Dear All,

Some of you have suggested that Charles’ nostalgia is Proustian in nature, and in my marginalia, as you will see, I generally refer you to footnote 6 in my commentary  about Waugh’s rather jaundiced view of Proust. However, Jeremy Irons’ voiceover in the video extract I sent you concerning Charles’ awakening at Brideshead in 1943 includes a passage at the end of the prologue which give a genuinely Proustian flavour to that moment, as Charles feels transported back to the Arcadia of pre-war Oxford, and feels that his life suddenly has meaning again  – so I looked out my very battered copy of the novel and found it word for word at the end of the Prologue, so a page or two before your set passage:

“I slept until my servant called me, rose wearily, dressed and shaved in silence. It was not till I reached the door that I asked the second-in-command, ‘What’s this place called?’

He told me and, on the instant, it was as though someone had switched off the wireless, and a voice that had been bawling in my ears, incessantly, fatuously for days beyond number, had been suddenly cut short; an immense silence followed, empty at first, but gradually as my outraged sense regained authority, full of a multitude of sweet and natural and long forgotten sounds: for he had spoken a name that was so familiar to me, a conjuror’s name of such ancient power, that, at its mere sound, the phantoms of those haunted late years began to take flight.

(…) I had been there before. I knew all about it”
This is indeed very similar to the moment at the end of Le Temps Retrouvé when Marcel understands the meaning of his life after walking on two uneven paving stones in the courtyard of the Hôtel de Guermantes. In Proust, this moment of profound realization is also a moment of artistic vocation (to write the book of which the reader is reading the final pages). A similar vocation accompanies Charles’ awakening in Waugh’s novel, but in Charles’ case it is religious (see footnote 27 of my suggested commentary); in both cases, the final page of Le Temps Retrouvé and the passage you had to translate, the loose structure of the syntax suggests the break-up of rational language as the speaking subject glimpses the ineffable infinite, and almost loses the power of speech.

An interesting piece of evidence suggesting the possible influence some of you see is a 1933 edition of Proust that I possess, in which the text (likely the one that Waugh read, if he read it in French rather than in Scott Moncreiff’s translation) presents a more fragmented syntactic organization that the text generally accepted as definitive today.  I am no specialist of Proust, but it seems to me this might be a case of well-intentioned but misguided retrospective editing by an editor mistakenly thinking he knows better than the creative writer! (The footnotes below were written some years ago for non-francophones.)
La date à laquelle j'entendais le bruit de la sonnette de Combray si distant et pourtant intérieur, était un point de repère dans cette dimension énorme que je ne savais pas avoir. J'avais le vertige de voir au-dessous de moi et en moi pourtant comme si j'avais des lieues de hauteur, tant d'années.

Je venais de comprendre pourquoi le duc de Guermantes, dont j'avais admiré, en le regardant assis sur une chaise, combien il avait peu vieilli bien qu'il eût tellement plus d'années que moi au-dessous de lui, dès qu'il s'était levé et avait voulu se tenir debout avait vacillé sur des jambes flageolantes comme celles des vieux archevêques sur lesquels il n'y a de solide que leur croix métallique et vers lesquels s'empressent les jeunes séminaristes, et ne s'était avancé qu'en tremblant comme une feuille, sur le sommet peu praticable de quatre-vingt-trois années, comme si les hommes étaient juchés sur de vivantes échasses grandissant sans cesse, parfois plus hautes que des clochers, finissant par rendre la marche difficile et périlleuse, et d'où tout d'un coup ils tombent. Je m'effrayais que les miennes fussent déjà si hautes sous mes pas, il ne me semblait pas que j'aurais encore la force de maintenir longtemps attaché à moi ce passé qui descendait déjà si loin, et que je portais si douloureusement en moi! Si du moins il m'était laissé assez de temps pour accomplir mon œuvre, je ne manquerais pas de la marquer au sceau de ce Temps dont l'idée s'imposait à moi avec tant de force aujourd'hui, et j'y décrirais les hommes, cela dût-il les faire ressembler à des êtres monstrueux, comme occupant une place dans le Temps autrement considérable que celle si restreinte qui leur est réservée dans l'espace, une place, au contraire, prolongée
 sans mesure, puisqu'ils touchent simultanément, comme des géants, plongés
 dans les années, à des époques vécues par eux, si distantes, - entre lesquelles tant de jours sont venus se placer - dans le Temps.

FIN

achevé d'imprimer le 6 novembre 1933 par f. paillart a abbeville (somme)
So did Waugh, despite his insulting remarks about Proust, actually pinch some ideas from the master of the boulevard Haussmann? It is quite possible, and some thought him capable of anything. As my most censorious father (the eye-witness of footnote 6, and original owner of my 1933 Proust) said of him: “that man shat for England!”
� This use of the adjective "prolongée", qualifying the noun "place", is polysemic in the French text and could be translated as "extended" for space or "prolonged" for time, the effect being a fusion of the two dimensions of existence: the word is echoed by the assonance of "plongés" qualifying "géants" in the next clause, which carries the barely sustained syntax to the final words, "dans le Temps", which are syntactically and semantically ambiguous: the syntactic ambiguity comes from the fact that the phrase seems to be at once an adverbial qualifying "sont venus se placer", the complement of the adjective "distantes", and a parallel to the adjectival complement "dans les années"; this uncertain syntactic status opens the strictly semantic ambiguity arising from the fact that "dans le temps" does not just mean “in time” - it is also an idiomatic expression meaning "long ago". The translation attempts to convey the spirit of the French, where as the ineffable infinite is glimpsed, language breaks up.


� Literally "plunged" or "immersed", neither of which convey the heroic sense in this context, firstly because of the essentially passive meaning of the English past participle, and secondly because of the assonance commented on above.





