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			Praise for Daniel Kehlmann

			Measuring the World

			‘Nothing less than a literary sensation’  Guardian

			‘Pulsing with fictional energy . . . Here for once is a popular hit as sophisticated as it is engaging’  Sunday Times

			‘Kehlmann has it in him to be the great German novelist that the world had given up waiting for’  Sunday Telegraph

			‘With a boundless sense of fun and an impressive command of his subject, he explores scientific and metaphorical ideas  . . .  Deceptively clever’  Observer

			‘A dazzling success . . . There’s an energy and enthusiasm about this book that is so refreshing and true to the spirit of the time in which Humboldt and Gauss lived’  Daily Telegraph

			‘Bursting with ideas of history, science and philosophy . . . Measuring the World is elegant and measured in design’ Scotsman

			‘He captures the wondrous nature of the universe through the prism of uncompromising intellectual ideas’  Metro

			‘Measuring the World is a fascinating, troubling book . . . Kehlmann is a master of fast-paced, jumpy prose’  Times Literary Supplement 

			Me & Kaminski

			‘The novel barrels along like a top-of-the-range BMW on a deserted autobahn . . . The comedy has a touching, tender precision’  Independent

			‘Daniel Kehlmann’s novel might seem playful on the surface but it also asks deep questions and, satisfyingly, refuses to answer them . . . Rich in irony and unpredictability’  Sunday Times

			‘Witty, shrewd and smartly translated’  Guardian

			‘Very funny . . . Sparkling and consistently amusing comedy, by turns broad and sophisticated’  Daily Telegraph

			‘An accessible and humorous road trip into the worlds of art and journalism, satirising both’  New Statesman

			‘Subtle and endlessly fascinating’  Herald

			Fame

			‘A real beauty of a book, farcical, satiric, melancholic and humane’  Jonathan Franzen

			‘Kehlmann is a strikingly comic writer . . . Fame is far more about personality than about celebrity, and can be read as an attempt to rediscover the joyful looseness of form that characterizes Tristram Shandy’  Times Literary Supplement

			‘In these deftly interlinked stories, smart metafictional games coincide with unironic and open-hearted reflections on loneliness, ageing, and morality . . . Genuinely moving as well as consistently funny’  Independent

			‘Kehlmann has a lightness of touch and handles absurdity with panache . . . This is a writer who need not keep to the rules’  Irish Times

			‘Fame is a short, witty concoction, a mille-feuille of a book that wraps its serious themes within access­ible layers of highly enjoyable prose’  Sunday Herald

			‘Dazzling . . . Fame fools cleverly around its title subject, but is more puzzling and substantial when, as in these stories, it makes a subject of the author’s power to fool’  Wall Street Journal

			‘Layers of connection, irony, despair, and humor distinguish this masterful work and announce Kehlmann as a worthy heir to Bowles and Camus’  Publishers Weekly

			‘A virtuoso performance by the enfant terrible of German letters . . . This is a sophisticated, quietly subversive work . . . Kehlmann represents the future of German genius’  Civilisation

			F

			‘A comic tour de force, a biting satire, a moving study of brotherhood and family failure . . . A bona-fide, inimitable masterpiece’  Times Literary Supplement

			‘He has a hypnotic effect, seducing us with his story­-
telling while provoking us to find meanings of our own’  Saturday Telegraph

			‘This most accomplished, humane and unsettling of novels – a work that registers how it is to feel so alive to the “terrible beauty of things” as to feel the world is talking to us’  Literary Review 

			‘What a strange and beautiful novel, hovering on the misty borders of the abstract and the real’  Ian McEwan

			‘Kehlmann is one of the brightest, most pleasure-giving writers at work today, and he manages all this while exploring matters of deep philosophical and intellectual import’  Jeffrey Eugenides

			‘F is an intricate, beautiful novel in multiple ­disguises: a family saga, a fable, and a high-speed farce. But then, what else would you expect? Daniel Kehlmann is one of the great novelists for making giant themes seem light’  Adam Thirlwell

			‘Daniel Kehlmann’s subtly yet masterly constructed puzzle cube of a new novel . . . with its sly Möbius-strip-like connectedness, doesn’t just hint at the possibility of a plan behind the scenes; it enacts that plan in the very telling, its elegant, unfolding construction revealing the author’s intended patt­ern by book’s end’  New York Times

			‘Daniel Kehlmann braided art, religion and finance into a typically effervescent but heartfelt comedy-of-ideas about faith and fakery’  Independent, Books of the Year

			‘It cannot be an easy thing to write a comic novel about the death of God. Still, Daniel Kehlmann may just have pulled it off . . . Both laugh-out-loud funny and so uncomfortable that one occasionally needs to put the book down to get a breather’  Guardian
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			December 2

			Jana and Ella are riding a tandem bike along a country road. The sun is shining, the stalks are swaying, cheerful music. Ella at the helm, Jana spreads her arms. Close-­up: She blinks happily into the sun. Then the bike runs over a rock, goes off the road, and falls over. Cries of pain. The music breaks off, fade to black, opening credits.

			Immediately sets the right tone.

			It’s fitting that I’m beginning a new notebook up here. New surroundings, new ideas, a new beginning. Fresh air.

			Last week Esther turned four. Everything’s getting easier now. It’s already noticeable that there’s no longer constant arguing over who’s getting up with her, who’s putting her to bed, who’s playing blocks or trains or Lego. She can do a lot more by herself.

			The cold blue-­white of the two glaciers, under them sheer granite, then the woods, which the haze turns into a smooth dark-­green surface. The sky is lightly clouded, a cloud has drifted in front of the sun, its frayed white edges are outlined in fire.

			Outside the house that we’ve rented, the meadow slopes gently for about a hundred yards to the edge of the woods: spruces, pines, and, at the edge, a huge, pale willow. When I open the window I hear the wind whispering. Apart from that I hear nothing. Far below lies the valley with its dice-­sized houses, cut through by three ribbons: road, river, railroad. Branching off, like a thin pencil stroke, is the road on which we came up.

			A terrible drive, by the way. That road is steep, with many hairpin bends and no side barriers, and Susanna is a horrendous driver. It was hard for me not to say anything. Well, and then, unfortunately, I did say something, and so we yelled at each other the rest of the way.

			The sun has just pushed its way out from behind the cloud, so that the sky is now melting in painful, blazing, magnificent brilliance.

			Or is that too many metaphors? The sun doesn’t push its way anywhere, the wind pushes the cloud away, and of course the sky by no means melts. But in painful, blazing, magnificent brilliance, not bad.

			For once it’s a house that looks even better in reality than in the pictures on the Internet. Not a musty little Alpine hut, but two stories, new, and minimalist, with a narrow upper balcony and a large living-­room window, clearly an architect-­designed house.

			piercing brilliance

			fiery cloud

			the sun rolling through the firmament

			mountains, engraved in the blue

			Firmament—­antiquated. Better just to go with the plain word sky. Have a minor character use the word firmament twice. That’s all you need, you’ve established that character.

			Fade-­in, Jana is walking down the street, carrying a shopping

			Just as I was about to keep writing, they came in. And when they’re in the room, I can’t focus. Now they’re playing on the carpet and being loud, and I keep scribbling so that they think I’m working, because if Susanna doesn’t think that I’m working, she’ll just say once again: Stop complaining, you’re not working anyway, so I write and write and write and act as if I were busy, and I actually am busy, because ultimately the whole production is waiting for me.

			I love her, and I don’t want any other life. Why do we fight all the time?

			Again just now. She stood up reproachfully from the carpet, and I thought: Here we go. And she really said exactly what I had known she was going to say: We just got here, do you really immediately have to, couldn’t you first spend a little time with, etc.

			Then nothing will get done, I said. That’s not how art is created!

			You mean your screenplay?

			It was the emphasis she put on the word. She knows exactly what most makes me angry. And of course I walked into the trap. A screenplay not art? I cried. La Strada, Barry Lyndon—
­not art?

			Her completely calm reply: A screenplay is art, but not art. Not the way you say it. And Besties 2, well . . .

			Someday I’ll write a movie about all this. Long dialogues, lots of flashbacks, no music. It will be called Marriage. The title hasn’t been used yet; astonishingly, it’s available.

			I shouldn’t have responded. If I’d just kept my mouth shut, the fight could have been avoided.

			But I couldn’t resist reminding her that the royalties for those screenplays that she might have considered art but not art, and indeed especially the Besties screenplay, are paying the mortgage for our house, a town house with a backyard, which she considers so important because a child has to have a backyard, after all, and now we have the town house, and the mortgage is far from paid off, and Esther actually never plays in the backyard, and if I don’t write the sequel to my most successful movie, what about the mortgage then?

			To which she replied that she had nothing against my comedies, as long as I please wouldn’t act as if they were Twelfth Night or The Importance of Being Earnest—­she always has to bring up classics to remind me that she has a degree in comp lit and classical studies, whereas I’ve never attended a university—­and by the way, my affectation of writing by hand as if I were a poet was insufferable. Then she took a step back and laughed as cuttingly as only actors can, when they’re having an off day. It sounded so artificial that I shuddered, and at that very moment we were interrupted, because Esther had broken the arm off her doll and was bawling and demanding glue, and where are we supposed to get glue up here?

			Now they’re bending down over the parts of the doll and pushing them around and waiting for a miracle, and I keep writing and don’t look up, so that it’s clear that I’m too busy to help with that nonsense.

			Marriage. The secret is that you love each other anyway. I wouldn’t want to be without her—­I’d even miss her actor’s laugh. And she wouldn’t want to be without me. If only we didn’t get on each other’s nerves so much.
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