WAYS OF READING – NARRATIVE (CSEN4011)

LECTURE 3: Narrative Fiction III: Focalization & Narration
The focalization of the narrative text is the way in which the story is presented from a particular perspective, which is not necessarily that of the narrator who is responsible for the way in which the story is told.

One narrative instance in which the distinction between focalization and narration becomes apparent is when the narrator tells what a character sees. Although the narrator's speech in all cases carries with it an opinion about events, this is to be distinguished from that of a character, even when the narrator is, as it were, seeing through the eyes of that character. In such cases the centre of consciousness is in the third person ('he/she'), from which the narrator is distinct. But even retrospective narratives narrated in the first person ('I') will often illicit a distinction between the perspective of the 'I' in the past and the opinions of the narrator in the present.
Focalization is a relational process of gaining a particular perspective on narrated events, characters or parts of the story.

Focalization has a subject and an object: a focalizer and a focalized.

If the focalizer is a character in the story, this kind of focalization is called ‘internal’. If, however, the focalizer is outside the story which it focalizes, as when the narrator of the story becomes the focalizer, then the focalization is ‘external’.
The focalized may be focalized or seen either from within or from without.
We might emphasise the distinction with an opposition as follows: focalization or who sees in the text vs. narration or who speaks in the text.

However there are generally-speaking three facets of focalization: the visual or perceptual; the psychological, which involves the cognitive and emotive orientation of the focalizer towards the focalized; and the ideological
********

Passages from Tess of the d’Urbervilles, by Thomas Hardy
A. [from Chapter IV]
When they had passed the little town of Stourcastle, dumbly somnolent under its thick brown thatch, they reached higher ground. Still higher, on their left, the elevation called Bulbarrow or Bealbarrow, well-nigh the highest in South Wessex, swelled into the sky, engirdled by its earthen trenches. From hereabout the long road was fairly level for some distance onward. They mounted in front of the wagon, and Abraham grew reflective.


‘Tess!’ he said in a preparatory tone, after a silence.


‘Yes, Abraham.’


‘Bain’t you glad that we’ve become gentlefolk?’


‘Not particular glad.’


‘But you be glad that you ’m going to marry a gentleman?’


‘What?’ said Tess, lifting her face.


‘That our great relation will help ’ee to marry a gentleman.’


‘I? Our great relation? We have no such relation. What has put that into your head?’


‘I hear ’em talking about it up at Rolliver’s when I went to find father. There’s a rich lady of our family out at Trantridge, and mother said that if you claimed kin with the lady, she’d put ’ee in the way of marrying a gentleman.’


His sister became abruptly still, and lapsed into a pondering silence. Abraham talked on, rather for the pleasure of utterance than for audition, so that his sister’s abstraction was of no account. He leant back against the hives, and with upturned face made observations on the stars, whose cold pulses were beating amid the black hollows above, in serene dissociation from these two wisps of human life. He asked how far away those twinklers were, and whether God was on the other side of them. But ever and anon his childish prattle recurred to what impressed his imagination even more deeply than the wonders of creation. If Tess were made rich by marrying a gentleman, would she have enough money to buy a spyglass so large that it would draw the stars as near to her as Nettlecombe-Tout?


The renewed subject, which seemed to have impregnated the whole family, filled Tess with impatience. 


‘Never mind that now!’ she exclaimed.


‘Did you say the stars were worlds, Tess?’


‘Yes.’


‘All like ours?’


‘I don’t know; but I think so. They sometimes seem to be like the apples on our stubbard-tree. Most of them splendid and sound – a few blighted.’


‘Which do we live on – a splendid one or a blighted one?’


‘A blighted one.’


‘’Tis very unlucky that we didn’t pitch on a sound one, when there were so many more of ’em!’


‘Yes.’


‘Is it like that really, Tess?’ said Abraham, turning to her much impressed, on reconsideration of this rare information. ‘How would it have been if we had pitched on a sound one?’


‘Well, father wouldn’t have coughed and creeped about as he does, and wouldn’t have got too tipsy to go this journey; and mother wouldn’t have been always washing, and never getting finished.’


‘And you would have been a rich lady ready-made, and not have had to be made rich by marrying a gentleman?’


‘O Aby, don’t – don’t talk of that any more!’

B. [from Chapter XLIII]
There was no exaggeration in Marian’s definition of Flintcomb-Ash farm as a starve-acre place. The single fat thing on the soil was Marian herself; and she was an importation. Of the three classes of village, the village cared for by its lord, the village cared for by itself, and the village uncared for either by itself or by its lord (in other words, the village of a resident squire’s tenantry, the village of free or copy-holders, and the absentee-owner’s village, farmed with the land) this place, Flintcomb-Ash, was the third.


But Tess set to work. Patience, that blending of moral courage with physical timidity, was now no longer a minor feature in Mrs Angel Clare; and it sustained her.


The swede-field in which she and her companion were set hacking was a stretch of a hundred odd acres, in one patch, on the highest ground of the farm, rising above stony lanchets or lynchets - the outcrop of siliceous veins in the chalk formation, composed of myriads of loose white flints in bulbous, cusped, and phallic shapes. The upper half of each turnip had been eaten off by the live-stock, and it was the business of the two women to grub up the lower or earthy half of the root with a hooked fork called a hacker, that it might be eaten also. Every leaf of the vegetable having already been consumed, the whole field was in colour a desolate drab; it was a complexion without features, as if a face, from chin to brow, should be only an expanse of skin. The sky wore, in another colour, the same likeness; a white vacuity of countenance with the lineaments gone. So these two upper and nether visages confronted each other all day long, the white face looking down on the brown face, and the brown face looking up at the white face, without anything standing between them but the two girls crawling over the surface of the former like flies.

LEVELS OF NARRATION

Real Author

Real Reader



Narration


Implied Author

Implied Reader



Narration

Extradiegetic


Level
Narrator

Narratee


Narration

Diegetic Level
Character A

Character B



Narration

Hypodiegetic

Level
Character C

Character D



Narration

The implied reader is that reader implied by the text who has the kind of knowledge, sympathies, and beliefs the text requires its reader to have.

The narrator is 'the agent which at the very least narrates or engages in some activity serving the needs of narration' Rimmon-Kenan, Narrative Fiction, p.88. The narratee is the one who is implicitly addressed by the narrator.

Ulterior narration is the narration of events after they happen in the story. Anterior narration is the narration of events before they occur in the story.

A narrator on the extradiegetic level, immediately above or superior to the level of the first narrative and concerned with its narration, is called an extradiegetic narrator. An extradiegetic narrator who is also a character on the diegetic level is called an intradiegetic narrator. A diegetic narrator is one who narrates on the diegetic level, and a hypodiegetic narrator is one who narrates on the hypodiegetic level.
A narrator and narratee may be varyingly perceptible in a narration. A reader is often more aware of a narrator who is explicit and about whom the reader has knowledge. But we are also made aware of the narrator’s presence when the narrator directly communicates to the reader knowledge about a character or a place.
Narrators may also be varyingly reliable. Unreliability of the narrator may result from the narrator’s personal involvement in the story, limited knowledge, or a problematic value-scheme. It is also possible to envisage a narrate being unreliable when the values of the implied reader evoked by the implied author are at odds with those of the narrate evoked by the narrator.
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