suffer a final uneasiness), but the critical reader will succeed only by enjoying the defeat of the former. In both cases – anyway - it will be only the text itself - such as it is made - that tells us which kind of reader it postulates. The exactness of the textual project makes for the freedom of its Model Reader. If there is a "jouissance du texte", it cannot be aroused and implemented except by a text producing all the paths of its 'good' reading (no matter how many, no matter how much determined in advance). 

Author and reader as textual strategies 

In a communicative process there are a sender, a message, and an addressee. Frequently, both sender and addressee are grammatically manifested by the message: "I tell you that. ..." 

Dealing with messages with a specific indexical purpose, the addressee is supposed to use the grammatical clues as referential indices (/I/ must designate the empirical subject of that precise instance of utterance, and so on). The same can happen even with very long texts, such as a letter or a private diary, read to get information about the writer. 

But as far as a text is focused qua text, and especially in cases of texts conceived for a general audience (such as novels, political speeches, scientific instructions, and so on), the sender and the addressee are present in the text, not as mentioned poles of the utterance, but as 'actantial roles' of the sentence… 

All the personal pronouns (whether explicit or implicit) are not indicating a person called Wittgenstein or any empirical reader: they are textual strategies. The intervention of a speaking subject is complementary to the activation of a Model Reader whose intellectual profile is determined only by the sort of interpretive operations he is supposed to perform (to detect similarities, to consider certain games…). Likewise the 'author' is nothing else but a textual strategy establishing semantic correlations and activating the Model Reader: /I mean board-games/ and so on, means that, within the framework of that text, the word / game/ will assume a given semantic value and will become able to encompass board-games, card-games, and so on. 

In the following paragraphs I shall renounce the use of the term /author/ if not as a mere metaphor for «textual strategy», and I shall use the term Model Reader in the terms stipulated above. 

In other words, the Model Reader is a textually established set of felicity conditions to be met in order to have a macrospeech act (such as a text is) fully actualized. 

Discussion questions:

1. How do you understand the statement that a writer should “foresee a model of the possible reader”?
2. What could be possibly “Model Reader’s” interpretation of closed texts?

3. Consider Eco’s concept of “Model Readers” for open texts.

4. Do you agree that intellectual profile of a Model Reader “is determined only by the sort of interpretive operations he is supposed to perform”?

5. Analyze the concept of “author” as textual strategy in Murakami’s novel “Hear the Wind Sing” and “Pinball, 1973”.

6. Write a short essay discussing textual strategy of reader in the short story "The Golden Cave" ("金洞") by Jia Ping Wa (贾平凹).

Завдання 4. Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

MODERN JAPANESE LITERATURE

THE PROBLEM OF LITERARY GENRES
Please, read the chapter “The Extinction of Genres” (1991) from Kojin Karatani’s monograph “The Origin of Modern Japanese Literature”
 and discuss the assigned problems after the text.

In 1905, at the age of thirty-eight, Soseki began writing I Am a Cat (Wagahai wa neko dearu, 1905-6). Two years later he resigned from his teaching position at Tokyo Imperial University, joined the staff of the Asahi newspaper, and became a professional writer. His entire literary output was produced over the following ten years. This has usually been interpreted as a shift, on Soseki's part, from the role of the theorist to that of creative writer. Soseki's maturation and development as a writer has been examined in terms of this output, from his first works of fiction to his final Light and Darkness (Meian, 1916). But the notion that Soseki's view of literature changed fundamentally during the brief period of his engagement with creative writing is erroneous. Soseki's literature cannot be dissociated from his "theory." 

Between the production of his early writing (I Am a Cat, and his first collection of short stories) and the composition of his last novel, Soseki produced works in diverse genres. If one were to classify them according to categories set forth in Northrop Frye Anatomy of Criticism, Soseki's writings include examples of all four genres: novel, romance, confession, anatomy. I Am a Cat, with its pedantic dialogues and display of encyclopedic knowledge, could be seen as anatomy. Many other works of short fiction written by Soseki during this period may be considered romances. Those which recreate Arthurian legends or tales of the Knights of the Round Table, or deal with the mystical and otherworldly, are romances in the most literal sense. But even a work like Poppies (Gubijinso, 1907), which at first glance might not appear to be so, is a romance. This is because its characters have an archetypal quality, making the work rather allegorical. Even the seemingly fictional Kokoro is based on what Frye calls the confessional mode. Thus, Frye's confession is a genre entirely different from the Japanese shishosetsu. It was not until his second-from-last novel, Grass on the Way-side (Michikusa side (Michikusa, 1915), that Soseki attempted to write something like a nineteenth-century novel. This was, indeed, the reason Soseki's writings were so popular among the mass of readers who had not yet developed a taste for the modern novel. Yet, Soseki's writings had been held in low esteem by literati, among whom naturalism was the dominant trend. They did not grant him recognition until the publication of the autobiographical Grass on the Wayside. For a writer to experiment with a number of different genres over a short period of time is, of course, not a phenomenon seen only in Japan. That Soseki did so was not merely a sign of cleverness and versatility. Rather, we might see here the manifestation of a positive will: Soseki was either unable or boldly refused to accommodate the modern novel. Soseki questioned modern literature from within and sought other possibilities. This has gone largely unnoticed until the present time. If Soseki was isolated as a theorist, he was isolated as a creative writer – in both cases for the same reason. Yet even today Soseki scholarship is dominated by the view that his work developed away from the style of the early works, culminating in the production of Light and Darkness. This view assumed as standard something called "the nineteenth-century Western novel," a form into which all the other genres Soseki wrote could ultimately be dissolved. 

Yet Frye's formalistic categorization of genres might be seen as intended to counter precisely this type of chronological developmental schema. From Frye's perspective the nineteenth-century Western novel must be seen as merely an ideal propounded by naturalists at the end of that century. Even a writer like Flaubert, who was taken to be the epitome of pure literature, produced satirical writings such as Bouvard and Pecuchet, The Dictionary of Trite Phrases, and so forth. In Madame Bovary, as with Don Quixote, we see the novel emerging as a parody of romance. Naturalists celebrated Flaubert as the founder of the realist novel by emphasizing only one aspect of his writing. In American fiction Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter may be seen as an example of Frye's romance, while Moby Dick, with its detailed factual accounts of whaling, is both romance and anatomy. Even if we grant that a "pure" Western novel at some point existed, it is not among the works we read today. 

The Japanese novel cannot be judged on the basis of such a standard. Although Masao Miyoshi has proposed that the term shosetsu be used to differentiate the Japanese genre from the Western novel, this method implicitly assumes the Western novel as the standard. Rather, the novelistic form in both the West and non-West is one which accommodates the most diverse types of writings. In this sense it may be seen as the form which deconstructs genres as they had existed previously. For example, the first two volumes of Sterne’s Tristam Shandy were published in 1760, just two decades after the appearance of Richardson’s Pamela and Fielding’s Joseph Andrews. Sterne's novel, a thorough dismantling of the modern European novel, appeared in the very era when that novel was being established. But this is characteristic of the novel form. The significance of Soseki's commencing his career as a fiction writer with I Am a Cat lies in this. His was not a process of "maturation" toward the so-called modern novel, Light and Darkness. Had Soseki lived longer, he would surely have written another work like I Am a Cat. […]

As I discussed in the preceding chapter, Ogai opposed this kind of synchronic schematization of genres and insisted that genres be seen as developing in successive historical stages. He was able to maintain ascendancy in this debate because the nineteenth-century Western novel did indeed so develop, constituting itself out of the ruins of other genres. This dominance of the Western novel was interchangeable with a certain temporal, developmental order. It was on this basis that Ogai, in the debate, argued that the "extinction of genres" was inevitable. 

This clarifies Soseki's position. Needless to say, he questioned this notion of historical inevitability. This position is also manifest in Soseki's scholarly writing on English literature, in which he gave the highest evaluation to the writings of Swift and Stern. Late-nineteenth-century British scholars saw these works as representing a stage of immaturity and germination of the novel. As a critic, Soseki could only stand apart from British scholarship. At the same time, Soseki could not fully endorse Shoyo's type of formalism. Shoyo had attempted to ascribe to Japanese fiction since the Edo period a significance equal to that of Western literature. He had failed, however, to come to terms with a certain inevitability of modernity, with the fact that Edo literature had to be temporarily rejected. It was, in fact, Soseki, and not Shoyo, who carried on the legacy of Edo fiction, with its diversity of genres, in his writings. Although it is true that, without Swift, there might never have been an I Am a Cat, the novel is also an extension of that genre of Edo humorous fiction known as kokkeibon. Poppies extends the tradition of yomihon. Poppies was actually denounced by naturalist critics as a "modernized Bakin." Since Soseki wrote these works in a period when naturalism had already been established as the dominant trend in Japanese literature, however, his work can in no way be regarded as a replication of Edo fiction pure and simple. […]

Although Soseki may appear to have suddenly turned to creative writing at the age of thirty-eight, he had practiced haiku composition with Masaoka Shiki since his student days and had become deeply involved in Shiki's "sketching" or shaseibun movement. When Soseki began the writing of I Am a Cat, it was not as a novel, but as "sketching" to be featured in the haiku journal The Cuckoo ( Hototogisu), edited by Takahama Kyoshi. In this sense we might even say that it was "sketching," rather than the novel, that Soseki was engaged with writing through the composition of Grass by the Wayside. 

For Masaoka Shiki, shaseibun did not connote "sketching" in the sense of copying or writing realistically – it was an attempt to revitalize language in all its diversity. It was Soseki rather than Shiki's disciples who carried on this mission. For Soseki "sketching" meant the liberation of writing, the liberation of diverse genres. Accordingly, I Am a Cat is written in a number of different styles. It uses the sorobun of epistolary writing, the style of scientific debate, the language of the upper-middle-class Yamanote area in Tokyo, Edo dialects, and so forth. The stylistic virtuosity demonstrated by Soseki in works ranging from The Phantom Shield (Genei no tate) and Grass Pillow ( Kusa makura, 1906) to Botchan (The young master, 1906) is well known. This type of versatility is generally lacking in the monotonous style of sketching that came to prevail among the naturalist writers. 

One characteristic feature of "sketching" is that it is written in the present tense. In narratives written after the emergence of modern literature, in fact, sentences are concluded with the ta, or past, suffix. The use of ta in Japanese corresponds to the use of the preterite which Roland Barthes saw as a condition of possibility for the modern novel. This mode of narration had been fully consolidated by the time Soseki began writing. For Soseki to use present or present progressive, rejecting the use of ta, was a deliberate resistance to this new style. Barthes proposed that, by adopting the indicative mood in L'Eranger, Camus achieved a kind of neutral or "zero degree" of writing, which went beyond the regulatory passe simple which dominated the modern novel. Although the two writers are different, Soseki's choice of the present tense may be compared to Camus's use of the indicative. 

If the suffix ta may be defined as marking a point from which one reconstructs the past, Soseki's rejection of ta was a refusal of this kind of synthesizing, totalizing viewpoint. It was also a rejection of the apparent actuality of the "self" (watakushi). Soseki felt similarly about plot: "What is plot? Life has no plots. Is it not pointless to construct a plot from what has none?" Soseki also wrote that, "If this position of the writer of shaseibun is taken to the extreme, it is completely incompatible with the views of novelists. Plot is the foremost necessity for the novel." […]

Soseki sought the basis of "sketching" in a certain disposition toward the world. It was an attitude of detachment toward "human affairs" (including those of the self), but it was neither cold nor lacking in compassion. In the novel Grass Pillow, Soseki uses the term hininjo, or "asympathetic." Since ninjo (feeling) refers in this text to Japanese romanticism and funinjo to the naturalists, writing which fell in neither category was seen to be "asympathetic," or hininjo. An "a-sympathetic" perspective could be called humor. But this is not a quality to be found in narrators who are ambiguously fused with the author. Or, to state the converse, insofar as shaseibun writing maintains this distance, it will have a narrator. 

This is the kind of narrator we find in I Am a Cat and in Botchan. Needless to say, even in writings that appear to be "objective third person description," we find this kind of narrator. This is true of all of Soseki's novels except the final Grass by the Wayside and Meian. When Soseki did not write in the third person, he used the epistolatory style (as in Until After the Equinox or Higansugi Made, 1912) or narrator agents (the hanashi style we find in The Wayfarer and Kokoro). 

Soseki's two final novels are only mildly humorous. Without a narrator, without what Soseki called the "disposition of the writer," humor does not emerge. If some kind of comic spirit still seems to make itself felt in these works, it is because the narrator has not yet been completely erased. 

Soseki's "sketching," then, does not represent a nascent form of later novelist writing, but a deliberate and positive resistance to the novel. This kind of awareness, of course, was not present in other shaseibun writers. Moreover, Soseki conceived of "sketching" within a field of vision that included Western literature. For example, he linked it to haiku in the following manner: "This mental disposition is in every way that of haiku, transposed. It is not a Western import which arrived in Yokohama after drifting across the seas. Within the limits of my own, rather shallow knowledge, there appears to be nothing written with this kind of mental disposition among the works which have been hailed as Western masterpieces throughout the world."
  This does not mean, however, that Soseki asserted that "sketching" was unique in the world nor that he wished to construct an opposition between the literature of the West and "Eastern literature." For he went on to cite Dickens Pickwick Papers, Fielding's Tom Jones, and Cervantes Don Quixote as examples of "works in which this attitude is evident to a certain degree." It is in this sense that "sketching" is fundamentally implicated in the question of genre. 

The work of Mikhail Bakhtin, a theorist who called attention to the significance of genre, should not be overlooked in this relation. Unlike Frye, whose taxonomy is ahistorical and formalist, Bakhtin asserted that modern literature, historically, had led to the extinction of diverse genres and that these genres must be revived as a way of transcending modern literature. 

 […] This could also be said of Soseki's "sketching." Soseki saw "sketching" as a transposition of haiku, but the source of haiku was linked verse. In this sense "sketching" could be said to have a "linked verse sense of the world." 
By the standards of modern literature, all of Soseki's long novels are failures. T. S. Eliot, for example, remarked that Shakespeare’s Hamlet was a failure as tragedy because it lacked an objective correlative. In Soseki's works, too, slippages appear which cannot be resolved into a synthesis, because the subject matter is a psychotic suffering for which there is no objective correlative. Still, there is no reason for us to see Soseki's novels as failures. They constituted instead Soseki's struggle against that fictionality through which modern literature sought to resolve and synthesize such slippages. 

ASSIGNMENTS

1. What is Karatani’s  view of Soseki’s concept of literature. Has it been changed when Soseki turned to creative writing as some critics believe?

2. With reference to what theory does Karatani categorize the genre of Soseki’s book I am a Cat? What features of the book prove his suggested definition.

3. What literary model is Kokoro based on?

4. Compare, please, two genres: the Western confessional novel and the Japanese shishosetsu. Are they similar?

5. Why has Soseki been held in low esteem by literati?

6. Explain this case with reference to the specificity of Japanese literary history.

7. Consider, please, Karatani’s statement that Sosseki “was either unable or boldly refused to accommodate the modern novel”. Provide your arguments in this discussion.

8. What is Karatani’s main statement concerning the correspondence between the Japanese novel and theoretic standard for the novel (N.Frye)?

9. Karatani’s main argument is that Soseki’s literary career has nothing to do with “a process of maturation toward the so-called modern novel”. Please, enlarge and discuss these argument with reference to Soseki’s books you have read.

10. Why did Soseki stand apart from British literary scholarship in his view of  genre development. Provide your arguments.

11. What is “kokkeibon”? Enlarge on the concept of this genre.

12. What is “sketching”?

13. Consider the use of “ta’ in Japanese literature as a phenomenon of the transition to the modern novel. What was Soseki’s attitude to this tendency.

14. Consider R.Barthes’s concept of  “Zero degree writing” and the use of the present tense in Soseki’s book.

15. What does Soseki’s term “hininjo” signify? Why is it so polemical?

16. Why does Karatani Kojin connsider that “sketching” mode is a deliberate resistance to the novel?

17. What is the place of the “sketching” principal (according to Soseki)  in the genre of the novel in the West and in the East?

18. How are “sketching” and “haiku” connected? Why is sketching viewed as “a linked verse sense of the world”?

19. What is “an objective correlative” and how is it revealed in literature?

Завдання 5. Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

THE ADVENT OF NEW NDENCIES IN MODERN JAPANESE LITERATURE

ABE KOBO

ABE KOBO was born in Tokyo, but he spent his youth on the outskirts of the great Manchurian deserts, an experience, in one critic's view, has shaped his shifting conception of reality. Mishima  Yukio once described Abe's fiction as being particularly low in the “humidity” content of most Japanese literature, and it is indeed as an author totally detached from his environment that contemporary Japanese readers understand his writings. Abe's defenders in Japan and the West consider him their only "international" author, by which they mean a writer free of essentially all the features that distinguish him as peculiarly Japanese. It has been suggested, in fact, that the Japanese language itself is an unsuitable medium for Abe - that he might be more at home writing in katakana, the phonetic syllabary designed for a hybrid vocabulary that is neither completely foreign nor completely integrated into native Japanese discourse. 

Abe first attracted attention in Japan as the creator of avant-garde stories that were part Kafka, part scientific rationalism, part absurdism and part science fiction. Stories such as "Maho no choku"(“The Magic Chalk”) and “Akai mayu” (“Red Cocoon”, 1950) are based on logically absurd premises described with the most detailed and convincing logic, a mixture of Abe’s training in medical school and an unrestrained literary imagination. While many of Abe's techniques and motifs can be traced to common roots in both Japanese and Western writing, the seriousness with which he approaches the nonsense of his narratives has proved intriguing to readers throughout the world.

Abe's most important novel, Suna no onna (The Woman in the Dunes, tr. 1964), appeared in 1962. Since its publication, he has struggled in a number of directions to expand or alter the vision he proposed in that renowned work. He has, in addition, turned to active participation in the theater, forming his own acting studio and producing his own scripts, often adaptations of his early stories. His best-known play is Tomodachi (Friends, 1967; tr. 1969), which received the Tanizaki Prize for literature. Abe published a new novel after a seven-year silence in the genre: Hakobune Sakura-maru (The Ark Sakura-maru, 1984).
ABE KOBO. “THE MAGIC СHALK”

Next door to the toilet of an apartment building on the edge of the city, in a room soggy with roof leaks and cooking vapors, lived a poor artist named Argon.

The small room, nine feet square, appeared to be larger than it was because it contained nothing but a single chair set against the wall. His desk, shelves, paint box, even his easel had been sold for bread. Now only the chair and Argon were left. But how long would these two remain?

Dinnertime drew near. "How sensitive my nose has become!" Argon thought. He was able to distinguish the colors and proximity of the complex aromas entering his room. Frying pork at the butcher's along the streetcar line: yellow ocher. A southerly wind drifting by the front of the fruit stand: emerald green. Wafting from the bakery: stimulating chrome yellow. And the fish the housewife below was broiling, probably mackerel: sad cerulean blue.

The fact is, Argon hadn't eaten anything all day. With a pale face, a wrinkled brow, an Adam's apple that rose and fell, a hunched back, a sunken abdomen, and trembling knees. Argon thrust both hands into his pockets and yawned three times in succession.

His fingers found a stick in his pocket.

"Hey, what's this? Red chalk. Don't remember it being there."

Playing with the chalk between his fingers, he produced another large yawn.

"Aah, I need something to eat."

Without realizing it, Argon began scribbling on the wall with the chalk First, an apple. One that looked big enough to be a meal in itself. He drew a paring knife beside it so that he could eat it right away. Next, swallowing hard as baking smells curled through the hallway and window to permeate his room, he drew bread. Jam-filled bread the size a baseball glove. Butter-filled rolls. A loaf as large as a person's head. He envisioned glossy browned spots on the bread. Delicious-looking cracks, dough bursting through the surface, the intoxicating aroma of yest. Beside the bread, then, a stick of butter as large as a brick. He thought of drawing some coffee. Freshly brewed, steaming coffee. In a large, juglike cup. On a saucer, three matchbox-size sugar cubes.

"Damn it!" He ground his teeth and buried his face in his hands. " I’ve got to eat!"

Gradually his consciousness sank into darkness. Beyond the wind pane was a bread and pastry jungle, a mountain of canned good sea of milk, a beach of sugar, a beef and cheese orchard – he scampered about until, fatigued, he fell asleep.

A heavy thud on the floor and the sound of smashing crockery woke him up. The sun had already set. Pitch black. Bewildered, he glanced toward the noise and gasped. A broken cup. The spilled liquid, still steaming, was definitely coffee, and near it were the apple, bread, butter, sugar spoon, knife, and (luckily unbroken) the saucer. The pictures he had chalked on the wall had vanished.

"How could it. . . ?"

Suddenly every vein in his body was wide awake and pounding. Argon stealthily crept closer.

"No, no, it can't be. But look, it's real. Nothing fake about the smothering aroma of this coffee. And here, the bread is smooth to the touch. Be bold, taste it. Argon, don't you believe it's real even now? Yes, real. I believe it. But frightening. To believe it is frightening. And yet, it's real. It's edible""

The apple tasted like an apple (a "snow" apple). The bread tasted like bread (American flour). The butter tasted like butter (same contents as the label on the wrapper-not margarine). The sugar tasted like sugar (sweet). Ah, they all tasted like the real thing. The knife gleamed, reflecting his face.

By the time he came to his senses. Argon had somehow finished eating and heaved a sigh of relief. But when he recalled why he had sighed like this, he immediately became confused again. He took the chalk in his fingers and stared at it intently. No matter how much he scrutinized it, he couldn't understand what he didn't understand. He decided to make sure by trying it once more. If he succeeded a second time, then he would have to concede that it had actually happened. He thought he would try to draw something different, but in his haste just drew another familiar-looking apple. As soon as he finished drawing, it fell easily from the wall. So this is real after all. A repeatable fact.

Joy suddenly turned his body rigid. The tips of his nerves broke through his skin and stretched out toward the universe, rustling like fallen leaves. Then, abruptly, the tension eased, and, sitting down on the floor, he burst out laughing like a panting goldfish.

"The laws of the universe have changed. My fate has changed, misfortune has taken its leave. Ah, the age of fulfillment, a world of desires realized. . . God, I'm sleepy. Well, then, I'll draw a bed. This chalk has become as precious as life itself, but a bed is something you always need after eating your fill, and it never really wears out, so no need to be miserly about it. Ah, for the first time in my life I'll sleep like a lamb."

One eye soon fell asleep, but the other lay awake. After today's contentment he was uneasy about what tomorrow might bring. However, the other eye, too, finally closed in sleep. With eyes working out of sync he dreamed mottled dreams throughout the night.

Well, this worrisome tomorrow dawned in the following manner.

He dreamed that he was being chased by a ferocious beast and fell off a bridge. He had fallen off the bed. . . No. When he awoke, there was no bed anywhere. As usual, there was nothing but that one chair. Then what had happened last night? Argon timidly looked around at the wall, tilting his head.

There, in red chalk, were drawings of a cup (it was broken!), a spoon, a knife, apple peel, and a butter wrapper. Below these was a bed – a picture of the bed of which he was supposed to have fallen.

Among all of last night's drawings, only those he could not eat had once again become pictures and returned to the wall. Suddenly he fell pain in his hip and shoulder. Pain in precisely the place he should feel it if he had indeed fallen out of bed. He gingerly touched the sketch of the bed where the sheets had been rumpled by sleep and felt a slight warmth, clearly distinguishable from the coldness of the rest of the drawing.

He brushed his finger along the blade of the knife picture. It was certainly nothing more than chalk; there was no resistance, and it disappeared leaving only a smear. As a test he decided to draw a new apple. It neither turned into a real apple and fell nor even peeled off like a piece of unglued paper, but rather vanished beneath his chafed palm into the surface of the wall.

His happiness had been merely a single night's dream. It was all over, back to what it was before anything had happened. Or was it really? No, his misery had returned fivefold. His hunger pangs attacked him fivefold. It seemed that all he had eaten had been restored in his stomach to the original substances of wall and chalk powder.

When he had gulped from his cupped hands a pint or so of water from the communal sink, he set out toward the lonely city, still enveloped in the mist of early dawn. Leaning over an open drain that ran from the kitchen of a restaurant about a hundred yards ahead, he thrust his hand into the viscous, tarlike sewage and pulled something out. It was a basket made of wire netting. He washed it in a small brook nearby. What was left in it seemed edible, and he was particularly heartened that half of it looked like rice. An old man in his apartment building had told him recently that by placing the basket in the drain one could obtain enough food for a meal a day. Just about a month ago the man had found the means to afford bean curd lees, so he had ceded the restaurant drain to the artist.

Recalling last night's feast, this was indeed muddy, unsavory fare. But it wasn't magic. What actually helped fill his stomach was precious and so could not be rejected. Even if its nastiness made him aware of every swallow, he must eat it. Shit. This was the real thing.

Just before noon he entered the city and dropped in on a friend who was employed at a bank. The friend smiled wryly and asked, "My turn today?"

Stiff and expressionless, Argon nodded. As always, he received half of his friend's lunch, bowed deeply and left.

For the rest of the day, Argon thought.

He held the chalk lightly in his hand, leaned back in the chair, and as he sat absorbed in his daydreams about magic, anticipation began to crystallize around that urgent longing. Finally, evening once again drew near. His hope that at sunset the magic might take effect had changed into near confidence.

Somewhere a noisy radio announced that it was five o'clock. He stood up and on the wall drew bread and butter, a can of sardines, and coffee, not forgetting to add a table underneath so as to prevent anything from falling and breaking as had occurred the previous night. Then he waited.

Before long darkness began to crawl quietly up the wall from the corners of the room. In order to verify the course of the magic, he turned on the light. He had already confirmed last night that electric light did it no harm.

The sun had set. The drawings on the wall began to fade, as if his vision had blurred. It seemed as if a mist was caught between the wall and his eyes. The pictures grew increasingly faint, and the mist grew tense. And soon, just as he had anticipated, the mist had settled into solid shapes – success! The contents of the pictures suddenly appeared is real objects.

The steamy coffee was tempting, the bread freshly baked and still warm.

"Oh! Forgot a can opener."

He held his left hand underneath to catch it before it fell, and, as he drew, the outlines took on material form. His drawing had literally come to life.

All of a sudden, he stumbled over something. Last night's bed "existed" again. Moreover, the knife handle (he had erased the blade with his finger), the butter wrapper, and the broken cup lay fallen on the floor.

After filling his empty stomach. Argon lay down on the bed.

"Well, what shall it be next? It's clear now that the magic doesn't work in daylight. Tomorrow I'll have to suffer all over again. There must be a simple way out of this. Ah, yes! a brilliant plan – I'll cover up the window and shut myself in darkness."

He would need some money to carry out the project. To keep out the sun required some objects that would not lose their substance when exposed to sunlight. But drawing money is a bit difficult. He racked his brains, then drew a purse full of money. . . The idea was a success, when he opened up the purse he found more than enough bills stuff inside.

This money, like the counterfeit coins that badgers made from tree leaves in the fairy tale, would disappear in the light of day, but it would leave no trace behind, and that was a great relief. He was cautious nonetheless and deliberately proceeded toward a distant town. Two heavy blankets, five sheets of black woolen cloth, a piece of felt, a box of nails and four pieces of squared lumber. In addition, one volume of a cookbook collection that caught his eye in a secondhand bookstore along the way. With the remaining money he bought a cup of coffee, not in the least superior to the coffee he had drawn on the wall. He was (why?) proud of himself. Lastly, he bought a newspaper.

He nailed the door shut, then attached two layers of cloth and blanket. With the rest of the material, he covered the window, and blocked the edges with the wood. A feeling of security, and at the same time a sense of being attacked by eternity, weighed upon him. Argon’s mind grew distant, and, lying down on the bed, he soon fell asleep.

Sleep neither diminished nor neutralized his happiness in the slightest. When he awoke, the steel springs throughout his body were coiled and ready to leap, full of life. A new day, a new time . . . tomorrow wrapped in a mist of glittering gold dust, and the day after tomorrow, and me and more overflowing armfuls of tomorrows were waiting expectantly. Argon smiled, overcome with joy. Now, at this very moment, every thing, without any hindrance whatsoever, was waiting eagerly among myriad possibilities to be created by his own hand. It was a brilliant moment. But what, in the depths of his heart, was this faintly aching sorrow? It might have been the sorrow that God had felt just before Creation. Beside the muscles of his smile, smaller muscles twitched slightly. Argon drew a large wall clock. With a trembling hand he set the clock precisely at twelve, determining at that moment the start of a new destiny. He thought the room was a bit stuffy, so he drew a window on the wall facing the hallway. Hm, what's wrong? The window didn't materialize. Perplexed for a moment, he then realized that the window could not acquire any substance because it did not have an outside; it was not equipped with all the conditions necessary to make it a window.

"Well, then, shall I draw an outside? What kind of view would be nice? Shall it be the Alps or the Bay of Naples? A quiet pastoral scene wouldn't be bad. Then again, a primeval Siberian forest might be interesting." All the beautiful landscapes he had seen on postcards and in travel guides flickered before him. But he had to choose one from among them all, and he couldn't make up his mind. "Well, let's attend to pleasure first," he decided. He drew some whiskey and cheese and, as he nibbled, slowly thought about it.

The more he thought, the less he understood. 

"This isn't going to be easy. It could involve work on a larger scale than anything I – or anyone – has ever tried to design. In fact, now that I think about it, it wouldn't do simply to draw a few streams and orchards, mountains and seas, and other things pleasing to the eye. Suppose I drew a mountain; it would no longer be just a mountain. What would be beyond it? A city? A sea? A desert? What kind of people would be living there? What kind of animals? Unconsciously I would be deciding those things. No, making this window a window is serious business. It involves the creation of a world. Defining a world with just a few lines. Would it be right to leave that to chance? No, the scene outside can't be casually drawn. I must produce the kind of picture that no human hand has yet achieved."

Argon sank into deep contemplation.

The first week passed in discontent as he pondered a design for a world of infinitude. Canvases once again lined his room, and the smell of turpentine hung in the air. Dozens of rough sketches accumulated in a pile. The more he thought, however, the more extensive the problem became, until finally he felt it was all too much for him. He thought he might boldly leave it up to chance, but in that case his efforts to create a new world would come to nothing. And if he merely captured accurately the inevitability of partial reality, the contradictions inherent in that reality would pull him back into the past, perhaps trapping him again in starvation. Besides, the chalk had a limited life-span. He had to capture the world.

The second week flew by in inebriation and gluttony.

The third week passed in a despair resembling insanity. Once again his canvases lay covered with dust, and the smell of oils had faded.

In the fourth week Argon finally made up his mind, a result of nearly total desperation. He just couldn't wait any longer. In order to evade the responsibility of creating with his own hand an outside for the window, he decided to take a great risk that would leave everything to chance.

"I'll draw a door on the wall. The outside will be decided by whatever is beyond the door. Even if it ends in failure, even if it turns out be the same apartment scene as before, it'll be far better than being tormented by this responsibility. I don't care what happens, better to escape."

Argon put on a jacket for the first time in a long while. It was a ceremony in honor of the establishment of the world, so one could say he was being extravagant. With a stiff hand he lowered the chalk of destiny. A picture of the door. He was breathing hard. No wonder. Wasn't the sight beyond the door the greatest mystery a man could contemplate? Perhaps death was awaiting him as his reward.

He grasped the knob. He took a step back and opened the door. Dynamite pierced his eyes, exploding. After a while he opened them fearfully to an awesome wasteland glaring in the noonday sun. As far as he could see, with the exception of the horizon, there was not a single shadow. To the extent that he could peer into the dark sky, not a single cloud. A hot dry wind blew past, stirring up a dust storm.

"Aah. . . It's just as though the horizon line in one of my designs had become the landscape itself. Aah. . ."

The chalk hadn't resolved anything after all. He still had to create it all from the beginning. He had to fill this desolate land with mountains, water, clouds, trees, plants, birds, beasts, fish. He had to draw the world all over again. Discouraged, Argon collapsed onto the bed. One after another, tears fell unceasingly.

Something rustled in his pocket. It was the newspaper he had brought on that first day and forgotten about. The headline on the first page read, "Invasion Across 38th Parallel!" On the second page, an even larger space devoted to a photograph of Miss Nippon. Underneath, in small print, "Riot at N Ward Employment Security Office," and "Large-scale Dismissals at U Factory."

Argon stared at the half-naked Miss Nippon. What intense longing. What a body. Flesh of glass.

"This is what I forgot. Nothing else matters. It's time to begin everything from Adam and Eve. That's it – Eve! I'll draw Eve!"

Half an hour later Eve was standing before him, stark naked. Startled, she looked around her.

"Oh! Who are you? What's happened? Golly, I'm naked!"

"I am Adam. You are Eve." Argon blushed bashfully.

"I'm Eve, you say? Ah, no wonder I'm naked. But why are you wearing clothes? Adam, in Western dress-now that's weird."

Suddenly her tone changed.

"You're lying! I'm not Eve. I'm Miss Nippon."

"You're Eve. You really are Eve."

"You expect me to believe this is Adam – in those clothes – in a dump like this? Come on, give me back my clothes. What am I doing here anyway? I'm due to make a special modeling appearance at a photo contest."

"Oh, no. You don't understand. You're Eve, I mean it."

"Give me a break, will you? Okay, where's the apple? And I suppose this is the Garden of Eden? Ha, don't make me laugh. Now give me my clothes."

"Well, at least listen to what I have to say. Sit down over there. Then I'll explain everything. By the way, can I offer you something to eat?"

"Yes, go ahead. But hurry up and give me my clothes, okay? My body's valuable."

"What would you like? Choose anything you want from this cookbook."

"Oh, great! Really? The place is filthy, but you must be pretty well fixed. I've changed my mind. Maybe you really are Adam after all. What do you do for a living? Burglar?"

"No, I'm Adam. Also an artist, and a world planner."

"I don't understand."

"Neither do I. That's why I'm depressed."

Watching Argon draw the food with swift strokes as he spoke, Eve shouted, "Hey, great, that's great. This is Eden, isn't it? Wow. Yeah, okay, I'll be Eve. I don't mind being Eve. We're going to get rich – right?”

"Eve, please listen to me."

In a sad voice. Argon told her his whole story, adding finally, "So you see, with your cooperation we must design this world. Money's irrelevant. We have to start everything from scratch."

Miss Nippon was dumbfounded..

"Money's irrelevant, you say? I don't understand. I don't get it. I abolutely do not understand."

"If you're going to talk like that, well, why don't you open this and take a look outside."

She glanced through the door Argon had left half open.

"My God! How awful!"

She slammed the door shut and glared at him.

"But how about this door," she said, pointing to his real, blanketed door. "Different, I'll bet."

"No, don't. That one's no good. It will just wipe out this work food, desk, bed, and even you. You are the new Eve. And we become the father and mother of our world."

"Oh no. No babies. I'm all for birth control. I mean, they're such a bother. And besides, I won't disappear."

"You will disappear."

"I won't. I know myself best. I'm me. All this talk about disappearing – you're really weird."

"My dear Eve, you don't know. If we don't re-create the world, sooner or later we're faced with starvation."

"What? Calling me 'dear' now, are you? You've got a nerve. And you say I'm going to starve. Don't be ridiculous. My body's valuable.”

"No, your body's the same as my chalk. If we don't acquire a world of our own, your existence will just be a fiction. The same as nothing at all."

"Okay, that's enough of this junk. Come on, give me back my clothes. I'm leaving. No two ways about it, my being here is weird. I shouldn’t be here. You're a magician or something. Well, hurry up. My manager’s probably fed up with waiting. If you want me to drop in and be your Eve every now and then, I don't mind. As long as you use your chalk to give me what I want."

"Don't be a fool! You can't do that."

The abrupt, violent tone of Argon's voice startled her, and she looked into his face. They both stared at each other for a moment in silence. Whatever was in her thoughts, she then said calmly, "All right, I'll stay. But, in exchange, will you grant me one wish?"

"What is it? If you stay with me, I'll listen to anything you have to say."

"I want half of your chalk." 

"That's unreasonable. After all, dear, you don't know how to draw. What good would it do you?"

"I do know how to draw. I may not look like it, but I used to be a designer. I insist on equal rights."

He tilted his head for an instant, then straightening up again, said decisively, "All right, I believe you."

He carefully broke the chalk in half and gave one piece to Eve. As soon as she received it, she turned to the wall and began drawing.

It was a pistol.

"Stop it! What are you going to do with that thing?"

"Death, I'm going to make death. We need some divisions. They're very important in making a world."

"No, that'll be the end. Stop it. It's the most unnecessary thing of all." 

But it was too late. Eve was clutching a small pistol in her hand. She raised it and aimed directly at his chest.

"Move and I'll shoot. Hands up. You're stupid, Adam. Don't you know that a promise is the beginning of a lie? It's you who made me lie." 

"What? Now what are you drawing?" 

"A hammer. To smash the door down." 

"You can't!" 

"Move and I'll shoot!"

The moment he leaped the pistol rang out. Argon held his chest as his knees buckled and he collapsed to the floor. Oddly, there was no blood.

"Stupid Adam." 

Eve laughed. Then, raising the hammer, she struck the door. The light streamed in. It wasn't very bright, but it was real. Light from the sun. Eve was suddenly absorbed, like mist. The desk, the bed, the French meal, all disappeared. All but Argon, the cookbook which had landed on the floor, and the chair were transformed back into pictures the wall.

Argon stood up unsteadily. His chest wound had healed. But something stronger than death was summoning him, compelling him – the wall. The wall was calling him. His body, which had eaten drawings from the wall continuously for four weeks, had been almost entirely transformed by them. Resistance was impossible now. Argon staggered toward the wall and was drawn in on top of Eve.

The sound of the gunshot and the door being smashed were heard by others in the building. By the time they ran in, Argon had been completely absorbed into the wall and had become a picture. The people saw nothing but the chair, the cookbook, and the scribbling on the wall. Staring at Argon lying on top of Eve, someone remarked, "Starved for a woman, wasn't he."

"Doesn't it look just like him, though?" said another. 

"What was he doing, destroying the door like that? And look at this, the wall's covered with scribbles. Huh. He won't get away with it. Where in the world did he disappear to? Calls himself a painter!" 

The man grumbling to himself was the apartment manager. 

After everyone left, there came a murmuring from the wall. 

"It isn't chalk that will remake the world . . ." 

A single drop welled out of the wall. It fell from just below the eye of the pictorial Argon.

ASSIGNMENTS

1. Consider the main idea of the story? Discuss what concept of art and its relation to life is advocated by Kobe Abe.

2. Compare “The Magic Chalk” with Akutagawa’s story “The Hell Screen” (“Jigoku Hen”) and analyze what is similar in the attitude of the writers to the concept of Art in its relation to the Real.

3. Consider how Argon, a young artist, is represented in Kobe Abe’s story? What is the narrator’s attitude to him? 

4. What makes Argon pause in the situation with a window? What problem is outlined by Kobe Abe?

5. Where is the culmination of the story?

6. Consider Argon’s concept of “re-creation”? What is his motivation?

7. Analyze the following: “ No, the scene outside can’t be casually drawn”. What does he imply from the aesthetic point of view?

8. Kobe Abe is considered to be one of the early representatives  of postmodernism in Japanese literature. Consider his attitude to art referring to postmodernist strategies in literature in the second half of the 20th century.

9. Think of this story as a great parable of Creation.

Завдання 6. Вивчити наданий матеріал та надайте відповіді на питання, які дані після тексту

ФЕНОМЕН МІНІМІЛІЗМУ У СУЧАСНІЙ ЛІТЕРАТУРІ

Прочитайте наступний літературно-критичний текст та виконайте завдання після нього. 

80 年代アメリカ小説におけるミニマリズムとRaymond Carverの影響

用語「ミニマリズム」が生む誤解と混乱
元来このミニマリズムなる用語は美術の分野からの借用である。千葉成夫によると、６０年代に現れた一連の美術傾向に一番早く「ミニマル･アート」というラヴェルを貼ったRichard をWollheim　（１９６５）は、その共通点を「芸術的内容が最小限」（have a minimal art content）、「すなわちAd Reinhardtのように画面自体が極端なまでに無差別に均質（undifferentiated）」か、Rauschenburgのように、「自然物とか工場生産品のような非芸術的な源」に由来した題材を用いて、「作品を作品として他から区別するもの（differentiation）」の度合いが極端に低い、という点だとする.
（ただしここで例に挙げられたReinhardtは一般にミニマリズムの前の抽象表現主義の作家に属すと考えられているし、Rauschenburgはポップ・アートの作家である。これを見てもミニマリズムの境界の曖昧さがわかる。）これに加えてBarbara　Roseは、内的差異の小ささ（internal differentiation）を指摘する。つまり、観客が作品を見て、「一見どんな感情も内容も欠如していることに観客が寒気をおぼえるような」、機械的非人間性。千葉成夫の言葉を借りるなら「感覚の零度の体験」ということだ。代表的な作家としては、亜鉛引き鉄板と着彩アルミによる作品のDonald Judd,蛍光灯を用いた作品のDan Flavine,耐火レンガを何十個も連ねた作品のCarl Andreといった彫刻作家。また映画の分野では、染み一つ無い平坦な表面、純粋色、カッチリ描かれた幾何学的な単純形態の作品が特徴のEllsworth　Kelly、ブラック・ペインチングで有名なFrank Stella などがいる。

ほぼ時を同じくして、音楽の分野でも「ミニマル・ミュージック」という動向がみられた。この種の音楽を世に知らしめた　”In C“のTerry Riley,　”It's Gonna Rain“のSteve Reich,　La Monte Young,　Philip Glass といった作曲家たちの音楽の共通点は「単調な音型を繰り返す、始まりも終わりもない永続的な音のプロセス」という特徴で、その作品は美術の場合と同じく「作曲家の手による有機的構成物というより」、「増殖する音の現象として聞き手に聴取される」と河西真理は説明する。
　つまりここでも、作品を作品として他から区別するものの度合いの低さ、そして、聴衆の「感覚の零度の体験」ということが繰り返される。美術にしろ音楽にしろ、この芸術の極限化傾向の根底にあったものは、ともに「従来の西欧芸術のパラダイムへの反発」という衝動だったといえる。ただし、レッテルに惑わされがちが、ミニマリズムは決して主義（イズム）ではない、ということを忘れてはならない。Kenneth Baker がいう通り、「アーチストたち自身は、彼等の仕事にふさわしい用語として＜ミニマリズム＞というレッテルを拒むことを除けば、わずかな点においてしか一致することがない」のである。


そうした芸術的、時代的背景を教えてみたとき、はたして８０年代に起こった一連の傾向を指して、文学のミニマリズムと呼ぶことが本当に正しいのだろうか。言い換えるなら、なぜ文学のミニマリズムだけが、６０年代から２０年もの隔りをおいて８０年代に突如生まれたのだろうか。このレッテルを文学界において定着させたのは先に述べたBarthの１９８６年１２月の論文とされている。これ以降、手厳しい、そして個々の代表作を分析することもなく十把一絡げ的な「ミニマリスト」たちへの批判論調が相次ぐ事なた。
　Barth以前には（１９８６年４月のHarper's誌上におけるMadison Smartt　Bell　の悪名高いミニマリスト総攻撃論文で「ミニマル･スタイル」といった表現は見られるが
）ミニマリストというレッテルの定着はみられない。だが、そうした華々しい物議の始まる前の１９８５年、Frederick Karl がAmerican Fictions:１９４０－８０の第９章「ミニマリズムの可能性」のなかで、指摘しているのは、極めて重要なことでありながら、Barthらを初めとする喧騒にかき消されてしまった観がある。Karl はモダンフィクションにおけるミニマリズムの最良の例としてCamusの　The StrangerとBeckettの三部作（Morroy, Malone Dies, The Unnamable）をあげ、６０年代から、７０年代にかけて、小数ながらミニマリスト（Karl ははっきりこの用語を使っている）と呼ぶべき作家たちが現れてきたとする。その筆頭はDonald Barthelme　であり（最もよい例はThe Dead Father）、ほかに、Joan Didion,　J. Kosinski,
R. Wurlitzer,T. McGuane　のPanama,　Susan Sontag　のBenefactor,　Death Kit,　さらに　R. Brautigan を加えても良いという。彼が定義する、ミニマリズム作品の特徴とは、「読者が語と語の間の空間、吐息と吐息の間の間、音と音の間の沈黙を関知するような、すべて断続的な作品。作者は、作品自体であることを拒絶し、撤退するような、退屈に近いものを読者にもたらす。さらに、ミニマリストの作品はたいてい、人生に対する悲観論に基づいており、そこでは通常の目標や抑制はもはや通用しない」という
。（Madison Smartt Bell　が　８０年代のミニマリストたちへのあてつけに書いた傑作　“Zero db”などにもあてはまる特徴であるが
）その断片性、作品自体を拒むような既成文学のパラダイムへの反発、読んだときに読者はひやりとした零度の感覚を味わう、といった一連の特徴がここでも要約されている。そして、彼が代表的作家と指摘するDonald Barthelmeの作品と、先にミニマル･アートの例であげたRauschenburgの作品との（とくにコラージュ手法における）類似性が指摘されているのも見逃してはならない。Karl があげるミニマリズムの代表作（家）を見れば、彼が文学のミニマリズムを美術や音楽と同じく、６０年代の実験性の芸術、従来の規範からの逸脱というコンテキストの中で捕らえていることがよくわかる。

実は、Barth　の論文でも、このミニマリストとしてのBeckett からBarthelme への繋がりは指摘されているのである
。しかし、Barth はBeckett　から後の繋がりをすぐに８０年代の「新しいアメリカ短編小説」の作家へと結び付けてしまう。はたして、Donald Barthelme　と８０年代の「ミニマリスト」作家たちは文学的に直接つながるだろうか。Ann Beattie　の初期作品はDonald Barthelme　に似ているという志村正男氏の指摘があるとしても
、またFrederick Barthelmeが６０年代終わりから７０年代はじめ兄のDonald に小説法を直々に習っていたと告白しているからといって
、彼の８０年代の作風（とくにMoon Deluxe　のスーパーリアルな肌触りなど）には、あまり直接的関連は見られないのではないか。ましてや、Tobias Wolff　の自伝的小説This Boy's Lifeや　Bobbie Ann MasonのIn Countryの語りの文体にDonald Barthelmeの一体どういう影響をみればよいのか。この点について、宮本陽一郎氏「自らミニマリズムを標榜したわけではなく、またこのレッテルと間接的にであれ結びつくようなマニフェストを発表したこともなく、それどころか『ミニマリズム』の中心的存在と考えられているCarver　やBeattieははっきりとこのレッテルに対する反発を表明している」というのに、「Barth はミニマリズムという概念が美術と音楽など他のジャンルにおいて果たした役割に一切目を向けず、ただ『ミニマリズム』という語感からのみ連想される“less is more”というバウハウスのモットーをあたかも８０ねんだいの作家たちが自ら選んだ標語であるかのように見せかける」と非難している
。実際、Barthはこのバウハウスのモットー“less is more”によって、真実を見誤っているといえる。美術的な歴史をさか戻るなら、６０年代のミニマル･アートの源は、同じ装飾や無駄を削る特徴があるとしてもバウハウスではなく、ロシア構成主義やシュプレマチズム、あるいはMondrian
･スチルなどであり、ミニマル･アートは“less is more”などというモットーをそもそももたない。あえていうなら、先ほど述べた西欧芸術のパラダイムへの批判というスタンスであり、その点から見るなら実験小説家のBarth自身やPynchonの方が近いのだ。

そうした、概念の履き違えはｍ先の論文においてBarth　が定義するミニマリズムの文体の指摘にも現れている。Barthは、①単位、形式、規範②文体③題材の三点にわけてそれぞれの特徴を、

①短い単語、短い文章とパラグラフ、超ミニ短編。
②
修飾語を削り落とした語彙。完全文を避け、複数の述部を捨て、複数な従属節を使わない簡潔な文構造。比喩的言語を全て排し、飾り気のない、感情を込めない調子を旨とするいわば削りに削った修辞法。
③ミニマルなキャラクター、極力説明をしない極小の道具だて、極小のプロット。とする。
たしかに、Barthがその論文の中で指摘した、Carver やBeattie,　F. Barthelme　といった代表的な優れた作家の作品の中には上記のような傾向が見られなくもない。しかし、こうした形式的な部分のみを模倣し、「ミニマリズム」のステレオタイプを拡散、固定化させたのは、Carver以後の亜流作家群であったと思われる。Barthはここでも　“less is more”的な簡略の美という点ばかりを強調して、個々の作家の持つ独特な特徴、あるいは一人の作家における作風の変化を、無視してしまっている。ミニマリズムのように、作家やアーチストたちの自主的な主義やマニフェストのない傾向の場合、こうした複数の作家をまとめてその特徴を一般化しようという試みは、あまり意味がないと言わねばなるまい。

たとえば、Raymond Carver　などは作品集一冊ごとに作風を変えていった作家である。Barth　が指摘するような特徴を示しているのは、せいぜいが初期の一部から中期の短編集　What We Talk When We Talk About Love（１９８１）にみられるいわゆる「省略の美」と呼ばれる作品においてであり、その後Carverは一転して、語りの文体へと変化してゆく。小説の長さも長くなり、また起承転結のない「オープン・エンヂンゲ」な作風から物語性と主観性の強い作品へと著しい変化を見せた。その典型的な例は先の中期短編集　What We Talk About...　に収められた　“The Bath”という作品を、二年後の短編集　Catheral において“A Small, Good Thing”というタイトルで二倍以上に加筆、書き換えたことや、初めて歴史的人物（Chekhov）の伝記という題材を取り扱った最後の作品“Errand”の物語性などに典型的に見られる。


同様の傾向はミニマリズムの美術や音楽の代表的な作家たちにも見られる。たとえば、Frank Stella は１９５８年の有名なブラック･ペインチング・シリーズで、塗り潰した黒いキャンバスにひたすら細かい白い縞を描き続け、見るものを「感覚の零度」に陥れていた。１９６８年のインタビューでは、「旧い価値を守り抜こうとする連中はみなカンヴァスにヒューマニスチックな価値を見つけようとする。･･････だが僕の絵は見えるものだけがそこにあるという事実に基づいている」と述べている。
「見えるものだけが見える」というリテラリズム、イリュージョンの徹底的な拒否という特徴が、しかし、７０ねんを境に変化し、それまでの幾何学形から作家自身が任意に形を決定できるような図形の採用、さらには「絵画の物語性、ドラム性」の容認、８０年代後半にはMelvilleの『白鯨』をイメージした作品まで創作している。また音楽の分野でも８０年代に入ると、作曲家たちは反復手法をさらに駆使。作品は長く複雑化して、もはやミニマリズムとは呼べなくなる。Reich はアフリカやバリの音楽に影響を受け、新しい手法を開拓。８４年、合唱とオーケストラのための『砂漠の音楽』を書いた。これは、彼が共感する詩人William Carlos Williamsの詩に曲をつけたもので、ここにおいて彼は声を断片化することなく語らせることに成功した。「ミニマル・ミュージックという用語は１９６５年から１９７５年までの作品においてのみ有効」と言い切ったGlassもまた、７５年からは演出家のRobert Wilson　と共同して『浜辺のアインシュタイン』をはじめとするオペラ制作に乗り出すようになった。


こうしてみると、文学、技術、音楽いずれの分野においても、削除と非人称の究極まで突き詰めたあと、物語性、イリュージョンの回復、語りの美といったものに帰っていく傾向が見られる。ミニマリズムは、決して作家個人に固有のものではなく（つまりミニマリストという作家が存在するのではなく、あえていうならミニマリズム作品が存在するだけであり）、極めて一時的な傾向であることがよくわかる。


加えて、８０年代に多く輩出した一連の短編集作品を中心とした作家たちの特徴を考えたとき、彼等の傾向は基本的に伝統的なリアリズムを踏襲するものであり、「ミニマリズム」なる用語が美術や音楽の分野で提示したような実験性は、一時期のRaymond CarverやFrederick Barthelmeのフォト･リアルな実験的リアリズム
など一部の例外を除いては、見られない。結局、John Barthという影響力の強い一人んー作家の誤解を含んだ論文が、８０年代の新しい短編作家たちに対する不適切なレッテルを普及させ、優れた作家･作品もそうでもないたちも無差別に論じられる原因を作った。そして、一部のすぐれた作家の評価や影響力が不当に押し下げられる結果となったと私は考える。

質問
1．60年代に現れた一連の美術傾向に「ミニマル・アート」というラヴェルを貼ったRichard　Wolheim　（1965）によると、美術にしろ、音楽にしろ、この芸術の極限化傾向の根底にあったものはどんな共通点を基にしてそうしましたか。橋本博美氏の言葉を借りるなら、それはどんな衝動だったと思っていますか。
2．橋本博美氏は文学のミニマリズムと呼ぶことがどうして本当に正しいかどうか疑わしいでしょうか。Frederick　Karl　によると、最良の例としてどんな作家と作品をあげますか。どうしてかとどう思いますか。

3. Karl氏の定義したミニマリズムの特徴の中に「人生に対する悲観論に基づいております」ということがあります。あなたはどう思いますか。コメントをしてください。

4．Karl氏　と　Barth氏のミニマリズムについての論文を比較してください。どんな違いと共通点がありますか。あなたのご意見は？

5．ミニマリズムのコンテキストに　“less is more”の意味はどうですか。Barth　氏は何の点を強調ちたいでしょうか。文学の例をあげてください。

6．博美橋本によると、Barth氏のミニマリズムの概念の履き違えはどこにありますか。Carver作家の作品はどうして例にとして挙げられていますか。

7．ミニマル化、或いはミニチュア化は昔から東洋思想に見られる固有の特徴として知られていました。　川端康成はその観点から十分に研究されていない創造的活動として特に興味深いです。　全世界に有名になったのは「手の平の小説」という文芸形のおかげです。表現と表象的な手段がわざとらしい文芸的に減少させながら思想と美的の大事なものはどんな文芸をとって現れるかと比較してエッセーをかいてください。

8．　それと同時に村上春樹の極めて重要な翻訳問題の文芸的な解決も研究してください。　文字を使ってRaymond Carver　のミニマル文学の詩学をどういうふうに表現しますか。

9．Madison Smart Bell, “Zero db,”のストーリは、仕事にも恋にも失敗した音響効果技師の「私」が、失意の思いを己の声の反復に集中させることで紛わそうと、自分のグチる声を録音する、という奇妙な物語である。Ending に近い一節を引用する。Through the headphones I can hear myself saying words like “Why will no one help me?” and “I’ve failed, I’ve failed”. These words come back to meat half-second delay, fixed already on the tape and in the past, and they sound ugly and fatal. And the tape is overloading, distorting into the noise.
Operator error. I turn the level down.  
Over and over, I repeat the new words:
I didn’t want to hurt the dog.
 
 I didn’t want to hurt the dog…（中略）

Listen. Listen. Listen. We can never be too attentive to our world.
文体は切り詰めたミニマル･スタイル。あたかも、Reich やRileyの反復音楽、＜ズレ＞の手法のミニマル･ミュージックを聞いているような効果と、激しいスピード感、Leos Caraxの映画を見るような疾歩感を残すと比較している研究者がいる。どんな意味で、まさしくこの作品、80年代のミニマリズム作品の代表ですか。著しい特徴と共通点を指摘してください.
Raymond Carverの小説を読んで、ミニマル単位、形式、文体、題材の使い方を批評して、それについて　エッセーを書いてください。日本文学にもおけるミニマリズムとは何なのか。ただし、日本の場合に、ミニマリズムという文体は２０世紀の傾向だけではなくて、生まれつきの生活も自然も芸術形ものアプローチだと思います。文学時代を考えてみたとき、川端康成氏という極めて優れた作家の「手の平の小説」という文芸形を研究するべきだと思う。正確で平易な日常語の言葉として、ストイックなまでに徹底して追及する姿勢において、実は川端康成とCarver　の二人の作家には極めて共通する点が多く見られるのだ。これは何ですか。
�Iser, W. The Reading Process: A Phenomenological Approach [Text] / W.Iser // Contemporary Literary Criticism. Modernism Through Poststructuralism; ed. by Robert Con Davis. – N.Y.; L.: University of Oklahoma. Longman, 1986. – P. 376-391. 
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� Eco, U. The Role of the Reader: Explorations in the Semiotics of Text [Text] / U. Eco. – Bloomington; L.: Indiana University Press, 1979. – P. 3–11.
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the novel Botchan: � HYPERLINK "http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/8868" ��http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/8868�


� The text is taken from: The Showa Anthology. Modern Japanese Short Stories [Text]; ed. By Van C.Gessel, Tomone Matsumoto; tr. By Alison Kibrick. – Tokyo: Kodansha International, 1992. – P.63– 76.
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�以下、この段落のWollheimと　Rose　によるミニマリズムの定義については、千葉成夫『ミニマル･アート』（リブロポート、１９８７）20-21より（「感覚の零度の体験」についてはp.128より）引用。またミニマリズムの歴史的な流れと解釈について、同書を参考にさせていただいた。


�河西真理「ミニマリズムの音楽」//『みずる』美術出版社―1990年冬号．P. ９０．


� Kenneth Baker． 篠田達美訳「ミニマリズム------状況の芸術」『みずる』（1990年冬号）151．このほか、6，70年代には映画の世界でもミニマリズムの影響が見られた。構造映画（structural film）の名で流通したこの種の映画は、Andy Worhol のフィックス・ムービーから大きな影響を受けた。Worhol の代表的な作品としては、さまざまな男や女たちのキス･シーンだけをフィックス･カメラの撮りっぱなしで撮影した“Kiss”（54分）や、映画のRobert Indiana がマッシュルームを食べるところを同じくフィックス･カメラで撮影したサイレント作品“Eat”（45分）そしてWarhol映画の中でももっとも伝説的な作品で、1964年6月25日、午後8時から翌日の夜明けに掛けて8時間、エンパイヤ･ステート･ビルをフィックス･カメラで取り続けた“Empire”などがある。


� Carol Ianonne．　The Fiction We Deserve//Commentary ．June、1987.－P.60-62．Charles Newman, What's Left Out of Literature,　//The New York Times Book Review ．July 12― 1987.　―などがその代表としてあげられる。
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� Frederick R.Karl． American Fictions: 1940-1980.－New York: Harper＆Row,1985.－P.384


� Madison Smart Bell． Zero db//Zero db ．New York:Penguin Books．－1987.－P.146-55．ストーリは、仕事にも恋にも失敗した音響効果技師の「私」が、失意の思いを己の声の反復に集中させることで紛わそうと、自分のグチる声を録音する、という奇妙な物語である。


� Carver 自身は、このBarthのエッセイについて“I thought John Barth's recent essay in the New York Times Book Review was one of the best things that has been said on the subject.”と高く評価し、特にその理由の一つとして、Barth がBeckett やEmily　Dickinson をミニマリスト作家として論じている点を挙げている。Conversation with　Raymond Carver 、　eds. Marshall Bruce Gentry and William L. Stull (Jackson and London: University Press of Mississippi, 1990)206参照。


�志村正雄「ニューリアリスト瞥見」『ユリアか』（１９８７年臨時増刊号）―P.123．


� Frederick Barthelme．On Being Wrong: Convicted Minimalist Spills Bean// New York Times Book Review．April 3.－ 1988.


�宮本陽一郎「静寂と具体性の詩学」『ユリアカ』―１９９０年6月号。P.192-99．宮本氏のBarth の論文批判派きわめて的確で示唆に富んでいる。


� バース、「ミニマリズムについて」―P. 97．


� Carver の文体の変化と作品書き直しの問題については、拙稿「Raymond Carver の書き換えの問題」『東海英米文学』（東海英米文学会、1996年3月発行予定）第5号を参照されたい。


�大坪健二「フランク･ステラの変貌――レリーフ絵画の成立とその発展」『みずる』（1991年夏号）15．


�音楽のミニマリズムとその後を巡る状態に関しては、「Contemporary Music－音楽はどこへ行くのか」と題して特集した『現代思想』（1985年5月号）が参考になる。なかでも「ミニマリズムの展開」というSteve　Reich とMichael Nyman　の対談や「ケージ以降に音楽は始まる」と題したと題した大坪頼暁、近藤譲、細川周平の三氏による座談会は興味深い。


� Frederick Barthelme と実験的リアリズムについては拙稿　「20世紀の『荒地』比較論―Barthelme が描く80年代の荒地“Fish”を中心に」『南山英文学』（南山英文学会、1992年1月）第16号を参照されたい。








