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Poetry, 1950-2000


PHILIP LARKIN (1922-1985)
1955: becomes librarian at University of Hull
1961-1971: Jazz critic for Daily Telegraph
The Whitsun Weddings (1964), High Windows (1974)
Larkin soundbites:
On universities: ‘superfluous nests of treason-soaked layabouts’
On blacks: ‘House breaking. All this unemployment. Not many niggers round here I’m happy to say. Except the Paki doctor next door.’
On Margaret Thatcher: ‘What a superb creature she is--right and beautiful.’

1. The Movement
Angry Young Men
Kingsley Amis, Lucky Jim (1954); John Wain, Hurry On Down (1953); Thom Gunn, Donald Davie, Robert Conquest.

2. The Happy Generations
THIS BE THE VERSE
They fuck you up, your mum and dad.
    They may not mean to, but they do.
They fill you with the faults they had
    And add some extra, just for you.

But they were fucked up in their turn
    By fools in old-style hats and coats,
Who half the time were soppy-stern
    And half at one another’s throats.

Man hands on misery to man.
    It deepens like a coastal shelf.
Get out as early as you can,
    And don’t have any kids yourself.

TOTO NECHŤ JSOU TVÉ VERŠE
Zbabraj nás, tátové a mámy,
    a ani to snad nechtějí.
K všem chybám, které mají sámi,
    další--jen pro nás--přidají.

Je však zas jiní zbabrali,
    blázni v těch starých kabátech,
co dojetím buď brečeli,
    anebo si šli po hrdlech.

Předáváme si strádání.
    U břehu dno se hloubí nám.
Jak můžeš, z toho vypadni.
    A žádné děti neměj sám.


HIGH WINDOWS
When I see a couple of kids
And guess he’s fucking her and she’s
Taking pills or wearing a diaphragm,
I know this is paradise

Everyone has dreamed of all their lives--
Bonds and gestures pushed to one side
Like an outdated combine harvester,
And everyone young going down the long slide

To happiness, endlessly. I wonder if
Anyone looked at me, forty years back,
And thought, That’ll be the life;
No God any more, or sweating in the dark

About hell and that, or having to hide
What you think of the priest. He
And his lot will all go down the long slide
Like free bloody birds. And immediately

Rather than words comes the thought of high windows:
The sun-comprehending glass,
And beyond it, the deep blue air, that shows
Nothing, and is nowhere, and is endless.

VYSOKÁ OKNA
Když vidím mladou dvojici
a uhodnu, že si to spolu rozdávají
a ona má pesar nebo pilulku,
vím, že tihle dva jsou spolu v ráji.

Všichni staří o tom celý život snili,
závazky a gesta stranou dát to chce
jak zastaralý kombajn na obilí,
a všichni mladí se v té skluzavce

ke štěstí řítí--bez konce. Jen mi divné je,
jestli snad kdysi někdo za mnou ohlíd se
a pomyslel si: Ten si užije;
už žádný bůh, potmě potit se

tou hrůzou z pekla nebo skrývat se
s názory na kněze. Ten se všemi
stejnými sjede po té skluzavce,
volný jak mrcha pták. A hned se mi

vysoká okna místo slov vybaví:
Sklo, které zadržuje slunce,
a za ním modrý vzduch, jenž do hlavy
nic necpe, není nikde a nemá konce.

3. The Loneliness of Old England
from THE WHITSUN WEDDINGS
That Whitsun, I was late getting away:
    Not till about
One-twenty on the sunlit Saturday
Did my three-quarters-empty train pull out,
All windows down, all cushions hot, all sense
Of being in a hurry gone. We ran
Behind the backs of houses, crossed a street
Of blinding windscreens, smelt the fish-dock; thence
The river’s level drifting breadth began,
Where sky and Lincolnshire and water meet.

All afternoon, through the tall heat that slept
    For miles inland,
A slow and stopping curve southwards we kept.
Wide farms went by, short-shadowed cattle, and
Canals with floatings of industrial froth;
A hothouse flashed uniquely: hedges dipped
And rose: and now and then a smell of grass
Displace the reek of buttoned carriage-cloth
Until the next town, new and nondescript,
Approached with acres of dismantled cars….

LETNICOVÉ SVATBY
Letnice pozdní odjezd viděly:
    teprv pak,
ve třináct dvacet v slunné neděli,
vyjel můj ze tří čtvrtin prázdný vlak,
dokořán okna, horká sedadla,
i pocit spěchu zmizel. Končina
zadních stěn domků byla ubohá,
i rybí pach; a pak nás popadla
širá pláň u řeky, jež začiná,
kde s Lincolnshirem se stýká obloha.

To odpoledne v žáru, který spal
    až do vnitrozemí,
obloukem k jihu náš vlak směřoval.
Dobytek s krátkým stínem po zemi,
kanály plné průmyslových pěn
a občas skleník; čistou oblohu
sledoval živý plot a vůní trávy
byl v kupé přehlušen pach povlaků,
než příští město--nové, bez slohu--
přišlo, už zahrabané do vraků.
(translations Zdeněk Hron)


GEOFFREY HILL (b. 1932)
born in Worcestershire
1950-53: studies at Oxford University
1954: takes job at University of Leeds
1959: For the Unfallen
1968: King Log
1971: Mercian Hymns
1988: takes up job at Boston University
1996: Canaan
1998: The Triumph of Love
2000: Speech! Speech!
2002: The Orchards of Syon
2007: A Treatise on Civil Power

1. Responsibilities of the Unfallen
OVID IN THE THIRD REICH
I love my work and my children. God
Is distant, difficult. Things happen.
Too near the ancient troughs of blood
Innocence is no earthly weapon.

I have learned one thing: not to look down
So much upon the damned. They, in their sphere,
Harmonize strangely with the divine
Love. I, in mine, celebrate the love-choir.

OVIDIUS VE TŘETÍ ŘÍŠI
Mám rád svou práci i své děti. Bůh
je daleko a je to s ním těžké. A je dění.
U koryt krve plných much
nevinnost v světě zbraní není.

Naučil jsem se jedno--nezírat
moc spatra na prokleté. V jistém předsevzetí,
ač divně, to s božskou láskou ladí snad.
V svém lásku slavím v sboru při oběti.  
(trans. Zdeněk Hron)

2. Religious Faith

3. England & History
Offa, King of Mercia (greater part of England), ruled 757-96 CE
I
King of the perennial holly-groves, the riven sandstone: overlord of the M5: architect of the historic rampart and ditch, the citadel at Tamworth, the summer heritage in Holy Cross: guardian of the Welsh Bridge and the Iron Bridge: contractor to the desirable new estates: saltmaster: money-changer: commissioner for oaths: martyrologist: the friend of Charlemagne.
‘I liked that,’ said Offa, ‘sing it again.’

II
A pet-name, a common name. Best-selling brand, curt graffito. A laugh; a cough. A syndicate. A specious gift. Scoffed-at horned phonograph.
The starting-cry of a race. A name to conjure with.

III
On the morning of the crowning we chorused our remission from school. It was like Easter: hankies and gift-mugs, approved by his foreign gaze, the village-lintels curlered with paper flags.
We gaped at the car-park of ‘The Stag’s Head’ where a bonfire of beer-crates and holly-boughs whistled above the tar. And the chef stood there, a king in his new-risen hat, sealing his brisk largesse with ‘any mustard?’
--from Mercian Hymns

I
Král věčně zelených cesmínových hájů, vylámaného pískovce: suverén dálnice M5: architekt historického náspu a příkopu, hradiště v Tamworthu, letní poustevny ve Svatém kříži: strážce Waleského a Železného mostu: stavitel žádoucích nových sídlišť: solmistr: penězoměnec: notář: martyrolog: přítel Karla Velikého.
„To se mi líbilo,“ řekl Offa, „zazpívej mi to ještě jednou.“

II
Mazlivá přezdívka, obyčejné jméno. Nejžádanější obchodní značka, lapidární čmáranice po zdi. Smích; zakašlání. Syndikát. Okázalý dar. Ostnatý fonograf pro smích.
První výkřik rodící se rasy. Jméno, jímž se zaklíná.

III
V den korunovace jsme sborovým výkřikem oslavili, že nám odpustili školu. Připomínalo to Velikonoce: kapesníky a dárkové hrnky schvalené jeho cizím pohledem, vesnická okna načinčaná papírovými praporky.
S otevřenou pusou jsme čuměli na parkovišti u Jelení hlavy, kde po asfaltu syčel ohňostroj z bedýnek od piva a z cesmínových ratolestí. A tam stál šéfkuchař, král v právě nakynutém čepci, který svou bryskní štědrost zpečetil otázkou: „Hořčici taky?“
(trans. Z Hron)


THOM GUNN (1929-2004)
1954: to the US
1. England & America  The Movement
The trouble is the English are hung up on Larkin. Larkin was a poet of minute ambitions who carried them out exquisitely. But he really isn’t a very important poet and right now he exercises a terrible influence on English poetry because if you admire somebody like that so much it means that you’re not going to be aiming very high. His distrust of rhetoric was also a distrust of feeling, a distrust of daring.
*
The English think of California as being a good deal more exotic than it really is…[they] don’t seem to think that people lead regular, normal lives in California.

2. Sex, Drugs & Rock ’n’ Roll
Hot in his mind, Tom watches Dobbin fuck,
Watches, and smiles with pleasure, oh what luck.
He sees beyond, and knows he sees, red cows,
Harsh green of grass, and pink-fired chestnut boughs.
The great brown body rears above the mare,
Plunging beneath Tom’s interested stare.
*
My methedrine, my double-sun,
Will give you two lives in your one,
Five days of power before you crash.
At which time use these lumps of hash
 – They burn so sweet, they smoke so smooth,
They make you sharper while they soothe.
………………………………………..
Join me, and I will take you there,
Your head will cut out from your hair
Into whatever self you choose.
With Midday Mick man you can’t lose…
*
Oh dead punk lady with the knack
Of looking fierce in pins and black…
………………………………………….…
                    He pushed it through your shirt
Deep in your belly, where it hurt.
You turned, and ate the carpet’s dirt.

And then not understanding why
He watched out with a heavy eye
The several hours you took to die.

The news was full of his fresh fame.
He O.D.’d, ending up the same.
Poor girl, poor girl, what was your name?

3. Serial Killers
HITCH-HIKER (song for Jeffrey Dahmer)
     Oh do not leave me now.
All that I ever wanted is compressed
In your sole body. As you turn to go
I know that I must keep you, and know how,
For I must hold the ribbed arch of your chest
     And taste your boyish glow.
……………………………………….
     I thought that you were gone,
But you are here and will remain with me.
Your long hair floods the pillow that we share
Across the mattress we lie quietly on.
I trust your mute consent in which I’m free
     To strip your body bare.
--from Boss Cupid (2000)

STOPAŘ
     Ach ne, co pak už odcházíš?
Všechno, po čem jsem vždycky toužíval, se skrývá
v tvém těle, duše má. Protože ode mě sám
chceš domů jít, musím tě trochu zdržet, víš,
chytím tě za žebra, co jiného mi zbývá,
     a pak tě, hochu, ochutnám.
……………………………………………….
     Že dávno pryč jsi, myslel jsem,
tys ale zůstal. A už zůstaneš tu u mě.
Můžou tak přes náš polštář dál tvé vlasy téct
na matraci, na které spolu spočinem.
S tvým němým souhlasem rozhodnu se svobodně
     úlpně do naha tě svléct.
(translation Petr Onufer)

TONY HARRISON (b. 1937)
born into working-class family in Leeds
studies Classics at Leeds University
1962-66: lectures in Nigeria
1968-69: lectures at Charles University, Prague
1970: The Loiners
1978: From the School of Eloquence and Other Poems
1985: v.

1. Received Pronunciation
But why inscribe these graves with CUNT and SHIT?
Why choose neglected tombstones to disfigure?
This pitman’s of last century daubed PAKI GIT,
this grocer Broadbent’s aerosolled with NIGGER?
…
This lot worked at one job all life through.
Byron, ‘Tanner’, ‘Lieth ’ere interred’
They’ll chisel fucking poet when they do you
and that, yer cunt, ’s a crude four-letter word.

‘Listen, cunt!’ I said, ‘before you start your jeering
the reason why I want this in a book
’s to give ungrateful cunts like you a hearing!’
A book, yer stupid cunt, ’s not worth a fuck!
…
Don’t talk to me of fucking representing
the class yer were born into any more.
Yer going to get ’urt and start resenting
it’s not poetry we need in this class war.

Yer’ve given yerself toffee, cunt. Who needs
yer fucking poufy words. Ah write mi own.
Ah’ve got mi work on show all over Leeds
like this UNITED ’ere on some sod’s stone.
--from V.

CAROL ANN DUFFY (b. 1955)
born in Glasgow
studied philosophy at Liverpool University
1977: graduates
1985: Standing Female Nude
1987: Selling Manhattan
1990: The Other Country
1993: Mean Time
1999: The World’s Wife
2002: Feminine Gospels
2005: Rapture
works at Manchester Metropolitan University

The Fight against Patriarchy
through Revisions of myths
political questioning
dramatic monologues

EDUCATION FOR LEISURE
Today I am going to kill something. Anything.
I have had enough of being ignored and today
I am going to play God. It is an ordinary day,
a sort of grey with boredom stirring in the streets.

I squash a fly against the window with my thumb.
We did that at school. Shakespeare. It was in
another language and now the fly is in another language.
I breathe out talent on the glass to write my name.

I am a genius. I could be anything at all, with half
the chance. But today I am going to change the world.
Something’s world. The cat avoids me. The cat
knows I am a genius, and has hidden itself.

I pour the goldfish down the bog. I pull the chain.
I see that it is good. The budgie is panicking.
Once a fortnight, I walk the two miles into town
for signing on. They don’t appreciate my autograph.

There is nothing left to kill. I dial the radio
and tell the man he’s talking to a superstar.
He cuts me off. I get our bread-knife and go out.
The pavements glitter suddenly. I touch your arm.
(1985)

MRS SCHOFIELD’S GCSE
You must prepare your bosom for his knife, 
said Portia to Antonio in which
of Shakespeare's Comedies? Who killed his wife, 
insane with jealousy? And which Scots witch 
knew Something wicked this way comes? Who said
Is this a dagger which I see? Which Tragedy?
Whose blade was drawn which led to Tybalt's death? 
To whom did dying Caesar say Et tu? And why?
Something is rotten in the state of Denmark - do you 
know what this means? Explain how poetry 
pursues the human like the smitten moon 
above the weeping, laughing earth; how we 
make prayers of it. Nothing will come of nothing: 
speak again. Said by which King? You may begin.
(2008)



Drama & Prose, 1950-2000
Samuel Beckett, William Golding, Julian Barnes, Ian McEwan, John Banville


SAMUEL BECKETT (1906-1989)
1923-27: Romance languages, Trinity College Dublin
1928: meets Joyce in Paris
Travels around Europe
1937: settles in Paris
1938: begins writing poetry in French
1941: joins a Resistance group
1945: switches to French
1969: Nobel Prize

Plays: En attendant Godot (1952; Waiting for Godot), Fin de partie (1957; Endgame), Krapp’s Last Tape (1958), Happy Days (1961)
Novels: Molloy (1951), Malone meurt (1951; Malone Dies), L’innommable (1953; The Unnamable)

Gave up teaching because he ‘could not bear the absurdity of teaching to others what he did not know himself’

1. The Essentials of Existence
The widespread idea, fostered by the popular press, that Beckett's work is concerned primarily with the sordid side of human existence, with tramps and with cripples who inhabit trash cans, is a fundamental misconception. He dealt with human beings in such extreme situations not because he was interested in the sordid and diseased aspects of life but because he concentrated on the essential aspects of human experience. The subject matter of so much of the world’s literature--the social relations between individuals, their manners and possessions, their struggles for rank and position, or the conquest of sexual objects--appeared to Beckett as mere external trappings of existence, the accidental and superficial aspects that mask the basic problems and the basic anguish of the human condition. The basic questions for Beckett seemed to be these: How can we come to terms with the fact that, without ever having asked for it, we have been thrown into the world, into being? And who are we; what is the true nature of our self? What does a human being mean when he says ‘I’? 
--MARTIN J. ESSLIN

In Beckett’s work, as well, a recognition of the triviality and ultimate pointlessness of most human strivings, by freeing the viewer from his concern with senseless and futile objectives, should also have a liberating effect. The laughter will arise from a view of pompous and self-important preoccupation with illusory ambitions and futile desires.  --MARTIN J. ESSLIN

2. Waiting for Godot
VLADIMIR. — Qu’est-ce qu’on fait maintenant ?
ESTRAGON. — On attend.
VLADIMIR. — Oui, mais en attendant ?
ESTRAGON. — Si on se pendait ?
VLADIMIR. — Ce serait un moyen de bander.
ESTRAGON. — (aguiché) On bande ?
VLADIMIR. — Avec tout ce qui s’ensuit. Là où ça tombe il pousse des mandragores. C’est pour ça qu’elles crient quand on les arrache. Tu ne savais pas ça?
ESTRAGON. — Pendons-nous tout de suite.
VLADIMIR. — A une brande? (Ils s’approchent de l’arbre et le regardent.) Je n’aurais pas confiance.
ESTRAGON. — On peut toujours essayer.
VLADIMIR. — Essaie.
ESTRAGON. — Après toi.
VLADIMIR. — Mais non, toi d’abord.
ESTRAGON. — Pourquoi ?
VLADIMIR. — Tu pèses moins lourd que moi.
ESTRAGON. — Justement.
*
VLADIMIR:	What do we do now?
ESTRAGON:	Wait.
VLADIMIR:	Yes, but while waiting.
ESTRAGON:	What about hanging ourselves?
VLADIMIR:	Hmm. It’d give us an erection.
ESTRAGON:	(highly excited). An erection!
VLADIMIR:	With all that follows. Where it falls mandrakes [pekřín] grow. That’s why they shriek when you pull them up. Did you not know that?
ESTRAGON:	Let’s hang ourselves immediately!
VLADIMIR:	From a bough? (They go towards the tree.) I wouldn’t trust it.
ESTRAGON:	We can always try.
VLADIMIR:	Go ahead.
ESTRAGON:	After you.
VLADIMIR:	No no, you first.
ESTRAGON:	Why me?
VLADIMIR:	You’re lighter than I am.
ESTRAGON:	Just so!
*
POZZO:	…They give birth astride a grave, the light gleams an instant, then it’s night once more.…
*
ESTRAGON: 	You say we have to come back tomorrow?
VLADIMIR:	Yes.
ESTRAGON:	Then we can bring a good bit of rope.
VLADIMIR:	Yes.
		Silence.
ESTRAGON:	Didi.
VLADIMIR:	Yes.
ESTRAGON:	I can’t go on like this.
VLADIMIR:	That’s what you think.
ESTRAGON:	If we parted? That might be better for us.
VLADIMIR:	We’ll hang ourselves tomorrow. (Pause.) Unless Godot comes.
ESTRAGON:	And if he comes?
VLADIMIR:	We’ll be saved.
Vladimir takes off his hat (Lucky’s), peers inside it, feels about inside it, shakes it, knocks it on the crown, puts it on again.
ESTRAGON:	Well? Shall we go?
VLADIMIR:	Pull on your trousers.
ESTRAGON:	What?
VLADIMIR:	Pull on your trousers.
ESTRAGON:	What?
VLADIMIR:	Pull on your trousers.
ESTRAGON:	You want me to pull off my trousers?
VLADIMIR:	Pull ON your trousers.
ESTRAGON: (realizing his trousers are down). True.
He pulls up his trousers.
VLADIMIR:	Well? Shall we go?
ESTRAGON:	Yes, let’s go.
They do not move.
			CURTAIN
WILLIAM GOLDING (1911-1993)
born in Cornwall
1930-34: attends Oxford University
1935: starts work as a teacher
1941-45: fights in Royal Navy during WWII
1954: Lord of the Flies
1956: Pincher Martin
1980: Rites of Passage
1983: Nobel Prize

Allegory

JULIAN BARNES (b. 1946)
Metroland (1980), Flaubert’s Parrot (1984), A History of the World in 10½ Chapters (1989), Talking it Over (1991), Cross Channel (1996), Love Etc (2000), Arthur and George (2005); detective fiction under pseudonym Dan Kavanagh

1. England & France
	Is France for you what New York is for Martin Amis? 
	Yes, it is my other country. There is something about it--its history, its landscape--that obviously sparks my imagination, or one area of my imagination. It’s a language I know well, it’s a literature I know well. A lot of my intellectual points of reference are French rather than English. And I love provincial France. --BARNES in Interview

MME RIVES        Sont fous, les Anglais. 
	And that young couple who bought old Bertin’s house. They appeared to be sympathetic, she was very proud of her baby, he was very proud of that stupid old Peugeot which kept breaking down. I told him one day that he ought to get a little Renault 5 like everyone else. He told me he had renounced the modern world. He used to say stupid things like that, although in a perfectly charming way.
	Then what happens? They’ve been here six months, people are beginning to like them, when they have a screaming quarrel in the middle of the street. Everyone stops to look. Finally, he hits her twice across the face, jumps into his old car and drives off. She stand in the middle of the road for about five minutes, with blood on her face, then goes  back into the house and doesn’t come out again. That is the last we see of her. A week later they clear everything out and disappear. My husband said the English are a mad and violent race, and their sense of humour is very singular. The house is for sale: it’s that one over there, you see? Let’s hope we get someone sensible next time. If it has to be a foreigner, give us a Belgian.
	Nothing much has happened in the village since. Lagisquet’s dog got run down by a car. The dog was deaf and Lagisquet was an old fool. We told him he ought to tie the dog up. He said he didn’t want to interfere with Poulidor’s freedom and happiness. Well, he’s interfered with its freedom and happiness now. He opened the front door, the dog shot out, and a car ran it over. Some people were sympathetic to Lagisquet. I wasn’t. I said, ‘You’re an old fool. You’ve probably got English blood.’
--Talking it Over

Gillian, Oliver, Stuart. Only it’s all been staged by Gillian as a scene for Stuart who’s watching from a hotel across the road, thinking: that was my future.

2. Flaubert’s Parrot
About a retired doctor, Geoffrey Braithwaite, who is obsessed about the French writer, Gustave Flaubert. More particularly, about his parrot.

BRAITHWAITE’S DICTIONARY OF ACCEPTED IDEAS

FLAUBERT, GUSTAVE
The hermit of Croisset. The first modern novelist. The father of Realism. The butcher of Romanticism. The pontoon bridge linking Balzac to Joyce. The precursor of Proust. The bear in his lair. The bourgeois bourgeoisophobe. In Egypt, ‘the father of the Moustache’. Saint Polycarpe; Cruchard; Quarafon, le Vicaire-Général; the Major; the old Seigneur; the Idiot of the Salons. All these titles were acquired by a man indifferent to ennobling forms of address: ‘Honours dishonour, titles degrade, employment stupefies.’

GONCOURTS
Remember the Goncourts on Flaubert: ‘Though perfectly frank by nature, he is never wholly sincere in what he says he feels or suffers or loves.’ Then remember everyone else on the Goncourts: the envious, unreliable brothers. Remember further the unreliability of Du Camp, of Louise Colet, of Flaubert’s niece, of Flaubert himself. Demand violently: how can we know anybody?

NORMANDY
Always wet. Inhabited by a sly, proud, taciturn people. Put your head on one side and remark, ‘Of course, we must never forget that Flaubert came from Normandy.’

WHORES
Necessary in the nineteenth century for the contraction of syphilis, without which no one could claim genius. Wearers of the red badge of courage include Flaubert, Daudet, Maupassant, Jules de Goncourt, Baudelaire, etc. Were there any writers unafflicted by it? If so, they were probably homosexual.
*
Don’t get me wrong. I’m not saying that Ellen’s secret life led her into despair. For God’s sake, her life is not a moral tale. No one’s is. All I’m saying is that both her secret life and her despair lay in the same inner chamber of her heart, inaccessible to me. I could touch the one no more than the other. Did I try? Of course I tried.
*
Ellen. My wife: someone I feel I understand less well than a foreign writer dead for a hundred years. Is this an aberration, or is it normal? Book say: she did this because. Life says: she did this. Books are where things are explained to you; life is where things aren’t. I’m not surprised some people prefer books. Books make sense of life. The only problem is that the lives they make sense of are other people’s lives, never your own.

3. The Moralist
“He has declared himself a 'moralist', and there is always in his novels a longing for a territory of the imagination in which love could indeed be an effective remaining hope.” How much can you know of other people? How should you act on such knowledge and ignorance? Gillian is a good person. Braithwaite is not a bad person but he is shocked by his previous ignorance.

IAN MCEWAN (1948-  )
attends University of Sussex
1970-71: MA University of East Anglia
1978: The Cement Garden
1987: The Child in Time
1998: Amsterdam
2001: Atonement
2005: Saturday
2007: On Chesil Beach

1. Violence and the Macabre
Moments of crisis or danger represent a means of exploring characters--the strengths and defects of personality--while at the same time offering a degree of narrative interest: it's a matter of having your cake and eating it.   --Interview with McEwan

Henry is now parallel to and two blocks south of Warren Street. He’s still bothered by his peculiar state of mind, this happiness cut by aggression. As he approaches the Tottenham Court Road, he begins a familiar routine, listing the recent events that may have shaped his mood. That he and Rosalind made love, that it’s Saturday morning, that this is his car, that no one died in the plane and there’s a game ahead and the Chapman girl and his other patients from yesterday are stable, that Daisy is coming--all this is to the good. And on the other hand? On the other hand, he’s touching the brake. There’s a motorbike policeman in a yellow jacket, in the middle of the Tottenham Court Road with his machine on its stand, holding out an arm to stop him. Of course, the road is closed for the march. He should have known. But still Perowne keeps coming, slowing all the while, as if by pretending not to know, he can be exempted--after all, he only wants to cross this road, not drive down it; or at least, he’ll receive his due: a little drama of exchange between a firm but apologetic policeman and the solemnly tolerant citizen. 

2. Innocence and Children
Sexuality of children
Golding
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1. Science
The great changes in the way the universe is viewed by science still do not comprehend its complexity. Fictions & Stevens.
Kepler recurs in The Newton Letter (1982), in which Newton's biographer, living in isolation in County Wexford, Ireland, attempts to write about Newton's crisis of belief while suffering, simultaneously, his own neurotic failure of nerve. The implied parallel between scientist and writer - both engaged on their own inadequate systems of interpretation - is foregrounded in what has been seen as Banville's most autobiographical work.   --EVE PATTEN

2. Art, Sex & Death: The Book of Evidence
Memory and Imagination. Freddy’s great crime is the failure to imagine other people

	I have stood in front of other, perhaps greater paintings, and not been moved as I am moved by this one. I have a reproduction of it on the wall above my table here--sent to me by, of all people, Anna Behrens--when I look at it my heart contracts. There is something in the way the woman regards me, the querulous, mute insistence of her eyes, which I can neither escape nor assuage. I squirm in the grasp of her gaze. She requires of me some great effort, some tremendous feat of scrutiny and attention, of which I do not think I am capable. It is as if she were asking me to let her live.
	She. There is no she, of course. There is only an organisation of shapes and colours. Yet I try to make up a life for her. She is, I will say, thirty-five, thirty-six, though people without thinking still speak of her as a girl. She lives with her father, the merchant (tobacco, spices, and, in secret, slaves).…
…………………………………………………
	Those eyes were almost staring into mine, I almost blushed. And then--how shall I express it--then somehow I sensed, behind that stare, another presence, watching me. I stopped, and lowered the picture, and there she was, standing in the open window, just as she had stood the day before, wide-eyed, with one hand raised. This, I remember thinking bitterly, this is the last straw. I was outraged. How dare the world strew these obstacles in my path.
…………………………………
This is the worst, the essential sin, I think, the one for which there will be no forgiveness: that I never imagined her vividly enough, that I never made her be there sufficiently, that I did not make her live. Yes, that failure of imagination is my real crime, the one that made the others possible. What I told that policeman is true--I killed her because I could kill her, and I could kill her because for me she was not alive. And my task now is to bring her back to life.


