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De que hablamos cuando hablamos de amor

De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor de Raymond Carver Género Cuento Subgénero Ficcion Idioma Inglés Editorial Alfred A. Knopf Pais Estados Unidos Fecha de publicacién 1981 Premios 20th Century's Greatest Hits: 100 English-Language Books of Fiction [editar datos en Wikidata] De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor es una coleccién de cuentos del escritor estadounidense Raymond Carver publicada en 1981; asi como el titulo de una de las historias de la coleccién.[1] Al igual que su
coleccién de cuentos anterior, la obra se cataloga dentro de la ficcién minimalista al igual que dentro del movimiento del «realismo sucio».[2] La coleccion contiene los siguientes cuentos: ¢Por qué no bailais? Visor El sefior Café y el sefior Arreglos Belvedere Veia hasta las cosas mas minusculas Bolsas El bafio Diles a las mujeres que nos vamos Después de los tejanos Tanta agua tan cerca de casa La tercera de las cosas que acabaron con mi padre Una conversacién seria La calma Mecdanica popular
Todo pegado a la ropa De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor Una cosa més T «Books of The Times». archive.nytimes.com. Consultado el 1 de julio de 2020. T WHAT WE TALK ABOUT WHEN WE TALK ABOUT LOVE | Kirkus Reviews (en inglés). Consultado el 1 de julio de 2020. Datos: Q3756652 Obtenido de « Los deslumbrados lectores de Catedral, primer libro publicado en Espaiia de Carver, reencontraran en De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor la atmésfera y los personajes de un
autor que dominé indiscutiblemente el panorama literario norteamericano de los aflos ochenta. Parejas que se despedazan, compaifieros que parten desesperadamente a la aventura, hijos que intentan comunicarse con sus padres, un universo injusto, violento, tenso, a veces irrisorio... En palabras de Roberto Fernédndez Sastre, Carver «no designa lo intolerable, sino que lo nombra. Sin concesiones hacia nada ni hacia nadie, rescata lo real en su esencialidad amorfa y brutal». «Un libro de fdbulas para
esta década» (Jayne Anne Phillips). Ha participado en esta ficha: ERB Lector Raymond Carver’s classic short story collection, What We Talk About When We Talk About Love, was originally published in 1981 and has been the subject of some controversy over the years, with questions raised about the importance of editor Gordon Lish’s role in establishing the unique minimalist style that pervades each story. Such questions of authorship vs. editorship have been raised by New York critic D.T. Max and
re-raised more recently with the publication of Carver’s original unedited manuscripts side-by-side with the published stories. However, for those who wish to experience the short story form at its very best, it is both refreshing and entertaining to leave these questions aside and read the Vintage Classics edition. The collection opens with “Why Don’t You Dance?” in which a man has set up his bedroom furniture in the front yard of his house. The man drinks and considers the situation, and Carver’s
expert use of textual form is immediately apparent; short sharp sentences and frequent paragraph breaks provide deep emphasis without ostentation. A single phrase in its own paragraph - “His side, her side” - provides depth of meaning to the scene as we realise that the protagonist is lonely, perhaps after a break-up. From the outset it’s clear that relationships, break-ups and alcohol will all be important themes in these stories. Short single-sentence paragraphs are a hallmark of this book, often used
to sign-post important moments and sometimes as powerful as a knife to the heart. The stories seem to get both longer and weightier as the collection progresses and the overarching themes are investigated in more depth. Textually, the stories are light and easy to read, yet they raise complex philosophical questions for the reader about the nature of modern life and love. The eponymous story, “What We Talk About When We Talk About Love”, is long by Carver standards at around 15 pages, and
revolves around a gin-soaked conversation between two couples. As the gin flows and they “somehow got on the subject of love”, we are treated to a variety of interesting digressions on the topic. From the fleeting nature of love - “now I hate her guts” - to the idea that “it ought to make us feel ashamed when we talk like we know what we’re talking about when we talk about love”, the conversation goes on until the gin runs out, and it’s hard not to be reminded of Carver’s own struggle with alcohol
dependence. There are 17 stories in the collection, and despite the common thematic linkage there is enough variation to retain interest and even become addictive, as you wonder where you’ll be taken to next. It is an interesting exercise to compare these stories with the originals drafts that have since been published, and to gain insight into the differences between Carver’s original vision and the masterpiece that Gordon Lish has helped to create. However, before doing this, it’s certainly worth
reading and appreciating these stories in their Lish-edited form, purely to marvel at the final product. Published by Vintage Classics ISBN: 978-0-099-53032-9 134 pages, paperback Share on X (Twitter)Share on Facebook 1981 short story collection by Raymond Carver What We Talk About When We Talk About Love First editionAuthorRaymond CarverLanguageEnglishPublisherKnopfPublication date1981Publication placeUnited StatesMedia typePrintPages176 What We Talk About When We Talk About
Love is a 1981 collection of short stories by American writer Raymond Carver, as well as the title of one of the stories in the collection. Considered by many one of American literature's most ambitious short-story collections, it was this collection that turned Raymond Carver into a household name in the publishing industry.[1][2] Main article: Why Don't You Dance? "Why Don't You Dance?" tells the story of a middle-aged man overseeing a yard sale, where many of his possessions are being sold. A
young couple stops by to select furniture for their new apartment. They briefly haggle with him over prices, buying a TV and a bed. The man tells the young woman to put a record on, and, when the music begins, asks the couple to dance. The young man is reluctant, but they dance. When the middle-aged man dances with the girl she tells him "You must be desperate or something." Several weeks later, the woman is telling her friends about the man at his yard sale. She indicates the record player and
records he gave them, saying: "Will you look at this shit?" She repeatedly and unsuccessfully tries to describe the man's situation to others, hoping to make sense of the man's situation, before eventually giving up. Main article: Viewfinder (short story) A hook-handed man takes a photograph of the narrator's house from the street, then sells it to him. The narrator asks the photographer in for coffee. The manuscript version of the same title appears in Beginners (2009). A man reflects "about three years
back" on his struggle to come to grips with a couple of troublesome relationships. He was surprised to see his elderly single mother kissing a man on the sofa upstairs. He says his kids were crazy and so was his wife, Myrna, who eventually fell for another man named Ross whom she met at Alcoholics Anonymous. He remembers how his father died and suggests to Myrna that they "hug awhile" and have a "real nice supper," and she responds somewhat lukewarmly. The manuscript version titled "Where
Is Everyone?" appears in Beginners (2009). Set in a roomy upstairs suite, motel managers Holly & Duane discuss the disintegration of their marriage. Duane has been having an affair with a cleaning lady, Juanita. Duane tries to convince Holly that their love can be rekindled and reconciled but Holly does not agree. Duane is left hopelessly bemoaning the future he had envisioned with Holly. Though he is self aware that it might not have really been the future he wanted himself. The manuscript version
of the same title appears in Beginners (2009). Nancy wakes up in the middle of the night because of a noise outside. She realizes it's the open gate, and hesitantly she goes to the kitchen to smoke for a while before going out to investigate, leaving her alcoholic husband Cliff "passed out" and snoring loudly in bed. At the fence, Nancy meets her neighbor Sam, a widower, who is spreading insecticide to kill slugs which are ruining his garden. Nancy & Sam talk and it becomes clear Sam and Cliff, once
good friends, have had a falling-out. Lonely and wishing to patch up their relationship, Sam asks Nancy to tell Cliff he said hello. Nancy says she will and goes back to bed, realizing she forgot to latch the gate shut. The manuscript version titled "Want to See Something?" appears in Beginners (2009). Les, a textbook salesman, reflects back a year ago on an incident where he met up with his father in a Sacramento airport. It's been two years since his father's divorce from his mother. While the wife was
away, the father had been having an extramarital affair with a Stanley Products saleswoman. The father asks Les if everything is okay, and Les lies, saying everything is fine. A fissure seems to grow between the father and son during the uncomfortable, transient, confusing meeting. Fairly sure that his father will play a negligent to nonexistent role in his future, Les boards his flight. The manuscript version titled "The Fling" appears in Beginners (2009). On his birthday, young Scotty is walking to school
when he is hit by a car and knocked unconscious. "The Bath" is a predecessor of "A Small, Good Thing," one of Carver's most famous stories, which was published in Cathedral. It is much shorter than "A Small, Good Thing" and ends on an ambiguous note as Scotty's mother goes home from the hospital to take a bath, which is where this version of the story gets its name. Two close childhood friends, identified by the author as Bill Jamison & Jerry Roberts, are out of school and have married. After Jerry
married, Bill sensed a change in his friend, something that he'd never once shown. One afternoon, the two men leave both their wives and Jerry's kids to go out for a drive, for old-time's sake. They play pool and drink beer at the Rec Center while reminiscing about the olden days. On their way out, they see two women biking down the road. Jerry proposes turning back and chatting them up, juvenile and excited. They pull up to the women and Bill introduces himself and Jerry, but the girls, named
Barbara and Sharon, seem completely uninterested. They drive ahead and wait for the women to pass. The women, when they arrive, drop their bikes and cut down a path away from the men, which doesn't really bother Bill but angers Jerry, who devises a plan to cut them off. The story ends in a surprise twist, with Jerry bashing Sharon and Barbara over their heads with a rock, ostensibly killing them both and proving Jerry's deep unhappiness with life. The manuscript version of the same title appears
in Beginners (2009). James and Edith Packer, an elderly couple, go out for the night to play bingo at the local community center. While there, James is perturbed by a young hippy-like couple dressed in denim who go on to ruin his fun and evening: they take the Packers' parking spot; James sees the young man cheating and confronts him but the man denies the allegation. Later, when the young girl gets bingo, everybody but James claps. James is certain the couple will use the victory money on drugs.
That night as the Packers are getting ready for bed, Edith reveals to James that she's been "bleeding" and "spotting," and she'll require medical attention. Restless and upset over his wife's sickness, James wonders why it isn't the young couple who has all the problems. The manuscript version titled "If It Please You" appears in Beginners (2009). As she is having breakfast, Claire, is shocked to learn that her husband, Stuart, and his three buddies found the body of a girl washed up on the rivershore
upon arriving in the afternoon for their yearly camping trip, as reported by the morning newspaper that day. Instead of reporting the body to the police immediately, the four rather enjoy their vacation, spending some time fishing, getting to eating, and drinking whisky as they sit by the fire, all the while the body of the dead girl lays there. As the quartet packs up the next morning, Stuart uses a payphone to alert the police about the corpse found by the riverbed. Claire feels deeply distanced from her
husband, whom she thought she knew, and cannot stop wondering about the dead girl, to whom she feels oddly connected. She starts believing that Stuart and his friends could be behind the girl's murder. Claire wonders why they didn't go fishing locally and why they didn't report the body quickly, as she'd have. Later, after the body is identified and Stuart is at work, Claire reads the funeral plans in the newspaper and decides to attend. On her way to the funeral, a man in a pickup truck pulls her over
and asks to talk to her. Though he claims he just wants to make sure she's safe, Claire believes that he is looking at her sexually through the glass. Claustrophobic and frightened, Claire clicks her car locks shut and says she's fine. After the funeral Claire overhears a woman saying they caught the killer, but Claire is not so certain they have the right man. The story ends with Stuart making a sexual advance on Claire in the kitchen. As he reaches for her breasts, she hears water running in the sink and
is reminded of the girl floating in the river. The manuscript version of the same title appears in Beginners (2009). The character of Jack Fraser, in classical Carver style, tells the story of a local outsider named Dummy who worked in the same sawmill as Jack's father Del. Del gets Dummy to fill a pond on his land with bass, but Dummy eventually builds an electric fence around it so people stop coming by. Dummy drifts further into isolation and his wife starts going around with another man, much to his
discontent. The story ends with Dummy murdering his wife and committing suicide by drowning in his beloved pond. Del impresses upon Jack what a wrong woman can turn a man into. Later, Jack understands Dummy's plight more clearly. The manuscript version titled "Dummy" appears in Beginners (2009). Burt finds himself incapable of leaving his wife Vera alone. On Boxing Day, Burt comes back to his wife's house to try and explain away his poor behavior from the night before. On Christmas Day,
Burt put too many logs in the fire which could've burned the place down. On his way out to make room for Vera's boyfriend Charlie, Burt finds it appropriate to steal six pies from the kitchen counter left unattended. On the 26th, Vera does not want to talk to Burt; she doesn't have the time, it's obvious she has plans already. Burt tries again and again to apologize but Vera does not think it's sincere. Burt notices cigarette butts that are not Vera's regular brand collected in the ashtray, "their ashtray,"
and feels out of place. While Vera is the bathroom the phone rings and she shouts at Burt to answer it. It's a call for Charlie and Burt responds curtly, saying he's "not here" before leaving the phone off the hook. Vera comes back into the kitchen, and it's clear she cannot tolerate Burt sticking around. The phone rings again and Vera says she'll answer it from the bedroom. Instead of hanging up when Vera commands, Burt takes a knife from the cabinet and cuts the cord in two. Vera realizes what's
happened and yells for Burt to leave, saying she'll get a restraining order. Burt leaves calmly and, as he drives away in his car holding their ashtray, he is deludedly convinced that in a few weeks they'll have a "serious talk" and get back together. The manuscript version titled "Pie" appears in Beginners (2009). A man sitting in a barber's chair getting a haircut listens as three men waiting their turn argue about a hunting story one of the men is telling. The manuscript version of the same title appears in
Beginners (2004). Main article: Popular Mechanics (short story) The protagonist is seen first packing a suitcase, all the while a woman swears at him and yells loudly, glad that he's finally leaving her. Their baby won't stop crying. The protagonist decides he wants to bring the baby with him but the woman won't let him even get near their baby. The two get into a tussle and a tug-of-war over the baby. The story ends with the man and the woman pulling tremendously on the baby, with somewhat
ambiguously grim and dark possibilities. Titled "Little Things" in Where I'm Calling From: New and Selected Stories (1988); the manuscript version titled "Mine" appears in Beginners (2009). A father tells his young adult daughter what life was like for their family when she was a young child, all while on vacation in Milan. The manuscript version titled "Distance" appears in Beginners (2009). At the kitchen table, L.D. argues with his daughter Rae, age 15, about her beliefs. Maxine, the wife, comes
home and notices L.D. is drunk. Maxine sides with Rae, saying she can like what she likes. In a moment of fury, L.D. throws a pickle jar through the window, shattering the glass. Maxine gives L.D. an ultimatum: he must pack his things and go or she'll call the police. L.D. starts packing, stuffing not only his belongings into his suitcase but also vindictively taking womanly toiletries he could make no use of. Taking one last look around, about to leave for good, L.D. says he has one more thing to tell his
wife and daughter but, suddenly inarticulate, he is unable to put what he feels into words. The manuscript version of the same title appears in Beginners (2009). Mel McGinnis is a 45-year-old cardiologist married to Teresa, also known as Terri. They live together in Albuquerque. The narrator, Nick, describes Mel as tall and rangy with curly soft hair and Teresa (who is Mel's second wife) as bone-thin with a pretty face, dark eyes, and brown hair. Nick is 38 years old, and married to Laura, 35, who works
as a legal secretary. The four sit around a table at Mel and Terri's, drinking gin in the afternoon. They soon start to talk about love. Terri has had an abusive relationship; the abuse, she says, derives from love. Ed, Terri's former abusive boyfriend, "loved her so much he tried to kill her." Ed would beat Terri; he dragged her around the living room by her ankles knocking her into things along the way. Terri believes that Ed loved her and his abuse was his way of showing it. No matter what Terri says, Mel
refuses to believe that was "love". Ed also stalked Mel and Terri and called Mel at work with threatening messages. At one point, Mel was so scared he bought a gun and made out a will. Mel even wrote to his brother in California, saying that "if something happened to him" to look for Ed. Terri's abusive boyfriend eventually committed suicide after two attempts (as Terri sees it, another act of love). Ed's first attempt at suicide was when Terri had left him. Ed had drunk rat poison, but was rushed to the
hospital where he was saved. In Ed's second, successful attempt he shot himself in the mouth. Terri and Mel argued about whether she could be in the hospital bedroom with him when he died. Terri won and was with Ed as he died; as Terri puts it, "He never came up out of it." Soon afterward, Mel begins a story about an elderly couple struck by a drunk driver, a teenager who was pronounced dead at the scene. Mel was called into the hospital and saw how badly the elderly couple had been injured. He
says that they had "multiple fractures, internal injuries, hemorrhaging, contusions, and lacerations."[3] The couple were in casts and bandages from head to toe. Mel's point in telling the story is the husband's consternation when the couple was moved into the intensive care unit. Mel would visit the couple daily, and when he put his ear to the husband's mouth-hole, the latter told Mel he was upset because he could not see his wife through his eye-holes. Mel strays from the topic with more talk about
Ed, his personal thoughts about love, hatred toward his ex-wife, and life as a knight. Mel feels even though one loves a person, if something were to happen to them, the survivor would grieve but love again. After finishing the second bottle of gin, the couples discuss going to dinner, but no one makes any moves to proceed with their plans. Carver's original draft of the story "Beginners" was heavily edited by Gordon Lish, who cut out nearly half of Carver's story, adding in details of his own. Carver's
original draft, released by his widow Tess Gallagher and published[4] in a December 2007 issue of the New Yorker, reveals the extensive edits. For instance, the character Mel was originally named Herb, and the abusive boyfriend, renamed Ed by Lish, was originally named Carl. Additionally, Herb's story about the old couple was cut nearly in half, with Lish removing the story of the old couple's home life, love, and reunion in the hospital. In Carver's original version, the two had separate rooms, which
caused them to pine for each other and eventually led to a scene when they met again. Lish removed all of this, rewrote the couple into the same room, but in body casts that prevented them from seeing each other, and then explained the old man's distress thus: "I mean, the accident was one thing, but it wasn't everything. I'd get up to his mouth-hole, you know, and he'd say no, it wasn't the accident exactly but it was because he couldn't see her through the eye-holes. He said that that was making him
feel so bad. Can you imagine? I'm telling you, the man's heart was breaking because he couldn't turn his goddamn head and 'see' his goddamn wife." Mel looked around the table and shook his head at what he was going to say. "I mean, it was killing the old fart just because he couldn't 'look' at the fucking woman." Lish also cut out eight paragraphs at the end, in which Terri communicates her worry over Herb's depression to Laura and Nick, and another aspect of love is shown as Laura comforts Terri,
tying together all the types of love discussed in the story. There was some contention between Raymond Carver and his editor Gordon Lish over several stories in the collection; the author complained about the "surgical amputation and transplant that might make them someway fit into the carton so the lid will close."[4] Eventually, the book was published with Lish's extensive alterations, and received critical acclaim. Shortly before his death, Carver arranged the publication of his own selection of 37
of his stories, Where I'm Calling From: New and Selected Stories. He included some stories as edited by Lish, some restored from his original manuscripts, and some unpublished stories. Carver's widow, Tess Gallagher, fought with Knopf for permission to republish the 17 stories in What We Talk About When We Talk About Love as they were originally written by Carver.[5] These original versions eventually appeared in Beginners, published by Jonathan Cape in 2009, and in the Library of America
volume Collected Stories.[6] The stories "So Much Water So Close to Home" and "Tell the Women We're Going" were adapted for Robert Altman's 1993 feature film Short Cuts. The former was the inspiration for the Paul Kelly song "Everything's Turning to White" on the album So Much Water So Close to Home and was also later adapted for the 2006 film Jindabyne. The story "Why Don't You Dance?" serves as the basis for the award-winning 2004 short film Everything Goes as well as for the 2010
feature film Everything Must Go. The 2012 film Stuck in Love uses the quote, "I could hear my heart beating. I could hear everyone's heart. I could hear the human noise we sat there making, not one of us moving, not even when the room went dark" from "What We Talk About When We Talk About Love" as the main character's, author Bill Borgens's, favorite quote. They are the last words spoken in the film. Alejandro Gonzélez Ifiarritu's 2014 film Birdman or: The Unexpected Virtue of Ignorance
depicts an eclipsed Hollywood star, Riggan Thomson, who mounts a Broadway production of "What We Talk About When We Talk About Love" as its central storyline. The Broadway production includes several aspects of the Carver story—such as the four friends telling stories over a bottle of gin, and Mel's story about the couple in the car crash—but also includes other, more melodramatic storylines that are not part of the Carver story. Thomson attributes his choice of acting as a profession to a
complimentary note he once received from Carver written on a cocktail napkin. In Sun Kil Moon's January 2023 release of the single "Black Perch", Mark Kozelek reflects on his youth and personal growth while delving into "What We Talk About When We Talk About Love". Through his signature, introspective lyrics, Kozelek recounts his initial jealousy and avoidance of Carver's work, influenced by his ex-girlfriend's admiration for it. However, as he matures, Kozelek finds enlightenment and comfort in
Carver's writings, ultimately paying heartfelt homage to Carver's profound impact on the human experience. ~ "Books of The Times". archive.nytimes.com. ~ "WHAT WE TALK ABOUT WHEN WE TALK ABOUT LOVE | Kirkus Reviews" - via www .kirkusreviews.com. ~ Ann Charters, The Story and Its Writer: An Introduction to Short Fiction. ~ a b Raymond Carver's story "Beginners" and Gordon Lish's edits of the story create the first published version, entitled "What We Talk About When We Talk About
Love." ™ Rich, Motoko (October 17, 2007). "The Real Carver: Expansive or Minimal?". The New York Times - via NYTimes.com. ~ King, Stephen (November 19, 2009). "Raymond Carver's Life and Stories". The New York Times - via NYTimes.com. Retrieved from " «De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor» es una coleccion de relatos cortos escritos por Raymond Carver y publicados por primera vez en 1981. Es una obra que se considera un clasico de la literatura estadounidense contemporanea y
que ha sido aclamada por su estilo minimalista y su habilidad para capturar la vida cotidiana y las relaciones humanas.;Qué es el amor? ;Cémo se manifiesta? ¢Qué formas tiene? Estas son algunas de las preguntas que se plantea Raymond Carver en su libro «De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor», una coleccién de diecisiete relatos breves que exploran las diversas facetas del sentimiento amoroso.Carver es considerado uno de los maestros del cuento norteamericano del siglo XX, y su estilo se
caracteriza por la economia de palabras, la precision de los detalles y la elipsis de lo que no se dice. Sus personajes son gente comun, que vive en la periferia de la sociedad de consumo, que sufre las consecuencias de la pobreza, el alcoholismo, la violencia y la soledad. Sus historias son fragmentos de vida cotidiana, que revelan las tensiones, los conflictos y las esperanzas de sus protagonistas.En «De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor», Carver nos muestra que el amor no es un concepto Gnico ni
universal, sino que se adapta a las circunstancias y a las personas que lo experimentan. Asi, encontramos relatos que hablan del amor conyugal, del amor filial, del amor platdénico, del amor obsesivo, del amor enfermizo, del amor imposible y del amor incondicional. Cada uno de ellos nos ofrece una vision diferente y compleja de lo que significa amar y ser amado.El titulo del libro proviene del relato homénimo, que narra la conversacion entre dos parejas de amigos que beben ginebra en una tarde
lluviosa. Cada uno expresa su opinioén sobre el amor, basdndose en sus propias experiencias y vivencias. El resultado es un didlogo lleno de matices, contradicciones y ambigiiedades, que refleja la dificultad de definir y comprender el amor.Carver no pretende dar respuestas ni lecciones sobre el amor, sino més bien plantear interrogantes y provocar reflexiones en el lector. Su prosa es directa y sencilla, pero al mismo tiempo profunda y sugerente. Sus relatos son como instantdneas que capturan
momentos cruciales en la vida de sus personajes, momentos que pueden cambiarlo todo o no cambiar nada.«De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor» es un libro imprescindible para los amantes del cuento y para los interesados en la literatura contemporanea. Es una obra que nos invita a cuestionarnos sobre el sentido y el valor del amor en nuestras vidas, y a reconocer sus multiples manifestaciones.Los cuentos en «De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor» exploran temas como la soledad, la
incomunicacién y el desamor en la sociedad estadounidense de la década de 1980. Los personajes son en su mayoria trabajadores de clase media y baja, que luchan por encontrar significado y conexion en sus vidas.Uno de los cuentos mas destacados de la coleccidn es «¢Quieres hacer el favor de callarte, por favor?», que relata la historia de un hombre que se siente atrapado en un matrimonio sin amor y que lucha por encontrar un significado en su vida diaria. Otro cuento destacado es «Vecinos», que
explora la tension entre dos parejas que viven en la misma casa.El estilo de escritura de Carver es conocido por ser minimalista, utilizando un lenguaje conciso y sin adornos para contar historias conmovedoras y emotivas. Su prosa es directa y despojada de cualquier exceso, lo que le permite al lector enfocarse en la emocién cruda de los personajes y las situaciones en las que se encuentran.«De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor» es una obra maestra del realismo sucio, un género literario
caracterizado por su enfoque en las experiencias de la vida real y los personajes ordinarios. La obra es una crénica de la vida cotidiana y las relaciones humanas, y es un testimonio de la capacidad de la literatura para capturar la complejidad y la belleza de la vida.En resumen, «De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor» es una coleccion de relatos cortos que exploran la soledad, la incomunicacién y el desamor en la sociedad estadounidense de la década de 1980. El estilo minimalista de Carver y su
enfoque en las experiencias de la vida real y los personajes ordinarios hacen de esta obra una obra maestra del realismo sucio. Es una obra que vale la pena leer para cualquiera interesado en la literatura contemporanea y la exploracién de las relaciones humanas. Los deslumbrados lectores de "Catedral", primer libro publicado en Espafia de Carver, reencontraran en "De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor" la atmésfera y los personajes de un autor que dominé indiscutiblemente el panorama
literario norteamericano de los afios 80. Parejas que se despedazan, compaiieros que parten desesperadamente a la aventura, hijos que intentan comunicarse con sus padres, un universo injusto, violento, tenso, a veces irrisorio... En palabras de Roberto Fernandez Sastre, Carver «no designa lo intolerable, sino que lo nombra. Sin concesiones hacia nada ni hacia nadie, rescata lo real en su esencialidad amorfa y brutal». Estaba hablando mi amigo Mel McGinnis. Mel McGinnis es cardidlogo, y eso le da a
veces derecho a hacerlo. Estabamos los cuatro sentados a la mesa de la cocina de su casa, bebiendo ginebra. El sol, que entraba por el ventanal de detras del fregadero, inundaba la cocina. Estdbamos Mel y yo y su segunda mujer, Teresa —la llamabamos Terri— y Laura, mi mujer. Entonces viviamos en Alburquerque. Pero todos éramos de otra parte. Habia un cubo con hielo encima de la mesa. La ginebra y la ténica circulaban sin parar, y surgi6é no sé como el tema del amor. Mel opinaba que el
verdadero amor no era otra cosa que el amor espiritual. Dijo que se habia pasado cinco aflos en un seminario antes de salirse para estudiar medicina. Dijo que atin recordaba aquellos afios del seminario como los mas importantes de su vida. Terri dijo que el hombre con quien vivia antes de vivir con Mel la queria tanto que habia intentado matarla. Luego continué: —Una noche me dio una paliza. Me arrastré por toda la sala tirando de mis tobillos. Y me decia una y otra vez: «Te quiero, te quiero, zorra».
Y mi cabeza no paraba de golpear contra las cosas. —Terri nos miré—. ;Qué se puede hacer con un amor asi? Era una mujer de huesos finos y cara bonita, ojos oscuros y una melena castafia que le caia por la espalda. Le gustaban los collares de turquesas y los pendientes largos. —Dios mio, no seas boba. Eso no es amor, y ti lo sabes —dijo Mel—. No sé como podriamos llamarlo, pero estoy seguro de que no debemos llamarlo amor. —T1 diras lo que quieras, pero sé que era amor —protestd Terri—.
Puede sonarte a disparate, pero es verdad. La gente es diferente, Mel. Algunas veces actuaba como un loco, es cierto. Lo admito. Pero me amaba. A su modo, quiza, pero me amaba. En todo aquello habia amor, Mel. No digas que no. Mel suspird. Levant6 el vaso y se volvié a Laura y a mi. —Me amenaz6 con matarme —dijo. Apur6 el vaso y alargé la mano hacia la botella de ginebra—. Terri es una romantica. Terri es de la escuela de dame-una-patada-y-asi-sabré-que-me-amas. Terri, carifio, no pongas esa
cara. —Mel alarg6 la mano por encima de la mesa y tocé la mejilla de Terri con los dedos. Y le sonri6. —Ahora quiere arreglarlo —dijo Terri. —¢Arreglar qué? —salté Mel—. ;Qué es lo que tengo que arreglar? Yo sé lo que sé. Eso es todo. —De todas formas, {como nos hemos puesto a hablar de esto? —Terri levanté el vaso, bebid y afiadié—: Mel siempre tiene metido el amor en la cabeza. ¢(No es verdad, carifio? —sonrié. Pensé que el tema iba a quedar zanjado. —Yo no llamaria amor al comportamiento
de Ed. Eso es lo unico que he dicho, carifio —puntualizé Mel—. ;Y qué opindis vosotros? —Mel se dirigia a Laura y a mi—. ¢Os parece que eso es amor? —No soy la persona més apropiada para responder —respondi yo—. Ni siquiera conoci a ese Ed. Sélo lo he oido mencionar de pasada. No me atrevo a juzgarle. Tendria que conocer los detalles. Pero creo que lo que estas diciendo es que el amor es un absoluto. Mel aclar6: —Lo es el tipo de amor al que me refiero. El tipo de amor al que me refiero no te
lleva a intentar matar gente. Laura intervino: —Yo no sé nada de Ed ni de la situacién. Pero ¢quién puede juzgar la situacién de otro? Toqué el dorso de la mano de Laura. Me envié una rapida sonrisa. Le cogi la mano. Estaba célida: las ufias pulidas: una perfecta manicura. Rodeé su ancha mufeca con los dedos, y la abracé. —Cuando me fui, se tomé un matarratas —explicé Terri. Se apretd los brazos con las manos—. Lo llevaron al hospital de Santa Fe. Viviamos alli entonces, a unas diez millas. Le
salvaron la vida. Pero se le enloquecieron las encias. Quiero decir que era como si se le separaran de los dientes. Desde entonces, los dientes le sobresalian, como colmillos. Dios mio —suspiré Terri. Aguardé unos instantes; luego se solté los brazos y cogié el vaso. —jQué cosas llega a hacer la gente! —exclamé Laura. —Ahora esta fuera de juego —dijo Mel—. Murié. Mel me pas6 el plato de limas. Cogi un trozo. Lo exprimi en mi vaso y removi los cubitos con los dedos. —Es mas grave que eso —dijo Terri
—. Se pegd un tiro en la boca. Pero tampoco le sali6 bien. Pobre Ed. —Sacudi6 la cabeza. —Ni pobre Ed ni nada —dijo Mel—. Era peligroso. Mel tenia cuarenta y cinco afios. Era alto y &gil y tenia el pelo rizado y suave. Cara y brazos bronceados por el tenis. Cuando estaba sobrio, sus gestos, sus movimientos, eran precisos, en extremo cuidadosos. —Pero me amaba, Mel. Concédeme eso —insistié Terri—. Es lo Gnico que te pido. No me amaba de la forma que ti me amas. No estoy diciendo eso. Pero me
amaba. Podras concederme eso, ;no? —¢;Qué quieres decir con que no le sali6é bien? —pregunté. Laura se incliné hacia delante con el vaso. Apoyd los codos sobre la mesa y sostuvo el vaso con ambas manos. Miré a Mel y luego a Terri, y aguardé con expresion de perplejidad en su cara franca, como si se asombrara de que tales cosas les pudieran suceder a los amigos. —¢Cémo dices que le salié mal si se mat6? —inquiri. —Te lo contaré yo —dijo Mel—. Cogi6 su pistola del veintidds, la que se habia
comprado para amenazarnos a Terri y a mi. Hablo en serio, ese hombre siempre estaba amenazéndonos. Deberias haber visto el tipo de vida que llevdbamos entonces. Eramos como fugitivos. Hasta yo me compré una pistola. ¢Podéis creerlo? jUn tipo como yo! Pero lo hice. Me la compré para defenderme, y la llevaba en la guantera. A veces tenia que salir del apartamento en mitad de la noche. Para ir al hospital, ya sabéis. Terri y yo no nos habiamos casado todavia, y mi primera mujer se habia quedado
con la casa y los chicos, con el perro, con todo, y Terri y yo viviamos en este apartamento. A veces, como digo, me llamaban en mitad de la noche y tenia que ir al hospital a las dos o las tres de la madrugada. El aparcamiento estaba completamente oscuro, y antes de llegar al coche me ponia a sudar. Nunca sabia si iba a salir de unos arbustos o de detras de un coche y empezar a dispararme. Quiero decir que ese hombre estaba loco. Era capaz de ponerte una bomba, de cualquier cosa. Llamaba al
servicio médico a todas horas, y decia que necesitaba hablar con el doctor, y cuando me ponia al aparato me decia: «Hijo de perra, tus dias estan contados». Y nimiedades por el estilo. Era algo que daba miedo, creedme. —A mi me sigue dando lastima —confesé Terri. —Parece una pesadilla —dijo Laura—. ¢Pero qué sucedié exactamente después de que se pegara el tiro? Laura es secretaria juridica. Nos habiamos conocido en el campo profesional. Y antes de que nos diéramos cuenta éramos novios.
Tiene treinta y cinco afios, tres menos que yo. Ademas de estar enamorados, nos gustamos y disfrutamos de nuestra mutua compafiia. Es una mujer con la que es facil llevarse bien. —;Qué sucedi6? —insistié Laura. Mel explic6: —Se peg6 un tiro en la boca, en su cuarto. Alguien oy6 el disparo y avisé al gerente. Entraron con una llave maestra y vieron lo que pasaba y llamaron una ambulancia. Coincidi6é que yo estaba alli cuando lo llevaron, pero su estado era irreversible. Vivié tres dias. La cabeza se le
hinchd, se le puso de tamafio doble al de una cabeza normal. Nunca habia visto nada semejante, y espero no volver a verlo. Terri, al enterarse, quiso ir al hospital para estar con él. Reflimos por culpa de eso. Yo opinaba que no debia verlo en aquel estado. Pensaba que no debia verlo, y sigo pensando lo mismo. —;Quién se sali6 con la suya? —dijo Laura. —Yo estaba con €l en su habitacién cuando murié —precisé Terri—. No recuperd el conocimiento en ningun momento. Pero me quedé con él. No tenia a
nadie mas. —Era peligroso —dijo Mel—. Si quieres llamarlo amor, alla ti. —Era amor —repitié Terri—. Ya sé que era un amor anormal para la mayoria de la gente. Pero estaba dispuesto a morir por su amor. Muri6 por él. —Pues para mi eso no es amor, puedes estar segura —dijo Mel—. Lo que quiero decir es que nadie sabe por qué lo hizo. He visto muchos suicidas, y en mi opinién nadie ha sabido nunca por qué lo hicieron. Mel se puso las manos en la nuca e inclind la silla hacia atras. —No me
interesa ese tipo de amor —declaré—. Si para ti eso es amor, alla ta. Terri explic6: —Estabamos asustados. Mel incluso hizo testamento, y escribidé a su hermano, que habia sido Boina Verde y vivia en California, diciéndole a quién debia buscar si algo le sucedia. Terri bebié de su vaso. Prosiguié: —Pero Mel tiene razén: viviamos como fugitivos. Teniamos miedo. Mel tenia miedo, ¢verdad, carifio? Yo, llegado cierto momento, hasta llamé a la policia, pero no sirvié de nada. Me aseguraron que no podian
actuar mientras Ed no hiciera algo concreto. ¢No tiene gracia? —dijo Terri. Se sirvié lo que quedaba de ginebra y agité la botella. Mel se levant6 y fue al aparador. Sacé otra botella. —Bien, Nick y yo sabemos lo que es amor —dijo Laura—. Para nosotros, por lo menos. —Laura me dio un golpecito en la rodilla con la suya—. Se supone que ahora debes decir algo —insinud, y se volvié hacia mi sonriendo.—Bien, Nick y yo sabemos lo que es amor —dijo Laura—. Para nosotros, por lo menos. —Laura me dio
un golpecito en la rodilla con la suya—. Se supone que ahora debes decir algo —insinu, y se volvié hacia mi sonriendo. A modo de respuesta, cogi la mano de Laura y me la llevé a los labios. La besé con gran fruicién y vehemencia. Todos mostraron su regocijo. —Somos afortunados —declaré. —Eh, chicos —exclam¢é Terri—. Dejadlo. Me estéis poniendo mala. Ain seguis en la luna de miel, santo Dios. Atn seguis alelados, ¢sera posible? Pero ya veréis. {Cuanto tiempo llevais juntos? ¢Cuénto tiempo hace?
¢Un ano? ¢Maés de un aflo? —Un afio y medio —contestd Laura, ruborizada y sonriente. —Oh, vaya —dijo Terri—. Pues esperad un poco. Levanto el vaso y mir6 a Laura. —Sdlo estoy bromeando —puntualizé Terri. Mel abrié la botella y nos sirvié ginebra. —Vamos, muchachos —intervino—. Brindemos. Quiero proponer un brindis. Un brindis por el amor. Por el amor verdadero. Hicimos chocar los vasos. —Por el amor —coreamos. Fuera, en el patio, empezé a ladrar uno de los perros. Las hojas del dlamo
temblén que pendian al otro lado de la ventana golpeaban tenuemente el cristal. El sol de la tarde era como una presencia en la cocina: la ancha luz de la calma y la generosidad. Podriamos haber estado en cualquier otro lugar, en algin lugar encantado. Volvimos a alzar los vasos y nos sonreimos unos a otros como nifios que han pactado algo prohibido. —Voy a explicaros lo que es el amor verdadero —dijo Mel—. Voy a poneros un buen ejemplo. Luego podréis sacar vuestras propias conclusiones. —Se
sirvié ginebra. Afladié un cubito de hielo y una rodajita de lima. Esperamos, bebimos a pequeiios sorbos. Laura y yo volvimos a juntar nuestras rodillas. Le puse una mano en el calido muslo y la dejé alli encima. —¢Qué es lo que cualquiera de nosotros sabe realmente del amor? —dijo Mel—. Creo que en el amor no somos mas que principiantes. Decimos que nos amamos, y nos amamos, no lo dudo. Yo amo a Terri y Terri me ama a mi, y también vosotros os amais. Ya sabéis a qué tipo de amor me refiero
ahora. Al amor fisico, ese impulso que te arrastra hacia alguien concreto, y al amor que inspira el ser de la otra persona. La esencia de esa persona, podriamos decir. El amor carnal y, bueno, digamos el amor sentimental, ese cuidado cotidiano para con la otra persona. Pero a veces me resulta dificil explicarme el hecho de que también debi de amar a mi primera mujer. Pero la amé, sé que la amé. Asi que supongo que soy como Terri a este respecto. Como Terri y Ed. —Se quedd pensando en ello y luego
continu6—: Hubo un tiempo en que crei que amaba a mi exmujer mas que a la propia vida. Pero ahora la aborrezco. De verdad. ¢Como se explica eso? ¢Qué ha sido de aquel amor? Qué ha sido de €l, eso es lo que quisiera yo saber. Me gustaria que alguien pudiera decirmelo. Ahi tenemos a Ed. De acuerdo, otra vez Ed. Ama tanto a Terri que trata de matarla, y acaba maténdose a si mismo. —Calld y bebi6 un trago de ginebra—. Vosotros llevais juntos dieciocho meses, y os amais. Se os nota en todo.
Rebosais amor. Pero los dos habéis amado a otra gente antes de encontraros. Los dos habéis estado casados antes, igual que nosotros. Y probablemente habréis amado a otras personas antes de vuestro primer matrimonio. Terri y yo llevamos juntos cinco afios, y casados cuatro. Y lo terrible, lo terrible, aunque también lo bueno, la gracia salvadora, podriamos decir, es que si algo nos pasara a alguno de nosotros, perdonadme que lo diga, si algo nos pasara a alguno de nosotros mafana, creo que el otro,
la otra persona, lo pasaria mal una temporada, entendéis, pero, luego, el que sobreviviese saldria y volveria a amar, tendria a alguien muy pronto. Y todo esto, todo el amor del que hablamos no seria sino un recuerdo. Y puede que ni siquiera un recuerdo. ¢;Me equivoco? ¢Estoy desbarrando? Porque quiero que me corrijais si no estoy en lo cierto. Quiero saber. Porque no sé nada, ¢entendéis? Y soy el primero en admitirlo. —Mel, por el amor de Dios —intervino Terri. Se incliné hacia él y le tom¢ de la
muieca—. ¢(Ya la has cogido, carifio? ¢Estas borracho? —Carifio, sélo estoy hablando —protesté Mel—. ¢Vale? No necesito estar borracho para decir lo que pienso. Estamos hablando, ¢no es eso? —dijo, y fijé la mirada en ella. —No te estoy criticando —aseguré Terri. Terri cogié su vaso. —Hoy no estoy de guardia —puntualizé Mel—. Permiteme que te lo recuerde. No estoy de guardia. —Mel, te queremos —dijo Laura. Mel miré a Laura. La mir6 como si no lograra situarla, como si no fuera la mujer que
era. —Yo también te quiero, Laura —dijo Mel—. Y a ti, Nick. También te quiero a ti. (Sabéis una cosa? —se interrumpié—. Sois nuestros amigos —afirmé. Y cogié el vaso. —Iba a contaros algo —empez6é Mel—. Bueno, iba a demostrar algo. Veréis: sucedié hace unos meses, pero sigue sucediendo en este mismo instante, y es algo que deberia hacer que nos avergoncemos cuando hablamos como si supiéramos de qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor. —Vamos, Mel —le regafié Terri—. No hables como
si estuvieras borracho si no lo estds. —Callate por una vez en la vida —le pidié Mel con suma calma—. ¢{Me haras ese favor, s6lo durante un minuto? Como iba diciendo, hay una vieja pareja que tuvo un accidente en la autopista interestatal. Un jovencito choc6 con ellos y los dejé hechos mierda. Nadie les daba muchas probabilidades de salir con vida. Terri nos miré y luego miré a Mel. Parecia ansiosa, aunque quizés ésta sea una palabra demasiado fuerte. Mel nos pasaba la botella. —Yo estaba de
guardia aquella noche —explicé—. Era mayo, o quiza junio. Terri y yo acabdbamos de sentarnos a la mesa cuando llamaron del hospital. Era por lo de ese accidente de la interestatal. Un jovencito borracho, un quinceafiero, habia estrellado la camioneta de papa contra el coche-caravana de los viejos. Tenian unos setenta y tantos afios, los viejos. El chico, de dieciocho o diecinueve o algo asi, muri6 al llegar al hospital. Se le habia hundido el volante en el esternén. La pareja de ancianos seguia con vida,
ya veis. Bueno, malamente. Tenian de todo. Fracturas multiples, heridas internas, hemorragias, contusiones, desgarrones, de todo... Y conmocién cerebral, los dos. Creedme, un estado lamentable. Y, claro estd, la edad lo empeoraba todo. Creo que ella estaba bastante peor que él. Se le habia reventado el bazo, para acabar de arreglarlo. Y tenia las dos rétulas fracturadas. Pero llevaban puestos los cinturones de seguridad, y bien sabe Dios que eso fue lo que les salvé de una muerte instantdnea. —
Chicos, he aqui un aviso del Consejo Nacional de Seguridad Vial. Vuestro portavoz, el doctor Melvin R. McGinnis, al habla —Terri ri6—. Mel —prosiguié—, a veces eres demasiado. Pero te quiero, carifio. —Cariflo, te quiero —declar6é Mel. Adelant6 el cuerpo por encima de la mesa. Terri fue a su encuentro. Se besaron. —Terri tiene razén —corrobord Mel, de nuevo en su silla—. Usad siempre los cinturones de seguridad. Pero, hablando en serio, los viejos estaban muy mal. Cuando llegué abajo, el chico
habia muerto, como ya os he dicho. Estaba en un rincén, tendido en una camilla. Reconoci por encima a los viejos y le dije a la enfermera de urgencias que hiciera bajar inmediatamente a un neurélogo y a un traumatélogo y a un par de cirujanos. Bebi6 un trago de ginebra. —Trataré de no extenderme —continué—. Los subimos al quiréfano y estuvimos casi toda la noche con ellos. Qué increible resistencia la de esos viejos. Raras veces se ve algo parecido. De modo que hicimos todo lo que estaba en
nuestra mano, y al filo de la mafiana les ddbamos un cincuenta por ciento de probabilidades, quizas algo menos a ella. Y ahi los tenéis por la mafiana, vivos. Bien, pues los instalamos en Vigilancia Intensiva, se pasaron dos semanas luchando por sobrevivir, mejorando poco a poco en todos los aspectos. Asi que los trasladamos a una habitacién. Mel hizo una pausa. —Venga —prosiguié—. Acabemos esta maldita ginebra barata. Y nos vamos a cenar, ¢de acuerdo? Terri y yo conocemos un sitio nuevo.
Cenaremos alli, en ese sitio. Pero no nos moveremos hasta que acabemos esta maldita ginebra. Terri aclaré: —En realidad ain no hemos comido alli nunca. Pero tiene buen aspecto. Por fuera, quiero decir. —Me gusta comer —comentd Mel—. Si volviera a empezar de nuevo, me haria chef, ;sabéis? ;Te parece bien, Terri? Ri6. Hurgé en los cubitos de hielo con los dedos. —Terri lo sabe —explicé—. Terri puede contaroslo. Pero dejad que os diga una cosa. Si pudiera volver a nacer, vivir una vida diferente,
en un tiempo diferente y todo eso, ¢sabéis qué? Me gustaria ser un caballero andante. Uno tenia que sentirse muy seguro con aquellas armaduras. Tuvo que estar muy bien eso de ser caballero, hasta que inventaron la pélvora y los mosquetones y las pistolas. —A Mel le gustaria ir a caballo con la lanza en ristre —afiadi6 Terri. —Y llevar siempre consigo un pafiuelo de mujer —apostillé Laura. —O simplemente una mujer —redonde6 Mel. —¢No te da vergiienza? —salté Laura. Terri dijo: —Supén que
volvieras a vivir y fueses un siervo. Los siervos no lo tenian tan facil en aquellos tiempos. —Los siervos no lo han tenido nunca facil —dijo Mel—. Pero imagino que hasta los caballeros eran vesallos* de alguien. ¢No era asi como funcionaban las cosas? Pero incluso hoy todos somos siempre vesallos de alguien. ¢No es cierto? ¢Eh, Terri? Pero lo que me gusta de los caballeros, aparte de sus damas, es esa armadura que llevaban. No era nada facil herirles. No habia coches en aquel tiempo. No habia
jovencitos borrachos que te embistieran y te rompieran la crisma. —Vasallos —corrigi6é Terri. —¢Qué? —pregunté Mel. —Vasallos —repiti6 Terri—. Es vasallos, no vesallos. —Vasallos, vesallos —protesté Mel—. ;Qué diferencia hay, mierda? Me has entendido, ¢no? Muy bien —reconocié—. No soy culto. He aprendido lo mio. Soy cirujano del corazén, perfecto, pero no soy mas que un mecanico. Voy y me meto por alli y arreglo cosas. Mierda. —La modestia no te sienta bien —dijo Terri. —No es mds que un
humilde matasanos —intervine yo—. A veces, Mel, los caballeros se asfixiaban dentro de aquellas armaduras. Sufrian incluso ataques al corazon si las armaduras se calentaban en exceso, o si ellos estaban demasiado cansados y desfallecidos. He leido en alguna parte que a veces se caian del caballo y no podian levantarse, porque el cansancio les impedia mantenerse en pie con toda aquella armadura encima. Y a veces los pisoteaban sus propios caballos. —Terrible —exclamé Mel—. Es terrible, Nicky.
Los imagino tendidos en el suelo, a la espera de que apareciera alguien y los convirtiera en pinchos morunos. —Algun vesallo como ellos —dijo Terri. —Exacto —apoyd Mel—. Apareceria algun vasallo y atravesaria a los muy bastardos en nombre del amor. O en nombre de la jodida causa por la que lucharan en aquellos tiempos. —Las mismas por las que luchamos hoy en dia —dijo Terri. Laura sentenci6: —Nada ha cambiado. Las mejillas de Laura seguian subidas de color. Sus ojos brillaban. Se 1llev6 el
vaso a los labios. Mel se sirvid otra copa. Mir¢ la etiqueta detenidamente, como si estudiara la larga hilera de nimeros. Luego dejé la botella sobre la mesa, con lentitud, y alargé la mano despacio hacia el agua ténica. —¢Qué pasé con la pareja de ancianos? —quiso saber Laura—. No has acabado de contar la historia. Laura tenia dificultades para encender su cigarrillo. Las cerillas se le apagaban una y otra vez. La luz del sol, dentro de la cocina, era ahora diferente; cambiaba, se hacia mas tenue. Pero
las hojas del otro lado de la ventana seguian trémulas, y me puse a mirar las formas que dibujaban en los cristales y en el tablero de férmica. No eran formas iguales, claro estd. —¢Qué pasé con los viejos? —pregunté. —Mas viejos pero mas sabios —comento Terri. Mel la miré con fijeza. Terri prosiguié: —Sigue con la historia, carifio. Era una broma. ;Qué pas6? —Terri, a veces... —empez6 Mel. —Mel, por favor —le interrumpi6 Terri—. No seas tan serio siempre, carifio. (No soportas una broma? —
¢Donde estd la broma? —inquirié Mel. Mantuvo el vaso en la mano y mir¢ fijo a su mujer. —;Qué pasé? —insistié Laura. Mel clav6 la mirada en Laura. Dijo: —Laura, si no tuviera a Terri y si no la amara tanto, y si Nick no fuera mi mejor amigo, me enamoraria de ti. Y te raptaria. —Cuéntanos la historia —le inst6 Terri—. Y luego nos vamos a ese restaurante nuevo, ¢de acuerdo? —De acuerdo —dijo Mel—. {Ddénde estaba? —Se quedd mirando la mesa; luego sigui6 con la historia—: Iba a verlos a los dos
todos los dias, y hasta dos veces al dia cuando tenia que quedarme a visitar a otros enfermos. Escayolas y vendajes, de la cabeza a los pies, ambos. Ya sabéis, lo habéis visto en las peliculas. Ese era el aspecto que tenian, igual que en las peliculas. S6lo unos agujeritos para los ojos y para la nariz y para la boca. Y ella, para colmo, con las piernas en alto. Bien, pues el marido estaba deprimido la mayor parte del tiempo. Incluso después de enterarse de que su mujer saldria de aquélla. Seguia muy
deprimido. Pero no por el accidente. Me refiero a que el accidente era una cosa, si, pero no lo era todo. Yo me acercaba al agujero de su boca, y él me decia que no, que no era por el accidente exactamente, sino porque no podia verla por los agujeros de los ojos. Decia que era eso lo que le hacia sentirse asi de mal. ¢Os lo imaginéis? Podéis creerme, al hombre le rompia el corazén no poder volver la maldita cabeza para ver a su maldita esposa. Mel nos miré a unos y a otros y, ante lo que estaba a punto
de decir, mened la cabeza. —Digo que lo que estaba matando a aquel pendejo era que no podia mirar a su jodida mujer. Los tres miramos a Mel. —¢Entendéis lo que quiero decir? —preguntd. Puede que para entonces estuviéramos ya un poco borrachos. Sé que nos resultaba dificil mantener las cosas en su justo punto. La luz abandonaba ya la cocina, se retiraba a través de la ventana hacia el lugar de donde habia venido. Y sin embargo nadie hizo el mas minimo ademan de levantarse para encender la
luz de encima de nuestras cabezas. —Escuchad —propuso Mel—. Acabemos esta puta ginebra. Todavia queda para una ronda mas. Luego nos vamos a cenar. A ese sitio nuevo. —Est4 deprimido —observé Terri—. Mel, ¢por qué no te tomas una pastilla? Mel sacudi6 la cabeza. —He tomado todo lo que hay. —A todos nos hace falta una pastilla de vez en cuando —dije. —Hay gente que las necesita desde que nace —comentd Terri. Frotaba con el dedo algo que habia encima de la mesa. Luego dejo6 de
hacerlo. —Creo que me apetece llamar a mis hijos —dijo Mel—. {Os importa? Voy a llamar a mis hijos. Terri le avis6: —¢Y si Marjorie contesta al teléfono? Eh, chicos, ¢0s hemos hablado de Marjorie? Carifio, sabes muy bien que no quieres hablar con Marjorie. Te hara sentirte peor. —No quiero hablar con Marjorie —reconocié Mel—. Pero quiero hablar con mis hijos. —No pasa un dia sin que Mel diga que tiene ganas de que su exmujer vuelva a casarse. O de que se muera —explicé Terri—. En primer
lugar —afirm6—, nos esta arruinando. Mel dice que si no se casa es sélo para fastidiarle. Tiene un novio que vive con ella y con los nifios. Asi que Mel mantiene también al novio. —Marjorie es alérgica a las abejas —conté Mel—. Cuando no rezo para que vuelva a casarse, rezo para que se le eche encima un maldito enjambre de abejas y la mate a aguijonazos. —Qué vergiienza —dijo Laura. —Bzzzzz —susurrd Mel, convirtiendo sus dedos en abejas y haciéndolas zumbar en direccién a la garganta de Terri.
Después dejo caer las manos a ambos lados. »Es perversa —dijo Mel—. A veces se me ocurre ir a su casa vestido de apicultor. Ya sabes: esa especie de yelmo con la plancha que te tapa la cara, los grandes guantes y el traje acolchado. Llamo a la puerta y suelto el enjambre dentro de la casa. Pero antes tendria que asegurarme de que no estuvieran los chicos, por supuesto. Cruzé las piernas. Le llevd su tiempo hacerlo. Luego puso ambos pies en el suelo y se inclind hacia adelante, con los codos sobre la
mesa y la barbilla en el hueco de las manos. —Puede que no llame a mis hijos. Puede que no fuera tan buena idea. Puede que lo que hagamos sea irnos a cenar. ;Qué os parece? —A mi me parece bien —asenti—. Comer o no comer. O seguir bebiendo. Yo podria seguir hasta que anochezca. —;Qué quieres decir, carifio? —pregunté Laura. —Exactamente lo que he dicho —respondi—. Que podria seguir. Eso es todo lo que he dicho. —Pues yo comeria algo —confesé Laura—. Creo que no he tenido tanta
hambre en mi vida. ¢Hay algo para picar? —Sacaré queso y galletas —dijo Terri. Pero Terri sigui6 sentada. No se levantd ni trajo nada. Mel volcé su vaso. Lo derramé sobre la mesa. —Se acabd la ginebra —anuncié. —¢Y ahora qué? —dijo Terri. Oia los latidos de mi corazdn. Oia el corazén de los demas. Oia el ruido humano que haciamos alli sentados, sin movernos, ninguno lo mas minimo, ni siquiera cuando la cocina quedd a oscuras. . . .* Mel dice vessels (vasijas, navios) en lugar de vassals
(vasallos). La confusion es en inglés quiza venial merced a la gran similitud fonética entre ambos vocablos. En castellano, sin embargo, al no existir una palabra susceptible de confundirse verosimil y equiparablemente con «vasallo», se ha juzgado inevitable recurrir a una deformacién —harto forzada— de la palabra misma. (N. del T.) Ficha bibliografica Autor: Raymond CarverTitulo: De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amorTitulo original: What We Talk About When We Talk About Love Publicado en:
Antaeus 40-41, 1981Traduccion: Jesus Zulaika Goicoechea [Relato completo] No te pierdas nada, inete a nuestros canales de difusion y recibe las novedades de Lecturia directamente en tu teléfono: Inicio » Cuentos y relatos » Raymond Carver: De qué hablamos cuando hablamos de amor Jump to ratings and reviewsAqui estén la atmoésfera y los personajes de un autor que dominé indiscutiblemente el panorama literario norteamericano de los afios ochenta del siglo XX. Parejas que se despedazan,
compaileros que parten desesperadamente a la aventura, hijos que intentan comunicarse con sus padres, un universo injusto, violento, tenso, a veces irrisorio. 4307 people are currently reading115731 people want to readCarver was born into a poverty-stricken family at the tail-end of the Depression. He married at 19, started a series of menial jobs and his own career of 'full-time drinking as a serious pursuit', a career that would eventually kill him. Constantly struggling to support his wife and family,
Carver enrolled in a writing programme under author John Gardner in 1958. He saw this opportunity as a turning point. Rejecting the more experimental fiction of the 60s and 70s, he pioneered a precisionist realism reinventing the American short story during the eighties, heading the line of so-called 'dirty realists' or 'K-mart realists'. Set in trailer parks and shopping malls, they are stories of banal lives that turn on a seemingly insignificant detail. Carver writes with meticulous economy, suddenly
bringing a life into focus in a similar way to the paintings of Edward Hopper. As well as being a master of the short story, he was an accomplished poet publishing several highly acclaimed volumes. After the 'line of demarcation' in Carver's life - 2 June 1977, the day he stopped drinking - his stories become increasingly more redemptive and expansive. Alcohol had eventually shattered his health, his work and his family - his first marriage effectively ending in 1978. He finally married his long-term parter
Tess Gallagher (they met ten years earlier at a writers' conference in Dallas) in Reno, Nevada, less than two months before he eventually lost his fight with cancer.Displaying 1 - 30 of 6,703 reviewsJuly 14, 2009I'll announce the cliche of my loving this book before you beat me to it.I'm an overeducated, mock-contemplative early-twenty-something with a penchant for strong male voices (despite my feminist leanings) and a distaste for anything too sentimental. I was raised in the tradition of "Show, Don't
Tell" and hold this closer than even my favorite teddy (whose name is Atticus.) My middle name is "Minimalism." My other middle name is "Ooh, that sounds pretty."With that out of the way, yes, of course I loved this volume, and probably for the reasons you'd expect. Raymond Carver's name should be in lights. Everyone who likes this book is going to tell you that one of Carver's strengths is his knack for understatement. I'm guessing what they're getting at is Carver's ability to keep all the mechanics
of his stories imperceptible beneath the surface, with maybe a few out-of-character exceptions (the alcohol device in the title story being one). There's also the fact that Carver seems to accomplish things in the span of one page that so many authors would kill many more trees (and possibly small children, and maybe even a puppy or two) to achieve; see the opening page of "Tell The Women We're Going" to see what I mean. How many authors can convincingly sum up the entire personal history of two
characters in only one paragraph?Beneath the tightness of each story there seems to be a distinctive pulse. Not the rhythm of the language. Rather, the kind of pure life energy that all artistic works strive for (or at least they should.) When stories took turns ("for the worst" is implicit), what startled me more than each outcome was often the fact that I was so moved by them each. It's because of this pulse that characters who existed for only 3 or 4 pages still seemed to walk off the page and become
real. And that's probably what will make these stories linger in my memory.People often seem to speak of "Raymond Carver's America" when they're trying to grasp these stories. I don't know what that means, or if Raymond Carver's America is anything like mine. Whatever it is, it's tortured and beautiful. And I like it.January 16, 2015A collection of slice-of-life short stories that mostly go nowhere and end ambiguously, and for some damn reason I loved them. Carver gets mileage out of yard sales,
photographers offering their services, accidental death, a night of bingo, doing things and doing nothing, talking yet saying nothing.As a reader, I was frustrated when some of the stories went nowhere. I expected and hoped for big conclusions, finality, and instead I got dudes driving away from confrontations holding ashtrays. But then there would be subtle moments of human nature revealed, true revelations of our unnecessarily complicated lives, that would make me catch my breath. I read this over
20 years ago and I'm afraid some of the particulars of the collection escape me. However, what I'll not soon forget is the quiet desperation Carver made me feel for everyday people whose lives had derailed. I was in college and full of life. Middle-aged regret is not something kids of that age tend to fully understand, yet Carver made me feel that horrid indecision, that deep-seated pain. These are emotions worth enduring for the price of reading this beautiful prose.September 4,
2023HummingbirdSuppose I say summer,write the word “hummingbird,”put it in an envelope,take it down the hillto the box. When you openmy letter you will recallthose days and how much,just how much, I love you.Capturing bliss in one word, crystallising tenderness and love at once into a precious gift and a delicate act of remembrance, Hummingbird, the affectionate poem closing this collection, charmed me in its endearing simplicity and ended up as my favourite - reading this short poem
magically transporting to the moment of receiving and later cherishing of a letter or a postcard dear, the one you keep close to you and take with you until it is ragged, almost perished, the words barely discernible anymore, a four-leaf clover in your heart for the rest of your days.Before fortuitously coming across this bilingual chrestomathy of 17 poems in the local library - a selection from Carver’s All of Us: The Collected Poems, which is a compilation of his 5 poetry collections - I only knew and read
Raymond Carver as a short-story writer. A few of these poems strike as miniature stories, vernacular in tone, narrative and direct in style, the nightly atmosphere and a certain rawness at times reminding me of some of the songs by Tom Waits, hanging out in a bar like in the long opening poem You Don't Know What Love Is (an evening with Charles Bukowski), or at the ramshackle party of booze and despair in Union Street: San Francisco, Summer 1975.All poems are love poems, Carver’s narrator
observes in his poem For Semra,With Martial Vigor and obviously not all but most poems in this collection consider love. The simple pleasures of love. The sweet comfort of holding hands giving strength to endure time consuming us (Through the Boughs). The delight of watching the beloved dancing a minuet (The Minuet), or the reminiscence of that enchantment emanating from the eye of the painter who has lost his muse and wife (Bonnard’s Nudes). Hips, thighs and loosened hair celebrating in the
dark sensuality of liberty (This Word Love). The traces on a lip left after a wild night(Yesterday). The bittersweetness of longing and hope, the pain of losing love (Still Looking Out of Number One), of loss and grief, of missing, of transience, evoking tenderness and melancholy without threading onto mawkish ground, conjuring up a quiet night where a couple unobtrusively breaths together closing the day in the intimacy of their home (The Best Time of the Day), or seizing the simple joy and warm
thoughts when coming home where the one you love welcomes you (Waiting): It’s not that house. It’sthe next house, just overa rise. The housewhere trees are laden withfruit. Where phlox, forsythia,and marigold grow. It’sthe house where the womanstands in the doorwaywearing the sun in her hair. The onewho’s been waitingall this time.The woman who loves you.The one who can say,“What’s kept you?”Honest and powerful, minimalistic and suggestive, reading this tiny collection struck up a
delightful acquaintance with Carver’s poetry.2017 20th-century american-literature April 1, 2023The world is a hierarchical structure... It is a pyramid...The serfs never had it good. But I guess even the knights were vassals to someone. Isn’t that the way it worked? But then everyone is always a vassal to someone.Little men have their own little vices: drunkenness, unfaithfulness, spitefulness... And little men have their own little handicaps: stupidity, silliness, incompetence...It might seem a little man is
capable to have just a little tragedy but to every little man his tragedy is biggest in the world.What We Talk About When We Talk About Love is moody and it goes like the blues - sad and hopeless...’I just want to say one more thing.” But then he could not think what it could possibly be.Sometimes a thought is lost and never found.January 23, 2025In genul scurt, Raymond Carver (1938 - 1988) ramine, probabil, cel mai influent prozator american. Stiu, in Romania, povestirile nu se vind prea bine, chiar
daca cel care le-a scris se numeste Borges, se numeste Cortazar, se numeste Carver, se numeste Bolafio. Si e pacat. Raymond Carver a impus un stil si 0 moda. A compus o proza laconica, fragmentara, din care lipsesc toate conjunctiile ,cauzale” (pentru ca, fiindcd, deoarece, intrucit etc.), ceea ce o face de-a dreptul enigmatica. Autorul trece peste explicatii si nu-l lasa nici pe narator sa se destainuie pina la capat. Povestitorul este, de obicei, un individ simplu si aproximativ educat. Mai este si instinctiv
(ca la Faulkner). Nu-1 duce capul la definitii riguroase, la generalitati filosofice, la explicatii fine. Nici macar cind discuta despre iubire. ,Iubirea era atunci cind Ed ma tira pe jos si ma dadea cu capul de podea; iubirea era atunci cind ma facea tirfa”, marturiseste in extaz o doamna (Teresa) dupa citeva paharele de alcool. Povestitorii lui Carver vorbesc cu un haz nespus, fara sa-si dea seama de umorul lor instantaneu, nepremeditat. Singurul care este constient de acest rezultat este autorul. Dar el nu
face nici un comentariu.In ,Pungi”, un parinte cu mari intrebéri etice incearca sa-i explice fiului cum a cazut in pacat fira sa vrea. Ceasul rau! Povesteste intimplarea dupa cum urmeaza:,Ei, si nu peste mult timp ride scurt de ceva ce spusesem. Ceva ce putea fi interpretat eventual in doua feluri. Apoi [femeia] mé& intreaba dacé o stiu pe-aia cu vinzatorul ambulant de pantofi care-i face o vizita unei vaduve. Ridem amindoi, dupa care ii spun una un pic mai deocheatd. La care ea ride de se strica si-si
aprinde incd o tigara. Apoi, se-ntimpla ca dintr-una-n alta, ma-ntelegi. Am sarutat-o, ce mai. I-am asezat capul pe spatarul canapelei si am sdrutat-o si numai ce-i simt limba strecurindu-se in gura mea. Intelegi ce zic? Poti sa o duci asa si si respecti toate regulile, apoi deodatd nu mai conteaza nimic. Pur si simplu da ghinionul peste tine, stii? Dar totul a durat foarte putin. Iar dupa aia, ea zice: ~Probabil ma crezi curva sau asa ceva' si pleaca. Eram atit de agitat, stii? Am aranjat canapeaua si-am intors
pernele. Am impaturit toate ziarele si am spalat pina si cestile din care am baut. Am curatat si ibricul in care facusem cafeaua. Si-n tot timpul dsta mé gindeam cum o sa dau ochii cu maica-ta. Mi-era frica” (pp.53-54).Capodopera acestui volum este, recunosc, povestirea ,Atit de multa apd atit de aproape de casa”. Citiva tipi gasesc o fata inecata intr-un riu, dar continud sa bea si sa pescuiasca intr-o deplind indiferenta doua zile la rind si abia cind trebuie sd se intoarca acasa anunta politia. Devin, fireste,
principalii suspecti. Sotiile vor sa-i paraseasca. Au noroc insa si vinovatul e prins. Femeile, ca de obicei, se razgindesc.In incheiere, as mai adauga un ,daca”. Daca as fi foarte tinar si as avea de gind sa scriu proza, mi-as cumpara negresit volumul lui Carver si l-as citi in mod repetat cu creionul in mina. De la nici un alt prozator nu poti invata mai mult cu privire la conciziune si la asezarea epitetului potrivit linga substantivul potrivit. Ceea ce, se cuvine sa recunoasteti, nu-i putin lucru.January 18,
20214.5 stars“This is awful. I don’t know what’s going to happen to me or to anyone else in the world.” I'm not so sure that now was a ‘good’ time for me to read these joyless, if not downright disturbing, stories. To be honest, I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to wallow in such darkness. I may have pulled the above quote from "Gazebo", one of the seventeen shorts in this collection, but it pretty well sums up how I felt when I turned the last page. The paradox here, however, lies in the fact that I loved
nearly every single story. I'm not sure what that says about me, because by nature I don’t enjoy feeling gloomy. There’s something about Raymond Carver’s writing, in its frankness and economical prose, which knocked me completely off balance. “The two kids were very much in love. On top of this they had great ambitions. They were always talking about the things they were going to do and the places they were going to go.”While reading this, I was also watching a young, first love disintegrate into
fragments. I remember as a child, my grandmother always used to say “Ain’t love grand.” I found the lyrics to some old song from the 1920s, and I'm pretty certain this is the version she echoed. I used to believe her when she uttered those words. Well, it turns out love is a lot more complicated than “Just wait until you strike it, there’s really nothing like it.” It doesn’t necessarily get any easier with practice and experience either. Raymond Carver knew this. For the most part, his characters lead
difficult lives. Lives torn apart by alcoholism, violence, infidelity, disease, and mere drudgery. How did these men and women plunge to such depths? Did the alcoholism precede the unhappiness or vice versa? Did boredom pave the way to infidelity? We don’t always know how they got there, but we certainly see the damaging aftermath of such destruction. These stories are short, to the point, and jolting. The dialogue is precise and authentic. People talk just like this! I swear I was sitting at that table
along with those two couples throughout the titular story, “What We Talk About When We Talk About Love.” I'm bracing myself for the next Carver I pull off my shelf. “... it ought to make us feel ashamed when we talk like we know what we’re talking about when we talk about love.”classics-shelf favorites kindle-book-i-own March 28, 2022This collection part of the 1980s Vintage Contemporaries series includes seventeen vintage Raymond Carver, including Viewfinder - An abandoned husband chucks
stone as he is photographed up on his roof by a door-to-door salesman/photographer who had hooks instead of hands; A Serous Talk - An ex-husband expresses his rage when his ex-wife takes a telephone call in the bedroom by cutting the telephone line in the kitchen; One More Thing - A husband, wife and daughter accuse one another of being nuts. To share a larger helping of what a reader will find in the pages of this book of early Raymond Carver short-shorts, here’s a bit of detail on the title story
alone with my sidebar comments:What We Talk About When We Talk About LoveSymposium: Two couples, Mel and Terri, Laura and the narrator, Nick by name, sit around Mel’s kitchen table one evening drinking gin when the topic of conversation turns to love. Sidebar: Echoes of Plato’s Symposium and, of course, the meaning of symposium is a drinking party. However this is 20th century Carver county America, so the object of love remains always women for men and men for women - not even
close to seeing the opposite sex as the first step on the ladder leading to a more generalized universal love of philosophic wisdom. Dionysius, One: Terri lived with Ed before she lived with Mel. Terri tells how Ed loved her so much he tried to killer her, dragging her around the living room by her ankles, while repeating, “I love you, I love you, you bitch’. Thus, the four launch into a debate about Ed’s madness and passion being true love. Sidebar: Ed embodies the ancient Greeks myth of Dionysius, the
frenzied, drunk intensity of unbridled passion gone wild. Dionysius, Two: Mel relates how Ed would call him up on the phone to threaten his life and once actually tried to kill him. Mel had to buy a gun for protection (completely out of character, he admits - he’s a cardiologist, for God sake!) and he and Terri lived like fugitives. Terri, in turn, says how when she left him, Ed drank rat poison causing serious facial deformities. Sidebar: Raymond Carver noted how a little menace is good for the
temperature, good for a short story. Very true, Ray! Since Mel and Terri were personally so threatened by Ed, the whole tone of the discussion on love takes a much more serious turn. Dionysius, Three: Ed shot himself in the mouth but he didn’t die - he was taken to the hospital where at one point Mel actually saw him. “His head swelled up to twice the size of a normal head. I'd never seen anything like it, and I hope I never do again.” When Ed was in his hospital room dying with his much swollen
head, Terri sat in the chair next to him, counter to Mel’s wishes, right up to Ed’s last breath. Sidebar: As these two women and two men drink their gin, Terri’s compassion for Ed is the sole example given in the story where love transcends physical attraction for any of them. True Love: Laura comments how she and Nick know what true love is, as they touch knees and Nick makes a big production of kissing Laura’s hand. Terri tells them they are still on their honeymoon, even after being together for
nearly two years, but just wait. As an afterthought, Terri tells them how she is just kidding about that "just wait." Sidebar: Like hell Terri is kidding; she knows from experience that at some point the honeymoon ends, but Laura and Nick are in honeymoon mode now, which is the pinnacle of love for each one of these four, thus her jealousy. Probing Question: Mel waxes philosophical when he acknowledges how he loved his first wife very much but now he hates her guts. Same thing with Terri in her
love for Ed, same thing for both Laura and Nick since they both were married previously. What happened to that love? And if anything tragic happened to any of them, their partner would find someone else to love. Sidebar: Good question. Why is such a powerful, all consuming emotion for one person alive within us for a time then it either dies or turns to an equally negative emotion? Even when it comes to something that doesn’t change, like music, the type of music we love changes over time. Why is
this? DOA: Mel relates a story of love that really impressed him, a story where a drunk teenage driver at high speed slammed into the car of a seventy-year-old husband and wife. The kid was DOA but the husband and wife were at his hospital in traction, bandaged head to foot, in the same hospital room and the husband tells him though a mouth-hole in his bandaged head that what really depresses him isn’t the accident or being injured or the pain but the fact that he can’t turn his head and see his wife
through his eye-holes.The White Knight and His Kids: Mel says how he wants to be like those medieval knights in their armor where nothing can hurt them. Then, tipsy with gin, Mel wants to speak with his kids. Terri cautions him that his Marjorie (Mel’s ex) might answer the phone. Mel becomes extremely angry and upset, tells everyone how Marjorie is bankrupting him, how she doesn’t marry her goddam boyfriend since she wants to still continue to collection money from him. Knowing Marjorie is
allergic to bees, Mel swears he will show up at Marjorie’s front door wearing the white suit of a beekeeper and let loose a hive of bees to kill her. Sidebar: Echoes of Ed and the spirit of Dionysius as Mel is possessed with the mad desire for destruction and killing.Silence: All four fall silent, sensing how Dionysius isn’t all that far away - it is only a matter of what can set us off. The story ends with Nick’s reflection: “I could hear my heart beating. I could hear everyone’s heart. I could hear the human
noise we sat there making, not one of us moving, not even when the room went dark.”Raymond Carver, master of the short storyMarch 29, 2025“What do any of us really know about love? It seems to me we're just beginners at love. We say we love each other and we do, I don't doubt it. I love Terri and Terri loves me, and you guys love each other too. You know the kind of love I'm talking about now. Physical love, that impulse that drives you to someone special, as well as love of the other person's
being, his or her essence, as it were. Carnal love and, well, call it sentimental love, the day-to-day caring about the other person. But sometimes I have a hard time accounting for the fact that I must have loved my first wife too. But I did, I know I did.”I have read this volume several times, and this time listened to it. So it’s very important to me. In a former life I got an MFA in short fiction, in the eighties, and at that time the premier living short story writer, or certainly the most stylistically influential,
was Carver. He himself, a minimalist, would seem to have been himself influenced by Ernest Hemingway. And maybe noir fiction: Very simple, straightforward prose. Carver was particularly a working class fiction writer, an alcoholic writing about booze and the effect of booze: “Drinking’s funny. When I look back on it, all of our important decisions have been figured out when we were drinking. Even when we talked about having to cut back on drinking, we’d be sitting at the kitchen table or out at the
picnic table with a six-pack or whiskey.” and people on the edge of serious collapse:“We opened our eyes and turned in bed to take a good look at each other. We both knew it then. We'd reached the end of something, and the thing was to find out where new to start.”Grace Paley wrote a story collection entitled Enormous Changes Happening at the Last Minute, but this is Carver, and the changes for him are cataclysmic. Booze, divorce, but also with stripped down language: “All this, all of this love
we're talking about, it would just be a memory. Maybe not even a memory. Am I wrong? Am I way off base? Because I want you to set me straight if you think I'm wrong. I want to know. I mean, I don't know anything, and I'm the first one to admit it.” “There was a time when I thought I loved my first wife more than life itself. But now I hate her guts. I do. How do you explain that? What happened to that love? What happened to it, is what I'd like to know. I wish someone could tell me.” Devastating.
Clueless. Lost. Drunk. Sad.And elegant: “The light was draining out of the room, going back through the window where it had come from.” Besides the title story, I love many stories, including “Why Don’t We Dance?” about a guy going through a divorce who takes all of the furniture from his house and leaves it on the front lawn arranged just as it looked inside the house. A young loving couple sees it, assumes it is a yard sale, she sits on the bed, and then the guy comes home with booze and suggests
the couple dance, right there on the street. “Why don’t you kids dance? he decided to say, and then said it. "Why don’t you dance?”Surreal, devastatingly sad and sadly hilarious.“Viewfinder”: “A man without hands came to the door to sell me a photograph of my house.” "The Bath”: On his birthday, young Scotty is walking to school when he is hit by a car and knocked unconscious. "The Bath" is a predecessor of "A Small, Good Thing," one of Carver's most famous stories, which was published in
Cathedral. It is much shorter than "A Small, Good Thing" and ends on an ambiguous note as Scotty's mother goes home from the hospital to take a bath, which is where this version of the story gets its name.“So Much Water Close to Home”: At breakfast, Claire learns her husband Stuart and his three buddies had found the body of a girl washed up on the river shore upon arriving in the afternoon for their yearly camping trip. Instead of reporting the body to the police right away, the four enjoy their
vacation fishing, eating, and drinking whisky as they sit by the fire, ignoring the body still in the water downstream a bit. When Stuart talks to Claire this leads to a reconsideration of their relationship.This collection is stunning, but it is also threadbare minimalist, and as I understand it highly influenced by Carver’s editor and teacher Gordon Lish. These are great stories, as is, though later collections have fuller, uncut versions. But yes, read this wonderful collection!fiction-20th-century short-
storiesApril 6, 2018A estas alturas, escribir acerca de un libro de Carver (o de Carver-Lish, como parece ser este en realidad) es algo mas que complicado si uno quiere parecer original; serlo es del todo imposible. Tan imposible como no utilizar al comentar palabras o expresiones del tipo realismo sucio, desconcierto, silencios, como una cuchilla, soledad, frio, pufietazo en el estémago, lo indecible, inquietud, hechos cotidianos, violencia, relaciones de pareja, incomprension, alcoholismo, suefio
americano, crudeza, Chejov, sin concesiones, desolacion, sérdido, perfeccion, seco, sin adjetivos, fuerza, minimalismo, familia, autenticidad, extrafieza, esperanza, desesperanza, contradiccion, ruptura, hastio, directo al higado, infidelidad, laconismo, sugestivos, desorientados, ocultar, sin sensibleria, recuerdos de momentos felices, infelicidad, deseo de recobrar aquellos momentos felices, infelicidad... Y como no se me ocurre otra cosa, me limitaré a deciros que fue la pelicula Birdman la que me ha
traido estos cuentos de nuevo a la mente; mi reciente aficion por la relectura y la cantidad de afios que hace que los lei lo que me ha hecho volver a ellos; mi pésima memoria la que me ha permitido maravillarme virginalmente al releerlos; y la edad y la carga de lecturas que ya arrastro las que han intensificado aquel placer que ya experimenté con estos desnudos, terribles, sinceros y extraordinarios relatos. Era imposible.May 31, 2019He makes it look so easy. He almost makes it look too easy in this
short story collection, as though there isn't much here aside from spare language and even sparer "plot". But there is. The stories are deceptively small, but there's a depth of authenticity to these shrapnel blasts. In each of these stories, which explore the transience of love and the various ways we damage or destroy it completely, there is a hard, dark centre. * 'I Could See the Smallest Things' has a woman thinking of slugs as she looks at her husband in the middle of the night, a new vision of their
marriage coming to light.* 'So Much Water So Close to Home' is a story of men on a camping trip who come across a woman's dead body. The way they deal with it disturbs their women and everyone who knows them.* 'Tell the Women We're Going' tells how a senseless violence erupts from men who feel trapped in their suburban families.* 'Popular Mechanics', a story of the acrimonious split of a couple's assets, made me throw the book down as though it was a deadly snake. The visual it gave me was
too much to linger on.* 'Everything Stuck to Him' is about the pressures of early parenthood, a look back at a difficult but sweet time when a relationship still had tenderness.The other stories are also memorable, with the themes of infidelity and alcohol glugging through their veins. They aren't uplifting, that is certain. But there's a truth here, a humanity, a shared pain, that make them worth reading.As I mentioned before, these stories are deceptive. They are understated, and certainly underwritten.
The power of Carver's writing comes afterwards, in sickening waves, when you realise the implications of what it is you just read.Apparently this particular collection is heavily edited. After his death, Carver's widow fought to have his original, unedited stories published, under the title Beginners. I haven't read those longer versions, but I will say that these terse, clipped shots to the heart worked very well for me.2019 american literary-fiction April 10, 20241 first became interested in this book when I
read Haruki Murakami’s memoir What I Talk About When I Talk About Running. Any book that can inspire Murakami to steal (most of) the line must be worth reading. Mustn’t it? Well, I thought so, though it took me some time to get around to this collection of 17 short stories. The cover of the Vintage Classics version I read is sparse, and the blurb gave nothing away. Ah well, in for a penny... Originally published in 1981, the prose is lean and the general mood somewhat disturbing as Carver explores
the nature of life and love. As I worked my way through the collection, the stories seemed to increase in length and complexity. Many of the characters were not easy to like - many were alcoholics and adulterers - but there was a compelling darkness and variation that seemed to draw me, urgently, from one story to the next. Mid-way through I came across a scene I recognised, I'd seen it before in a film I'd much enjoyed: Short Cuts directed by Alan Atman, in 1993. In looking back at the film, I
discovered that Altman had based it on a group of Carver’s short stories. About Carver, he says:His stories are all occurrences, all about things that just happen to people and cause their lives to take a turn. Maybe the bottom falls out. Maybe they have a near-miss with disaster. Maybe they just have to go on, knowing things they don't really want to know about one another.And this seems to be the essence of it. Life’s miseries are not sugar-coated here. The stories are uniformly melancholy. But
overriding this is the feeling that as long as life includes the precious opportunity for us all to experience love, then maybe it’s all worthwhile.I did enjoy some stories more than others, with the title piece probably being the most memorable, but overall I'd say it’s well worth setting aside a short amount of time to experience this powerful collection.May 4, 2015Milan Kundera in his short story collection Laughable Loves, talks about the inevitable absurdity that revolves around the highly misunderstood
feeling of Love that begins with innocent stargazing but later tempt numerous meteors to destroy the vulnerable abode of lovers. Promises are ditched, mushy definitions are torn apart and even when other things remain equal or unequal; he/she still loves me just doesn’t matter anymore. What remains is this filthy carcass of emotions that some people tag along wherever they go while some bury it in the most unwholesome style in the graveyard of their hearts. A laughable business and some
compelling stories, which underwhelmed me initially but after reading Carver’s What we Talk about when we talk about Love, I reconsidered my reaction towards Kundera’s book and now I can appreciate it a lot more by reason of few hazy intersection points I perceived between these two works. I thought we’d be like that too when we got old enough. Dignified. And in a place. And people would come to our door.In an instant, the surefooted destiny stumbles and a suffocating despair assumes a
confident stance because when we talk, we often fail to communicate effectively and rely a little too much on the unsaid. Carver succeeds with this book because of the negligible distance he has maintained with the reality that defies the lofty motifs of life and explores the silent frustration of clueless mortals. The characters appear to be the uninspired architects of some amorphous structure that demonstrates their clumsy choices and in their attempts to justify the same, they toss around rhetorical
questions and alternate opinions without any didactic purpose. Every story implies a different concern rather than a direct reference to love that renders uniqueness to this collection, which elevates manifold by Carver’s minimalist prose. He often indulges a little too much with the privileges of ambiguity but it’s hardly a flaw in the light of wit and ingenuity that makes one come back to meet people who prolong their last goodbyes while taking every last thing they think belongs to their individual self
or to feel compassion towards the young couple who had some other plans rather than becoming young parents. ...it ought to make us feel ashamed when we talk like we know what we're talking about when we talk about love. Continuing from just another day to a deserted afternoon and crawling slowly towards an imminent night, these stories happen everywhere as the result of some unnatural disorder that human beings were able to conceive so it’s better to think and feel a little before we talk and
listen.celluloid my-2-cents no-kidding February 3, 20194Laso dwai lgio t5 oy (iuzsi o) .. bl jso dasll xias abuw bl (i o5 2z JSuw o aable gl joi8, jauad acgomoJune 11, 2016If I had a teacher in high school who assigned Raymond Carver, I would've gone bananas for What We Talk About When We Talk About Love, a 1981 collection of seventeen stories published in literary journals in the '70s or early '80s. After being required to read Orwell and the goddam Canterbury Tales, reading So Much Water ¢
river and wait until the end of their weekend to report it--would've been like ducking a bullet fired from a gun. It would've left an indelible impression on my teenage mind, caught between a Doors phase and a Pubic Enemy phase. Today, not so much.Exploring Carver's fiction for the first time at the age of forty-three, I feel that in many ways I'm over this. Like listening to someone coming out of AA with their raw stories, epiphanies and apologies, I'm happy they're exorcising their demons, but I can
only tolerate point blank despair for so long. I was, is and will always be a big fan of Short Cuts, the bold 1993 film adaptation in which filmmaker Robert Altman relocated the Carververse to contemporary Los Angeles and whose script drew in part from four of the stories in this collection. While the spiritual root canal on screen was numbed by the humor and humanity of its cast, in printed form, these tales are bleak.My favorite stories were:I Could See the Smallest Things (Missouri Review, 1980). In
which a woman named Nancy wakes on the night of a full moon at the sound of her backyard gate opening. Her husband Cliff passed out, she puts on her robe to investigate and finds their neighbor Sam Lawton, formerly a friend of her husband's, out exterminating the slugs that feed on his rose bushes.Sacks (Perspective, 1974). In which book salesman Les Palmer visits with his recently divorced father during a layover in Sacramento. Unable to unburden himself to anyone else, the father relates to
the son in detail how he ended up breaking his marriage vows with his mother. This idea made its way into a scene between Jack Lemmon and Bruce Davison in Short Cuts.The Bath (Columbia, 1981). In which an unnamed mother and father stand vigil beside their young son at the hospital after he's hit by a car and slips into a coma. Canceling their son's birthday party and ignoring the cake they'd ordered, they draw the wrath of the alcoholic baker. Andie MacDowell & Bruce Davison played the
parents and Lyle Lovett the baker in Short Cuts.So Much Water Close To Home (Spectrum, 1975). In which Claire is shaken by the behavior of her husband Stuart, who despite discovering a woman's body on a weekend fishing and drinking trip with his buddies, waited until they were on their way home to contact the police. This act, which seemed reasonable to Stuart, gives Claire no choice but to look at her husband in a new light. Anne Archer and Fred Ward played the couple in Short Cuts.
Everything Stuck To Him (Chariton Review, 1975). In which an unnamed couple on holiday in Milan revisit their past when she asks him to tell her what it was like when they were young. The man recounts the time their infant daughter came down with an illness and he had to choose between a fishing trip or staying home with his family. While I was able to race through these micro stories in less time than it would take me to duck from combat gunfire, providing some of the same sheer joy and terror,
they didn't cast the same spell they would've had I discovered Raymond Carver in high school. As an adult, I've met enough addicts--recovered or otherwise--to know how miserable they make their lives and those closest to them. I don't need that behavior illustrated to me anymore. That said, the effect of reading Carver was palpable. This material got into my bones. There's a closing time quality to these tales that I can only imagine is like a barfly staring into an empty bottle at 2 a.m. like he was
staring into an abyss.In 2009, two decades after Raymond Carver's death, his widow Tess Gallagher helped editors William Stull and Maureen Carroll restore all seventeen of these stories to their original length in a collection titled Beginners . By their accounting, Carver's editor Gordon Lish had excised up to 70% of Carver's text, which indicates that readers and academics have come to appraise Carver's speeding bullet style and bleak vision after only reading 30% of his work. I plan on purchasing a
copy of his edition and will review it at some future time. As for What We Talk About When We Talk About Love, it gets an incomplete grade.anthology fiction-generalDecember 2, 2013I've read five stories so far in this book of short stories and I want to write what I'm thinking long before I've reached the end of the book, so this is like a pre-review; my first impressions that may or may not change after I've read the whole thing, but so far, the impression that the first story gave me has persisted
through the next four stories.This book is by an author I'd never heard of but it came highly recommended to me and after a little looking around online I saw that the author is revered as one of America’s greats; a master story-teller. Being a writer of short stories myself, naturally I was interested in reading a master I had previously not known about.I had pretty high expectations. I'd even been saving the book somewhat like a treat. I have many books to read and I'm usually reading at least one in
print and one in digital concurrently. I bought this one in print and each time I'd finish a print book I'd think of starting this one, but I'd put it off for a better time when I could really enjoy it. The time seemed right on this 4-day, holiday weekend.I read the first story, looking forward to seeing the author’s brilliance. It started off like just about any story and then it went on a few pages and then it was done and I just went, “Huh?” I didn’t even get how that was a story. I read the next one and it was the
same. Here’s a person, and they do something and they say some things and The End. By the third story, I got to where when I reached the end of a page on the right-hand side of the book, I realized that I didn’t know if the story was over or not. There was no way to know if it was going to continue on the next page because that’s how the stories are. Think of that. You can'’t tell before turning the page whether the story has reached the end, or if there’s more to it before it’s suddenly and disjointedly
over. I started thinking about the Acknowledgements and how the author said he’d received a grant from the National Endowment for the Arts. That made me think of Robert Maplethorpe and Andres Serrano with his Piss-Christ “art.” I started to wonder if Carver is just some semi-talented rebel favorite of the left who is celebrated because he blatantly goes outside the norm. He doesn’t have to actually do anything brilliant as long as he defies expectations and conventions.I also wonder if I'm just not
sophisticated enough to get his brilliance, as if I'm standing in a museum looking at a painting like Whistler’s Mother and going, “Huh? What’s so great about this? I don’t get it.”It also reminds me of something I read once about a professor of music who analyzed The Beatle’s music and described all of the brilliant and sophisticated things they had done and he went into great technical detail describing their advanced musical genius. John Lennon read the book and said something about not even
understanding what the guy was talking about. They had just written songs - that’s all.--Okay, I finished the book, hating the author more and more as I read each story. Each time I finished another non-sensical story without a point, I kept thinking of all the rave reviews and how this guy is the “master” storyteller.I'll give him credit for being able to really bring you into a scene and create realistic dialogue, but shouldn’t a story be more than just that? I would think any good writer must be able to do
those things as requirements - but he has to go beyond that and maybe even have a point to the story. It’s not sufficient to just take a camera and zoom in on two people in the world and give us some minutes of hearing them discuss some dysfunctional aspect of their lives and then zoom out again.I was also extremely annoyed with his speech attributions, telling one entire story with the narrator saying things like: “I'm going outside,” she goes. I go, “Why?” “Because it’s warmer out there,” she goes.
She goes, “I won’t be long.”And in two of the stores he used no quotation marks at all, and in one of those, a person IN the story was telling a story to another character. I had to keep re-reading paragraphs to understand what the hell I was reading. Was that dialogue?? I'd get to the end of some of these “stories” and want to tell the author, F*** you! I wondered if this guy said to his best friend, “Watch this. I'm going to write another piece of shit story and everyone is gonna fawn all over it and drool as
they praise my brilliance. hee hee.”I also thought of how his writing could be compared to a painting. Imagine if someone painted a toilet. And the critics raved about what a master painting it was. I (and maybe you) would look at it and say, “It’s a freakin’ toilet. What’s so amazing?” “Look at the handle! It’s like the last person who flushed the toilet had an oily thumb and you can see the whorls of their thumbprint on the chrome. It’s magnificent! And my god, just look at the shitstains! You can
practically smell them. It’s pure genius!”Well now you should have an idea of what you’re in for if you read Carver. Maybe you'll see his writing the way my friend who recommended this book to me does and you'll love it. The guy has talent. There’s no denying it. I'm just not sure if he ever knew what to do with it. One of my thoughts of him was, “A government-subsidized wannabe Salinger.”My final thought is, if I knew my worst enemy was a compulsive reader and was going to end up stranded on an
island for the rest of his life with nothing to read, I'd like to fly over and drop this book on the island.January 22, 2012"Booze takes a lot of time and effort if you’'re going to do a good job with it."Indeed. If one wanted to distill the stories within this collection down to a pithy, inverted, Hallmark-style aphorism, this would be a top contender.(Click For Review Soundtrack: "Little Person")Drinking and smoking and talking: these are the true main characters of Carver’s world (and make no mistake: he’s
summoned and crafted a distinctive world). Okay, we can quibble and refer to this trifecta more aptly as the true plot devices perhaps. In any case, these things, whatever we want to call them here, are not merely a thread uniting the stories, but a thick multi-braided rope, the sort one of Carver’s blue collar archetypes might use to drag a freshly felled (by hand) oak through the snow, or, more likely, to break their fall while snapping their neck in a final, irredeemable act, right after polishing off a fifth
of cheap bourbon.Basically, the character’s names and jobs seem to matter less than the brand of booze they're downing, or the sort of receptacle they extinguish their cigarettes in. At the same time, though these things seem to stand out, the characters do not feel like mere vessels for Carver’s words. They somehow mysteriously manage to be sympathetic, despicable, objects of pity, curiosity, and so on. But basically everyone is miserable in one way or another. Carver’s characters cause the ol’
chestnut that "Misery loves company" to take on a new and energized tone and hue. That shit really comes alive and drunkenly tap dances upon the page.And herein lies the magic of Carver for me--how does he do it? I say "magic" in both in the colloquial, metaphorical sense of "pleasant," "enchanting," and so on—and also, more so, in the sense of literal magic tricks. How does he do it? You see this famously spare narrative before you, you see the extremely narrow range of subject matter (drunk, sad,
average people, being drunk and sad and average) repeating to the point that stories easily begin to merge into one another, you see the distinct lack of purple prose, the bluntness of it all, and yet you're being affected in a tremendous way by it all, to the point that it becomes oddly difficult to explain. Affected in a way that you feel you shouldn’t be, given the way your descriptions of the work look on paper.Perhaps the problem is that every way in which I'd like to describe the depth of these stories
simply comes off as an unspeakably repetitive cliché that almost makes me shudder. Another thought that crossed my mind is that it almost feels wrong, like morally incorrect, to try and put some new, clever, summarizing spin on these stories (and the superior collection Cathedral, which left me more or less wordless in my "review"). To try and wax analytic with such raw slices of life does indeed seem to miss some Point that may or may not be hovering about. But I ultimately feel that it’s also not a
grave sin to do so, or to want to do so, rather it’s a reflection of the desire found in each and every story of Carver’s--to find some company, for our misery and otherwise. To exchange pieces of ourselves while we can. I’ll just have to save it for a night with You, seated at a table, with a large ashtray and a long line of adult beverages trailing behind us.May 4, 2021axls wllg 09 839370 Juolii 3 ums aigliie pamsailll kel ,sazs)l ,ouiznll ,xiall Jls>ls bzl jesidly HLuSiVl lgde clsy wlpasidlyailize aybul wlsde
wife more than life itself. But now I hate her guts. I do. How do you explain that? What happened to that love? What happened to it, is what I'd like to know. I wish someone could tell me. What We Talk About When We Talk About Love ~~~ Raymond CarverNot so long ago, I commented on my friend Cecily's review of a Raymond Carver story that I'd never read his work. She suggested I start with a collection of his work rather than a one off ~~ you can check out her review of this same collection
HERE. Following her suggestion, I picked up a copy of What We Talk About When We Talk About Love. This was the perfect collection for me to start my Carver journey. What We Talk About When We Talk About Love is a collection of seventeen short stories that deal with average people ~~ people you encounter on a daily basis ~~ facing truths, coping with loss, and watching love come in and go out of their lives. These people live ordinary lives; one is apt to encounter them at any usual place ~~ on
the road, barber shop, bakery, hospital ~~ and yet, these mundane people are masterfully celebrated as the very force that propels life.Much like Ernest Hemingway, the writing is straightforward: clear, precise, unsentimental. Carver shows simplicity and brevity are powerful merits in literature. The first three stories in this collection lead us to three different men enduring their relative lonesomeness. All desire to reconnect with life in some way ~~ the man in the third story wishes to reconnect with
his wife ~~ she who would only let him hug her if he washes his hands.We peek into the mismanaged jobs and love affairs of a couple. We learn of love manifesting with families and friends; we wait with parents waiting for their son to awaken from a coma. A Father mocks and then is distressed by an unusual event in his town. We glimpse families and friendships that have fallen apart or are starting to fall apart. These stories speak volumes with spare text ~~ nothing is explicitly said.In the title story,
two couples try to unravel what love is ~~ the more they talk, the more they struggle as words fail them ~~ love evades definition. Carver's characters try to convey the feelings that they experience throughout these stories ~~ mostly emptiness. This is a world filled with unfulfilled ambitions, inner pain, violence, and yearning. What We Talk About When We Talk About Love was nothing like I had expected it to be and I am glad it wasn’t. Raymond Carver's stories are richly told in simple but powerful
language. Highly recommended.classics short-stories-novellasJune 12, 2019This collection of short stories offers brief glimpses into the darker side of human nature, with some things acted upon, others left to fester in the mind. Snippets of life, what truly lies within one's heart and the capacity to act on it. We become privy to conversations not meant for our ears, and witness a tug of war that left me stunned. I always appreciate an author who is confident enough in his work to allow the reader to
come to his own conclusions. That's what happens here.July 31, 2019Except for the title story, I found these stories tiresome. By the time I got to the title story (which I've read before) in its penultimate spot, I was beyond tired of all the drinking the characters did; and because of that, I liked the title story a bit less than when I read it in isolation, though I agree it’s his masterpiece.l wasn’t interested in most of the characters and I disliked the deadpan lines that concluded most of the stories,
apparently the doing of Gordon Lish, Carver’s editor at the time. But I can’t blame Gordon Lish for my dislike, as I took a detour to read the later “Cathedral” and liked it only marginally better than most of these. Blaming Lish also doesn’t take into account the multitude of Carver fans who prefer the Lish-edited versions. I can only conclude I don’t enjoy Carver for the same reasons I don’t care for Hemingway. Bare bones leave me cold.January 6, 2019having an "i can only finish books that are 150
pages long and it STILL takes me an excessive amount of time" kind of week.or month.or year.or lifetime. WHAT HAVE I BECOME.3-stars classics eh October 31, 2017Raymond Carver is simply one of the best post-war American writers, simply because he keeps everything within, simple, crisp and clear. He honed his writing craft to such a degree here that this collection may well be his best work. Focusing on lonely men and women who talk, drink, go fishing and play cards to pass the time of day.
Told in a minimalist style with a razor-sharp sense of how people get along in a contemporary America using dialogue that reads like an absolute dream. There's still something cerebral rather than emotional about the stories, but this alienation is part of Carver's package. If you want to see beautiful craftsmanship and feel in the mood to take a wry andsometimes sad trip through the lives of average Americans with stories of failed promise or everyday accident then this is for you. Short-story telling at
it's grandest. america-canada fiction short-storiesDecember 14, 2009My fucking head hurts. I should be writing my thesis, but the math part of crunching the data is hurting my head. It shouldn't though. It should be easy math. I'm dumber than I used to be. Instead I'll procrastinate, and share a review I wrote 6 years ago for another website that I haven't written a single thing on in just about 6 years. All date references should have six years added to them. After reading MFSO's review I wanted to
make some comment about a line that I really like in the first story of this book. Instead of going to find the book, and type out the line, I just found this old review that mentions this line. The old reviewAbout five years ago I read a couple of Raymond Carver on the recommendation of a friend. I hated the books. At the time I thought what was so great about very short stories where all the characters seemed to chain smoke constantly, drink hard liquor and watch their lives fall into dissolution around
them. I ended up selling one of the books to a used shop for a dollar and kept the other one only because I loved the title, What We Talk About When We Talk About Love.A couple of months ago I had an allergic reaction to the excessive verbosity of writers like Rick Moody. This reaction coupled with an interest as a struggling writer to see how one can write effectively and minimally I pulled out Raymond Carver again and sat him on my to be read pile of books. This time when I read Raymond Carver I
didn’t get hung up on the repetitive drinking and smoking but focused on the writing itself and saw the simple genius in these pages.Take this example from beginning of the title story of the collection:My friend Mel McGinnis was talking. Mel McGinnis is a cardiologist, and sometimes that gives him the right.The four of us were sitting around his kitchen table drinking gin. Sunlight filled the kitchen from the big window behind the sink. There were Mel and me and his second wife, Teresa—Terri, we
called her—and my wife, Laura. We lived in Albuquerque then. But we were all from somewhere else.On a quick reading this might not seem like much. In the story this is about as much space that Carver gives to the general background of the characters and setting. Looking at the passage though every single word is packed with meaning hidden behind the simplicity of the words. Carver never uses big words, he writes with everyday language. The language of people who go to work everyday, have
pitiful lives, find solace in a stiff drink after work and are more likely to watch a sitcom then ever pick up a book. Going back to the passage I picked (sorry if this is starting to sound like a school paper), look at the line (my favorite in this passage), "We lived in Albuquerque then. But we were all from somewhere else." In saying nothing really this line illuminates to me a transient loneliness that places a fleeting solidarity in the afternoon drinking. (2009 interjection: holy shit was that pretentious) In the
verb tenses Carver chooses he places this one moment in time as one that may never be again. I shouldn’t belabor the point though.The stories are filled with Carver being able to choose a short phrase or sentence that can capture the entire mood of a scene.The themes that Carver chooses are slightly limited. In this collection there are mostly stories about loneliness. The loneliness of married people, the ways that the disappointments in life eventually catch up and leave an emptiness, and the
hopelessness of a life that needs to just be lived even after the thrill of living is gone (yeah, just like John Cougar Mellencamp). In these stories of hopelessness are the small moments of tenderness that make life worth going on for, and it’s these moments that the collection a bittersweet feeling without any syrupy sentimentality.Raymond Carver was a master. He singularly created a body of work removed from anything else in American Literature. It’s possible to compare him the Hemingway, except
that the comparison falls away once you move away from the simple language both authors use with razor sharp precision. The closest writer Carver reminds me of is a stripped down version of the Russian Short Story master Anton Chekhov. January 11, 2019What We Talk About When We Talk About Love is a collection of seventeen very short but potent stories that reveal the raw and ragged face of love. No, love is not a many splendored thing, as Frank Sinatra would have us believe. Carver tells us
that love is fragile. All the stories speak of love that has lost its shine. It is a despairing view of love and sobering, especially because Carver steered away from sentimentality or exaggeration.Several stories talk about love blighted by drunkenness and/or infidelity or love that is simply worn out by the realities of marriage. Carver himself was once an alcoholic and wrote convincingly about the wreckage it caused. In ‘Mr. Coffee and Mr. Fixit’, the narrator and his wife both attend AA. The wife has an
affair with Ross, a fellow AA member who has nothing to recommend him. He has a limp from a gunshot wound his wife gave him and he now has a younger lover on the side. What’s in it for her, you wonder. Of Ross, the narrator said, ‘He was in his mid-thirties when he went under. Lost his job and took up the bottle. I used to make fun of him when I had a chance. But I don’t make fun of him anymore.’ The narrator may have lost his wife but he has not lost his ability to empathize with a man similarly
scarred by alcohol.Infidelity looms large in several stories. In ‘Gazebo’, a couple managed a hotel together. The guy has an ongoing affair with a cleaning maid his wife has hired. He persists in his infidelity while simultaneously claiming his wife to be his one true love. How wearisome. In ‘Sacks’, a middle-aged man sits at a bar and confesses to his son an extramarital affair with a saleswoman who comes to his house with a sack for his wife while she is out. In the bar, as a silent refrain to this man’s
confession, a woman is observed flirting with two men. The father seems genuinely sorry when he told his son, “I liked to have died over it.” This regret is expressed by the philandering man in ‘Gazebo’, yet nothing really changes.The realities of day-to-day living, such as responsibility, ill health and other personal crisis threaten the fabric of a marriage and wear it thin. In ‘Bath’, a mother orders a birthday cake for her son but he meets with an accident, and she ends up sitting in the hospital with her
husband (both frightened and worn out) waiting for their son to wake up. In ‘After the Denim’, a couple goes to play cards in a community club and catches a young couple (both dressed in denim) cheating at cards. The man is livid at their dishonesty but the evening is not ruined until his wife finds out later in the toilet that their hope of having a child is dashed again as she is spotting. Typically, in Carver’s stories about seasoned wedded folks, their challenges are set against the carefree and light-
hearted air of younger courting couples (e.g., in ‘Why Don’t You Dance’ where a young couple is seen buying a bed and TV at a yard sale of a man whose marriage has ended.) In “After The Denim’, one cannot help but wonder if the denim-clad couple knew what awaits them after all that physical touching and cheating at cards is over.The strongest story in this collection is the titular tale in which two couples sit over gin and tonic and debate what love is. With Carver, one must pay attention to the way
he sets the background in which his stories happen. We are told that ‘The afternoon sun was like a presence in this room, the spacious light of ease and generosity.” The conversation starts out well but gets more difficult when Terry, one of the women, mentions a lover who has tried to kill her and even beaten her up. She is adamant that this is love. Her husband (Mel) is vociferously adamant that this cannot be love. Questions are tossed into the air: How long does love last? Is love only as long as a
memory? Carver dimmed the lights as this debate dragged on wearily. The narrator has this to say, : ‘Maybe we were a little drunk by then. I know it was hard keeping things in focus. The light was draining out of the room, going back through the window where it had come from...” When the story ends, the room has gone completely dark.It is frightening to contemplate that love has the potential to turn violent and hurt those in its path. In ‘A Serious Talk’ where a marriage has broken down beyond
repair, a man visits his wife and children on Christmas Day and almost sets the house on fire. In ‘Popular Mechanics’, a man who is leaving his wife gets into a fierce tussle with her for their baby with dire consequences. Meanwhile, there is dirty snow melting down the window pane with the darkness outside mirroring the darkness in the bedroom and in their lives. Read Carver. These stories are tautly written and pack a punch. What is love truly? The collage of love presented here is not a pretty one.
One thing about its nature seems clear. Love requires nurture and careful tending, failing which it will languish and die.March 24, 2020A week after I finished this wonderful short story collection and I honestly can’t write a few words that could do it justice. I tried several times and the only thing that comes to mind is the nightmare we’re all currently living.Never ever in my life did I expect to see the things I've seen for the last two weeks. At first I thought this was only the media doing what they do
best; alarming people. But I was wrong (or I didn’t want to believe I could be right) and a couple of days later I was literally in the “eye of the storm” watching people behaving like the world was about to end and the thing they needed the most during the apocalypse was toilet roll! After a couple more days watching this madness on the front line I started to feel (more) scared, not of the virus itself but of people. I couldn’t, still can’t and don’t think I will ever understand what’s going on on people’s
minds. Everywhere I looked, all I could see was people behaving in the exact opposite way of what I thought (and still think) was the right thing to do at the moment; carry on living a “normal” life. But I know (I really get it now) that of course it’s a lot easier to live a “normal” life when someone lives the way I do: work, home, read, think, go out for some fresh air, read a bit more and go to bed and to think a bit more before falling asleep. I now understand that I've actually been training all my life to self
isolate from all this madness. I don't like this. I like silence. I like to be on my own. I like nature. I like books, words and stories and the thing I like and admire the most is people like Mr Carver: people with a keen eye for human nature.May 24, 2023A collection of short stories first published in 1981, but feeling a couple of decades older. They are heavily edited versions of Beginners, which I reviewed HERE). Comparing the two versions of these stories demonstrates that Stephen King's assertion that
"The editor is always right" is not necessarily true. See my review of On Writing, HERE). Each is a vivid glimpse of people at a troubling time in their lives. One of the early ones contains the line "Booze takes a lot of effort if you're going to do a good job with it" and one expects that to sum up the collection, but they're more varied than that. Most concern recent or imminent loss, whether a partner, child, friend or home. Often matters are exacerbated by problems with drink and fidelity. There are few
really likeable characters; more references to fishing than might be expected; misogynistic aspects and not much humour, yet they were fascinating to read.A few stories are positively disturbing (e.g. a brutal and pointless murder), but there are insights and questions too. Where does love go when it dies? How do you come to terms with the violation of the sanctity of your home? Can there be love if there is also violence? How does a functional family fall apart? Some of the characters are keen to
explore these matters overtly ("There was more to it, and she was trying to get it talked out" and "We'd reached the end of something, and the thing was to find out where new to start"), but others are victims of circumstance or just go, unthinkingly, with the flow. They are very short, and some were included in Robert Altman's 1993 film, Short Cuts, including The Bath (starting with a boy's birthday cake) and Tell the Women (the grisly one).I've written a full review of the original, longer version of The
Bath, called A Small, Good Thing, HERE.Overall, I'd rate them 3.5%, but I'm feeling generous, and Carver is revered, so I rounded up.short-stories-and-novellas usa-and-canadaJanuary 6, 20210tvaram oc¢i, gledam u strop, sluSam zvonjavu i pitam se Sta nam se to dogada.Ove Karverove pricice su nesto osvjezavajuce i svaka od njih mi je pruzala osjecaj da postoji neka nit iSCasenosti kada se prenaglasi ljubav u onom prakticnom smislu. PriCe zauzimaju prostor od Cetiri do pet stranica, ¢ime se cijela knjiga
za vrlo kratko vrijeme moze procitati. Karver jeste Stur na jeziku, ali ta asketska atmosfera koju on pruza je nesto Sto se ne vida tako ¢esto. Svaka recenica nimalo stilski uobli¢ena daje preciznost Karverovom naumu, da bez okoliSenja gada tacno u centar. Ima neceg tajnovitog u jednostavnim postupcima njegovih junaka (koji su Cesto na ivici ludila), i u onome na $to su oni potaknuti da urade. Karver nije eksplicitan, njegove price se malko ¢ine nedorecene, pa Citalac treba da uzme Citav kontekst same
price ne bi li iz nje izvukao kraj. On postepeno uvlaci ¢itaoca, prvo mu servirajuci blage, malo veselije price, a kako one odmicu sve se ¢ini kao da ne postoji svijetlo na kraju tunela ili i ako ga ima, ¢ini se kao da je taj kraj tunela bio pogresan. Njegovi junaci obi¢ni radnici, frizeri, kelneri itd., su rezignirani, smljeveni od sistema u kome se nalaze ¢esto nemaju snage da bilo $ta govore, zivotare u braku u kojem je sve manje braka, a sve viSe jaza i nelagode. Ucestala stvarnost obi¢nog ¢ovjeka, prolaznika,
komsije zar ne?February 28, 20211 don't know about you, but I've never really seen the fuss around Carver's writing...yes, I get the "unique, outsider" stuff that's been plastered on him, but I spent years reading outsiders' work when I was an agent and, with that deep pool of experience to draw on, I think the only reason you're seeing this review at all is Gordon Lish.He latched onto something in Carver's writing. He polished that something. But he polished it into something it never was before, and
this is incontrovertible because Carver's widow Tess Gallagher didn't much like what Lish did and undid it. Here's a whole Wikipedia article about it. Also the plot gets summarized, a task I don't want to do myself.The specific story I'll refer to is the title one, What We Talk About When We Talk About Love. Originally titled Beginners (read the full, unedited story here, behind The New Yorker's paywall; you can have three free reads a month, and this one's worth burning one for), the story is a four-
person Decameron of lower-class life, a series of sad, slatternly people narrating the dead ends of dead people. A modern name for that is grit lit, or use the older group noun "noir" that intellectuals in the 1940s slapped on similar stories (especially their movies) to shake the last drop of piss off them. Fancy labels make all things better, establish their Worthiness for Inclusion; it's why there are fads and rediscoveries.But if you read Carver's letters to Lish (again, the paywall applies, but I'm less sure it's
worth burning a free read for this), I think you'll see how much Carver was replaced by equal or greater quantities of Lish. Editors do, always, leave their own DNA in a writer's work. It's part of a collaborative process that, at its best, makes the read that much better for the reader, and the writer that much better for the outsider's loving attention. But this, from Lish to Carver in 1982, after the fallout from this collection's contentious birth soured things:I'm aware that we’ve agreed that I will try to
keep my editing of the stories {in Where I'm Calling From} as slight as I deem possible, that you do not want me to do the extensive work I did on the first two collections. So be it, Ray. What you see in this sample is that minimum: to do less than this, would be, in my judgment, to expose you too greatly. EXPOSE YOU is telling, isn't it; you're flawed, you're talentless, but *I* am here to protect you from the consequences! I'm also more than a little offended on Carver's behalf that Lish "deems" his work
to be the minimum to make the lumpen oddities presentable, an attitude I think Lish telegraphs quite clearly by using the verb "to deem":deem (v.)Old English deman "to judge, decide on consideration, condemn;, think, judge, hold as an opinion," from Proto-Germanic *domjanan (source also of Old Frisian dema "to judge," Old Saxon adomian, Middle Dutch doemen, Old Norse dma, Old High German tuomen, Gothic domjan "to deem, judge"), denominative of *domaz, from PIE root *dhe- "to set, put"
(compare doom). Related: Deemed; deeming. Originally "to pronounce judgment" as well as "to form an opinion." Compare Old English, Middle English deemer "a judge." The two judges of the Isle of Man were called deemsters in 17c., a title formerly common throughout England and Scotland and preserved in the surname Dempster.(This from the Online Etymological Dictionary, whose Chrome extension I use with great frequency and frequent delight.)I borrowed my library's Kindle edition of this
book, my own 1980s paperback having vanished decades ago. I read the Lished version; I read Carver's original; I can't say I liked one better than the other because I wasn't enamored of either. They're not bad. But I came away thinking "...and why was this work deemed (!) so marvelous as to deserve to be gefilted (gefilte fish (n.)1892, gefiillte Fisch, not a species but a loaf made from various kinds of ground fish and other ingredients; the first word is Yiddish, from German gefillte "stuffed," from
fillen "to fill" if you're innocent of Jewish ancestors) into this allegedly superior work presented by Lish?"Why bother? There is so very much work out there, quite a lot of it starting out better than Lish ended up making this collection, that one could more profitably spend one's time reading! Works by QUILTBAG authors, works by Black authors, Asian and Asian-American authors, Spanish-speaking or Arabic-speaking or Serbian-speaking authors...all so much more trenchant or squalid, if that is your
kink; yet here's this nice-enough collection (I re-read this one story, it's widely critically hailed as the chef d'ouevre, and it is the only one I remembered the first thing about, so you "you're wrong, I think it's wonderful" commenters are deprived of the usual favorite opening line) sucking up money and attention forty years on and for no particularly compelling reason that I can see. There are books whose titles are plays on this collection's title! It's that well known, it's some kind of cultural
touchstone.Try this: Imagine a lesbian had written these stories. Do you still think this would be a venerated cultural artifact? Much more likely it'd be a forgotten typescript in some poor, beleaguered agent's archives.borrowed downloads returnedjanuary 19, 2019“Drinking’s funny. When I look back on it, all of our important decisions have been figured out when we were drinking. Even when we talked about having to cut back on drinking, we’d be sitting at the kitchen table or out at the picnic table
with a six-pack or whiskey.” — Raymond Carver, What We Talk About When We Talk About LoveA series of 17 short stories averaging about 6-8 pages each looking at a different facet of love, its loss and gin. I may have put one star too many on some of these and accidentally left of a star when I should have actually included it it on several. I'm not sure. I know at the end of reading this collection Carver's stories haunted me for a week. They are sharp, small, devastating, and just when you feel like you
are used to the pull and gravity of one story, he drops it and starts another (leaving the last one stuck in your throat). I'm not sure if the minimalist feel owes more to Carver or his editor Gordon Lish. I remember reading somewhere that the tug-of-war over the length of some of these pieces was intense. Later, Carver's wife republished most of these stories in the the origial "directors cut" collection called Beginners. Think of this collection as middle-class white folks, drinking, and f-ing up relationships.
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