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nher English translation of
IGabriel arcia Mirquez's latest

novella—his first work of fiction
in a decade — Edith Grossman finds
it necessary to enhance the Nobel
Prize-winning author’s original
title. Thus, Memoria de Mis Pufes
Tristes is rendered as Memories of
My Melancholy Whores, a subtle

ion that makes Mg

“5ad” whores seem far more |
and tragic. Unfortunately, su
meaki.nﬁ‘aon serves to iigh]j%’lg
the fact that there is very little that
is yrical, mystical or, for that
matter, melancholy about the

women — primarily itutes —
Marquez. e ﬁi";a, this
recent effort — which created such
frenzy in the his native Colombia
that the premature distribution of
pirated copies forced him to write
an alternative ending to outwit
copyright violators —will
disappoint ardent fans. Sacrilegious
as it may be to criticise Mdrquez,
Memories of My Melancholy Whores is
sadly bereft of the social g’tﬁmﬂq
heart-breaking }‘ynusm 5 L
imagination an ical realism
Thankfully, Mirquez's first line is
as provocative as one would expect,
taking readers h};‘sm-pnse and
imultaneously filling them with
disgust and desire: “The year |
turned ninety, I wanted to give
myself the gift of a night of wild
love with an adolescent virgin.”
Although the anonymous
nonagenarian cannot afford it, he
asks Rosa Cabarcas, the cynical
“owner of an illicit house,” fo

s
ical

arrange the encounter. From that
point on, though, the novella loses
its punch as it charts the
emotional oscillations of the
narrator, an unremarkable
journalist, who plans a sexual
exploit but instead discovers the
one sentiment that has eluded
him for nine decades: love,
untainted by sex.

When the narrator first sees his
virgin, she is “sleeping in the
enormous bed for E;lv naked and
helpless as the day she was born,”
having been drugged by Rosa
with a mixture of bromide and
valerian to calm her young
nerves. Qwing to the girl's
lethargy, the narrator spends the

night considering and caressing
her body. Since he cannot possess
the girl, he quickly finds himself
in love with her. Subsequent
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Price: 600 rupees these encounters, the narrator

remembers former lovers —he
admits to having bedded 514 women by the age of 50, all of whom he paid
for the sexual services rendered — and concludes that “sex is the consolation
one has for not finding encugh love.”

Such a premise — the love of an aged man for a sexual ingénue - carries
much literary baggage, a fact Marquez acknowledges when quoting from
Yasunari Kawabata's short story “House of the ing Beauties” n the
preface of the novella. Lolita, Deatl in Venice and Marquez's own Of Love and
Other Demons as well as several short stories have expertly explored the
overwrought themes stemming from pedophilic urges: guilt, desire,
morzlity, inadequacy, violence, seduction, escapism, delusion and fear. In
earlier works, Marquez distinguished himself Nabokov and Mann by
contrasting his characters’ perversion with the lush Iyricism of his prose
when describing sensuality and sexuality.







