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Von Joyce Carol Oates: Middle Age: A Romance: A Romance before purchasing it in order to gage whether or
not it would be worth my time, and al praised Middle Age: A Romance: A Romance:

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Alle
lieben einen Knstler..VVon Oh.Ein Bildhauer ist zu allen Leuten seines Wohnortes nett und fast alle vertrauen ihmihre
Geheimnisse an. Er hat auch welche, aber die kennt niemand.Ein nettes Buch fr die Ferientage, die Entwicklungen
sind irgendwie vorhersehbar. alle auer dem Verstorbenen Knstler finden zu sich selbst.Ganz nett.
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Kurzbeschreibungln Salthill-on-Hudson, a haf-hour train ride from Manhattan, everyoneisrich, beautiful, and --
though they look much younger -- middle-aged. But when Adam Berendt, a charismatic, mysterious sculptor, dies
suddenly in abrash act of heroism, shock waves rock the town. But who was Adam Berendt? Was he in fact a hero, or
someone more flawed and human?From Publishers WeeklyA romance? The hero diesin the opening pages,

adol escents renounce their parents and the grownups aren't true to themselves, much less each other, because they
have no idea what they are. In the Lexus-crowded town of Salthill-on-Hudson, husbands and wives share bedsin
which the linens meet more crisply than the bodies. "How eternal is a single night, and of what eternities are our long
marriages composed!" And yet romance is deep in the bones of this soaring epic of renewal and redemption, an Easter
of the flesh, a Viagra of the soul. Sculptor Adam Berendt goes into cardiac arrest while saving a child from drowning,
and so redeems the 50-somethings of Salthill with his death; he confers the idea and the actuality of grace on their
lives. It may be said of Oates's oeuvre that it is along marriage between author and reader, composed of many
eternities. Her sentences seem to contain more sentiment per word than anyone else's. She punishes us with terrible
truths: Death lurks at every window and Eros is a demon, worshiped at awful cost. In marriages charged with such
import, one must cheat in order to breathe, as Augusta Cutler discovers after Adam'’s death, when she |eaves her
husband, Owen, to ferret out the truth about Adam, and herself, and to find respite. Reminiscent of her powerful Black
Water, but equipped with a happy ending, Oates's latest once more confirms her mastery of the form. (Sept.
10)Forecast: Of late, Oates can do no wrong. Deep in her career, sheis pulling out the stops again. Since the success of
Blonde, and Oprah's February 2001 selection of We Were the Mulvaneys, more readers than ever will be gravitating to
her new work (and her backlist, too), and they should be thoroughly satisfied with her latest offering. Copyright 2001
Cahners Business Information, Inc.From BooklistOates returns to some familiar themes--death, identity, deception--in
this story set in the financialy affluent, yet emotionally bankrupt town of Salthill-on-Hudson, afictiona Manhattan
suburb. When tony Salthill's resident philosopher-scul ptor-recluse, Adam Berendt, dies trying to save a child from
drowning, his death both unites and divides his closest friends, people who, it turns out, knew him not at all and know
themselves even less. And just who was Adam Berendt? An enigmawrapped in ariddle, he's arich man who lived
like a pauper, a sexual magnet who rejected all advances. Adam's identity, like those of hisfriends, is ambiguous. In
eulogizing Adam, what they don't know, they make up; and these imagined lives, Adam's aswell astheir own, seem
more satisfying than the lives they really lead. Oates's characters are people in transition, as, in fact, middle age itself
istransitory: not quite young, not yet old. People we meet as married couples separate or divorce. Single women and
men eventually find mates. Many start out in one place and end up in another. Few caught in the throes of middle age
would categorize it as "romantic," yet what makes Oates' characters romantic is how well they fare on their journeys of
personal reinvention and whether they, and the reader, enjoy the trip. These are people who Oates knows well but
doesn't much like, and she brings the full weight of her caustic wit and irony to bear on a subject that intimidates and
enervates but, ultimately, liberates. Carol HaggasCopyright American Library Association. All rights reserved



