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            Praise for A Shining

            ‘A Shining can be read in many ways: as a realistic monologue; as a fable; as a Christian-inflected allegory; as a nightmare painstakingly recounted the next morning, the horror of the experience still pulsing under the words, though somewhat mitigated by the small daily miracle of daylight. I think the great splendour of Fosse’s fiction is that it so deeply rejects any singular interpretation; as one reads, the story does not sound a clear singular note, but rather becomes a chord with all the many possible interpretations ringing out at once. This refusal to succumb to the solitary, the stark, the simple, the binary – to insist that complicated things like death and God retain their immense mysteries and contradictions – seems, in this increasingly partisan world of ours, a quietly powerful moral stance.’

            — Lauren Groff, Guardian

            ‘Fosse’s prose doesn’t speak so much as it witnesses, unfolds, accumulates. It flows like consciousness itself…. This is perhaps why A Shining feels so momentous, even at fewer than fifty pages. You never quite know where you’re going. But it doesn’t matter: you want to follow, to move in step with the rhythm of these words.’

            — Matthew Janney, Financial Times

            ‘The translation by Damion Searls perfectly judges the pitch and rhythm … producing a natural reading beat…. A Shining is a neat example of Fosse’s gift for portraying porous psychological states, and its publication is perfectly timed for a satisfying Samhain evening read.’

            — Rónán Hession, Irish Times

            ‘The physical and otherworldly hinterland of A Shining through which Jon Fosse is the guide is at once terrifying and deeply reassuring.’

            — Catherine Taylor, Times Literary Supplement 4

            ‘He touches you so deeply when you read him, and when you have read one work you have to continue…. What is special with him is the closeness in his writing. It touches on the deepest feelings that you have – anxieties, insecurities, questions of life and death – such things that every human being actually confronts from the very beginning. In that sense I think he reaches very far and there is a sort of a universal impact of everything that he writes. And it doesn’t matter if it is drama, poetry or prose – it has the same kind of appeal to this basic humanness.’

            — Anders Olsson, Nobel committee

            ‘A Shining is marked by what is perhaps Fosse’s defining skill: his ability to effortlessly marry the mundane and the sublime. The author is himself a practicing Catholic; he was received into the Church in 2012, and a certain spiritual seriousness is at the heart of his works’ power, even while their spirit everywhere shuns the dogmatic. Expect from Fosse neither the supposedly infallible truths of the pulpit nor Scripture’s resonant cadence. The experience of reading him is of a different order entirely, one more humble, and perhaps as illuminating.’

            — Luke Warde, Sunday Independent

            ‘In this spare tale of disorientation and longing, by the winner of this year’s Nobel Prize in Literature, a man gets stranded on a back road in a forest and wanders deep into the trees…. Fosse uses fleeting allusions to a world beyond the reach of the narrator to explore some of humanity’s most elusive pursuits, certainty and inviolability among them. His bracingly clear prose imbues the story’s ambiguities with a profundity both revelatory and familiar.’

            — New Yorker 5

            Praise for Septology

            ‘Fosse has written a strange mystical moebius strip of a novel, in which an artist struggles with faith and loneliness, and watches himself, or versions of himself, fall away into the lower depths. The social world seems distant and foggy in this profound, existential narrative.’

            — Hari Kunzru, author of White Tears

            ‘I hesitate to compare the experience of reading these works to the act of meditation. But that is the closest I can come to describing how something in the critical self is shed in the process of reading Fosse, only to be replaced by something more primal. A mood. An atmosphere. The sound of words moving on a page.’

            — Ruth Margalit, New York Review of Books

            ‘With Septology, Fosse has found a new approach to writing fiction, different from what he has written before and – it is strange to say, as the novel enters its fifth century – different from what has been written before. Septology feels new.’

             — Wyatt Mason, Harper’s

            ‘Having read the Norwegian writer Jon Fosse’s Septology, an extraordinary seven-novel sequence about an old man’s recursive reckoning with the braided realities of God, art, identity, family life and human life itself, I’ve come into awe and reverence myself for idiosyncratic forms of immense metaphysical fortitude.’

            — Randy Boyagoda, New York Times

            ‘Septology is the only novel I have read that has made me believe in the reality of the divine, as the fourteenth-century theologian Meister Eckhart, whom Fosse has read intently, describes it: “It is in darkness that one finds the light, so when we are in sorrow, then this light is nearest of all to us.”’

            — Merve Emre, New Yorker6
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         More hot water, Olai, says the old midwife Anna

         Don’t just stand there in the doorway, she says

         No, sorry, Olai says

         and he feels a heat and a chill spread all across his skin and make it prickle and he feels a joy move through all of him and force its way out through his eyes, as tears, as he hurries into the kitchen and over to the stove and starts to scoop steaming hot water into a wooden bowl, hot water like this yes that’s what she needs, yes, Olai thinks, and he scoops more hot water into the bowl and he hears Anna the midwife say that’s probably enough, yes, that should be enough, she says and Olai looks up and there is Anna the old midwife standing next to him and she takes the bowl

         I can take it in myself, I’ll do it, says the old midwife Anna

         and then a muffled scream comes from the room and Olai looks the old midwife Anna in the eye and he nods at her and is that a little smile on his mouth as he stands there

         Not much longer now, the old midwife Anna says

         If it’s a boy we’ll name him Johannes, Olai says

         We’ll see, she says

         Johannes, yes, Olai says

         Like my father, he says

         Yes, that’s a good name, the old midwife Anna says

         and another scream comes from the room, louder now

         Patience, Olai, says the old midwife Anna

         Patience, she says

         Do you hear me? she says

         Be patient, she says

         You’re a fisherman, you know how womenfolk don’t belong in the boat, right? she says

         Uh huh, Olai says 12

         It’s the same for menfolk here, do you know what would happen? the old midwife Anna says

         Yes, bad luck, Olai says

         Exactly, bad luck, yes, the old midwife Anna says

         and Olai sees Anna the old midwife go straight to the door of the room and she is holding the bowl of hot water in front of her with outstretched arms and then Anna the old midwife stops in front of the door to the room and she turns around to face Olai

         Don’t just stand there, the old midwife Anna says

         and that scares Olai, can just standing here cause bad luck unintentionally? no that can’t be what she meant, and will something go wrong now, with Marta, the woman he loves and honours and respects so much, his beloved, his wife, now will something, no, it can’t

         Close the kitchen door, Olai, and sit down on your chair, the old midwife Anna says

         and Olai sits down at one end of the kitchen table and he puts his elbows on the table and he holds his head in his hands and it’s good he took Magda to his brother’s today, Olai thinks, when he went to get Anna the old midwife he rowed around to his brother’s with Magda first and he didn’t know if that was the right thing to do, because she’s almost a grown woman, Magda, the years go by so fast, but Marta asked him to, when it was time and he was going to row out to get Anna the old midwife he had to take Magda with him so that she could stay with his brother during the birth, she was still too young to learn too exactly what awaited her as a grown woman, Marta had said, and he had to do what she told him to do, of course, even if he would actually have liked to have Magda at home now, she’s such a smart and sensible girl, has been for as long as he can remember, good at everything she does, he ended up with a good daughter, Olai 13thinks, but then it didn’t seem like the Lord God would grant them more children, Marta wasn’t with child again and the years went by and eventually they resigned themselves to not having any more children, that was just how it was, that was their fate they said and they thanked the Lord God for having given them Magda because if they hadn’t had even her, no, it would have been sad and lonely for them here on the island of Holmen where they lived, in the house he had built himself, his brothers and neighbours had helped of course but he had done most of the work himself, and when he’d proposed to Marta he already had Holmen, he had bought it for a small sum and thought it all out, where their house should be built, he had thought of that, it had to be sheltered from the wind and the storms, where the boat house and landing should be, he had thought of that too, he needed those too didn’t he, and the first thing he built was the landing, in a calm bay facing inland, sheltered from the wind and storms from the sea to the west of Holmen, yes, and then he built the house, not so very big and not all that nice maybe but it was good enough and now, now Marta was lying in the room there about to give him a son at last, now little Johannes was about to be born, he was sure of it, Olai thought, sitting there at the end of the kitchen table, on his chair, his head propped up in his hands, as long as nothing goes wrong, as long as Marta has a good birth, brings the child into the world, as long as the child little Johannes doesn’t stay inside Marta’s belly and neither survives, little Johannes or Marta, as long as what happened to his mother that terrible day doesn’t happen now, to Marta, no, he can’t bear to think about it, Olai thinks, because they’ve been so good together, Olai and Marta, they loved each other from the very first moment, Olai thinks, but now? will Marta be taken from him now? 14could God be so evil to him? no, God surely doesn’t want that, no, but Olai has never doubted that Satan rules this world as much as the good Lord does, it’s probably ruled more by a lower god or by evil itself, this world is, but not entirely, because the good Lord exists too, that’s how it is, Olai thinks sitting there at the end of the kitchen table on his chair and propping his head in his hands, no the good Lord has been merciful to him, at least so far, he has been so happy and loved his wife and his daughter Magda, no complaints, no since Magda they had no complaints about their fate at all but only praise for the Lord God because they had had her, that’s what they really thought, both Marta and him, but then Marta’s belly began to get bigger and then it was clear to them both that now the Lord God had given them another child and when there was no more doubt they thanked the Lord God for having blessed them with another baby and this time it would surely be a boy, now it was time for little Johannes to be born, Olai was very sure of it, so now the day and the hour had come and it was taking such a long time, such a long time, Olai thinks sitting there at the end of the kitchen table on his chair and propping his head in his hands, now it is time for the baby boy to come into the world, that was certain, the only thing uncertain was whether it would come into this evil world alive or dead, yes, that’s what mattered now, Olai thinks, but if the boy was born alive there was no doubt about what he would be named, he had told Marta a long time ago that the child she was pregnant with should be named Johannes after his father and she had not said anything against it, yes, that’s a good name, she’d said, the boy should be named Johannes after his father, Olai’s father, Olai thinks, and why is it so quiet in there in the bedroom now? can something have gone wrong? it didn’t seem like anything was wrong when the 15old midwife Anna was in the kitchen to get more hot water, did it? no he couldn’t see any sign in the old midwife Anna that anything wasn’t the way it should be, no, Olai thinks, and suddenly he feels calmer, yes, almost happy, that’s how he feels all of a sudden, yes you can change just like that, can’t you, hard to believe, Olai thinks, now a little baby boy, little Johannes, will see the light of day, in the darkness and warmth inside Marta’s belly until now he has grown big and healthy and strong, he has turned from being nothing at all into a person, a little fellow, yes, there in Marta’s belly he has gotten fingers and toes and a face too, eyes and a brain in there and maybe a little hair too, and now he’s coming out, while Marta his mother screams in pain, out into the cold world and there he’ll be alone, separated from Marta, separated from everyone, he’ll be alone there always alone and then, after it’s all over, when his time comes, he will be dissolved and turn back into nothing and go back where he came from, from nothing to nothing, that’s the path of life, for people, animals, birds, fishes, houses, bowls, for everything that exists, yes, Olai thinks, and then there’s so much more too, he thinks, because even if it’s possible to think such thoughts, from nothing to nothing, it’s not like that’s it, there is so much more to it than that, but what is this everything else? the blue sky, the trees where leaves grow? the word that was in the beginning, as it says in Scripture, that lets a person understand deep things and shallow things, what is this everything else? no, to say it, who can say it? because probably it’s a spirit of God that’s in everything and turns everything into more than a nothing, gives it meaning, and colour, and that, Olai thinks, is why God’s word and spirit is in everything, that’s how it is, he’s sure of it, Olai thinks, but he is just as sure that Satan’s will is active too, and whether there is 16more of the one or the other, no, that’s something he is not so sure about at all, Olai thinks, because they fight each other, they battle to see which of the two will come out the strongest, and that was probably how it was when the world was created too, Olai thinks, that God created the world and it was good and no, he has never fully believed that He is all-powerful and all-knowing like they say, the pious people, but that God exists, no, no doubt about that, because God does exist, but far far away and very very close, for He is in everyone, and he has never doubted that the distance between the faraway not at all all-powerful God and the not at all all-powerful individual human being became smaller when God made himself human and lived among us, when Jesus walked the earth, no, that too he has never doubted, but that God rules all and decides everything and that everything that happens is God’s will, no, that is something he does not believe in, as sure as he is Olai and he is a fisherman and he is married to Marta and he is the son of Johannes and now, any moment, will be the father of a little fellow who will also be named Johannes, after his father. There is a God, yes, Olai thinks. But he is far away, and he is very close. And he is not all-knowing and not all-powerful. And it is not this God alone who rules over the world and humankind, yes well He is here too but he was interrupted and distracted during his work of creation, Olai thinks, and since he thinks that way he probably has to be considered a heathen, he cannot stand behind his belief, no, he can’t, but he also can’t pretend that he doesn’t know what he knows and hasn’t seen what he’s seen, hasn’t realized what he’s realized, and it is hard to put into words what he knows because what he has is probably a knowledge that can’t be spoken, it is more like a worry than a word, and his God, if he had to say it, is not of this world, it is a God you can 17dimly sense when you turn away from this world, that, strangely enough, is when He shows himself, both in the individual person and in the world, Olai thinks, and he can hear a little of what his God wants to tell him when a musician plays well, yes, then He is there, because good musicians turn away from the world of course, but Satan doesn’t like that, that’s why he always arranges for so much commotion and devilry when a truly good musician is playing and that’s horrible, Olai thinks, and now, in the room, now little Johannes is fighting for his life in there, little Johannes, his son, now it’s time for his son to come out into the world this hard world and this may be one of the hardest struggles in a person’s life, coming out from his origin there in his mother’s body, in his mother’s life, and starting out on his own life, out in the hard world, already you’re connected to both God’s goodness and a lower god or a devil, no, he can’t keep thinking things like this, it has to, yes it, no what, yes, yes, Olai thinks and he gets up and he hears Marta scream and he hears the old midwife Anna say good, good, push now, you’re doing good, good Marta, and the old midwife Anna says something and something is pressing on his head and the darkness is not red and soft anymore and all the sounds and the steady throbbing ah ah there there ah ah ah there ah and ah oh like that ah eh ah eh ah roaring ah rushing ah the old river and swaying ee ah eh ah ee eh ah eh water eh ah and eh oh ah everything is yes sa sa ah sa smooth sa and the voices and then this horrible sound and push eh ah eh and this cold piercing ah ah scraping stone go back ah and ah forth and everything that happens oh to you and it hurts ee arms ee legs ee everything that is ee fingers and cur ee ah url up oo and everything eh it eh still water eh ah oh ah and the hard growling and voices eh ne ah ah en ah ya ah and then the eh light ou far ee from afar 18everything is somewhere else ah ah and it is not there anymore but it roars and then a sound and something hurls him out of himself somehow into something and then hands and fingers ee fingers curl up and all these old and everything is not where it is anymore in a house on the water in an old sea of green and shining stars that move far away and come close and they come and nothing is clear but a brightness comes through everything as if from a star and soft and a line a defined cold line up from the earth and then this silence ee a huge old silence up from the not in from the but something that should be and it does not come again it disappears and the disappearing is nothing but the old and never the same and then the clear scream bright a scream clear as a star and then as a name a meaning a wind this breath a calm breath and then a calm a calm calm movements and cloth soft whiteness not so old but from the sea a piece of cloth and not dark and red but dry and horribly quiet and then a hand and that scream is gone and so soft soft just like the redness and darkness and soft and warm and so white and soft and warm there between the lips and solid and white and everything is calm and then you are so sweet look at you what a perfect little boy you are and you are the prettiest little boy there ever was you’re the sweetest in the world the most beautiful the best little Yes you are what a good boy yes He’s beautiful Yes my goodness You’ve got yourself a son and soft and wet and then this strange calm stillness and then oh oh oh and the white oh and soft so oh and hard and oh oh like that like that oh oh and so white and then almost hot and oh oh so quiet Johannes his name will be Johannes That’s what it will be yes and then and to slip away and not be What a good strong boy Johannes yes and to stay in this stay here where nothing else Johannes will be a fisherman like his father That’s what 19Johannes will be yes and so calm quiet stay and there and there and then then Olai is standing there, next to the bed in the room, and he sees little Johannes lying there on Marta’s breast and his short thin dark tufts of hair are stuck flat on his high forehead and Marta is lying there with her eyes closed and breathing calmly in long even breaths slow and little Johannes is lying there on her breast and sucking and sucking

         What a beautiful baby boy you are, Olai says

         Yes a pretty little boy, he’s healthy, the old midwife Anna says

         And everything went well, she says

         It all went well, both mother and baby, she says

         And now they need to rest, they’re exhausted, mother and baby, they need to rest now, she says

         Yes and thank you for all your help, Olai says

         Give thanks to God, the old midwife Anna says

         And now it’s almost time for you to row me back home, she says

         Yes I’ll do that, Olai says

         and Olai stands there and looks at Marta and little Johannes lying there on Marta’s breast, which has now become big and heavy, he can’t remember ever having seen her breast so big, it is big and white and full of little blue veins and Marta is lying there looking healthy and pretty she just looks infinitely tired and infinitely calm lying there with her eyes closed breaching slow and deep as though from a place of rest far outside her body, Olai thinks standing there in the room next to the bed looking down at Marta and at little Johannes lying there on Marta’s breast

         You all right, Marta? Olai says

         and he thinks that he had to say something, he couldn’t just stand there clumsily and not say anything at a 20moment like this, Olai thinks, standing next to the bed where Marta is lying with little Johannes on her breast, and Marta doesn’t answer and Olai sees Marta open her eyes and look at him and he doesn’t understand her eyes, it’s like they are seeing from somewhere far away from anywhere, and they know something he himself doesn’t know, and he has probably never entirely understood women, there is something they know, something he will never understand, something they never say and actually more like never can say because it cannot be said

         Yes, Marta says then in a low voice

         That’s good, Olai says

         She’s just tired, you know, says the old midwife Anna

         Tired, yes, she says again

         and Olai sees Marta nod and he sees her eyes close again and then he hears her breath again, calm, slow

         You need to bring Magda home, Marta says from deep inside herself

         Yes of course, Olai says

         and he doesn’t understand why Marta’s voice is coming as if from so far away, she is talking as though she is not here in the room where he is but in some other place where only she is, in an enormous calm

         So she can meet her brother, Marta says

         and she is still talking with her eyes closed and from a slow and deep calm breath




OEBPS/images/9781804271223_cover_epub.jpg
MORNING AND
EVENING

JON FOSSE

Fitzcarraldo Editions





OEBPS/images/title_logo_online.png
Fitzearraldo Fditions





