Ambushed by memory

2 version which we conwines oo
selves & the twth ™ Memors. then
Ebﬁﬁmmmmda
Scoon. 2 sry we've told curselves
SO many tmes we've forgoten i was
O Evention

k ©lows naturellv, that 2
novel aboot memory must move
the way memory moves. Barpes's
wrang reflecss manary's ingenn-
iy, Describing a friend. he writes.
“Sephenwas —ks—was—tlland
gangliing ™ After all within mem-
ory. people arent fivad or relishle
Within memory, thesyre perpeinal-
I¥ conjugating “We all know that
memory is identty: tzk= away mem-
ary and what do we have? Merely
some kind of animal existence in
themoment ™

The book, like memory itself.
i recorsive, digressive, dircling
the same people and the same loss
from various angies Deparuras) i
Barnes's fifteenth and -dechred

Bei:tewmmgthebwk.sames
swore on 2 Bible that he would never
write about Stephen and Jean. the
novel's central characters. But the
novelist and the moralist have al-
ways made poor companions. “Tam
now in my mid-seventies, and Like
most older people am sometimes
bored by myself — by which | mean

doesn't stop him. He returns, once
agzin to the hves of people who
asked him not to. The book you
are holding is his answer to that

promise.

Death. in his words (and words
on death there are many), is neither
enemy nor teacher. It is simply the
universe doing its stuff. “T've never
believed in the serenity of the old
— it has always seemed like a fable
designed to make them more ad-
mirable and us more complacent.”

ny him until it doesn't. like memory,
like a book he can't stop writing. “All
deaths infiict collateral damage ™ he
writes. “The dying person will soon

feel nothing while the griefstruck
will be irradiated for years to come.™
The dead are the lucky ones: it’s the
living who must shoulder the bur-
den of grief.

Bat the elegist and the ironist in
him keep interrupting each other.
Death, in his words, is also a bro-
ken travel itinerary, that one jour-
nevw:mnomnn-nkg.‘[)em

leads to arrival... We go.
we arrive, we set off in return. and
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those who are yet 0 be born. Which
makes hife feal bke the fiimsy mo-
ment it 57 And isn't e but a pro-
cess of coming to terms with your
own finiteness?

In the Mchobhoromm, when
Ym.d:ehﬂcfdemhanddhxv

was, he repliest “Every day. in front
of our eyes, innumerable beings
die. Despite seeing all this, @ man
dreams of immortality. That is
the great astonishment™ Barnes
at eighty, writing his last book s
Yudhisthira’s astonishment in liter-
ary form. a man who looks at death
steadily. or tries to, and chooses. one
final time. to write.

That finally. is what Depornuere(s)
is. Not a farewsll to life but proof
that the writing was the living.
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