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Von Will Self : How the Dead Live  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time, 
and all praised How the Dead Live: 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen1 von 2 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. 
Vulgarity FairVon Ein KundeAt first, I thought this novel was going to be about a problem that Britain now faces. 
With ever-greater life expectancy, there are many more old folk around than there ever used to be. Current pension 
advice seems to consist of saving every penny you have, and not wasting any cash on that deemed to be 'luxury'. 
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There's also a perception, which Self kind of touches on here, that there are so many old people around that they've 
become invisible. This literally happens to Lily Bloom, the novel's narrator. However, Self does not take this obvious 
approach. Characterisation, on this evidence, is not really one of Self's strong points. You get the feeling that Self does 
walk around in Lily's shoes, as Harper Lee would have it, but everything she sees is through Self's eyes. Maybe it's my 
prejudice, but I'm pretty sure that most old people would never be as coarse as Lily is, in thought and in language. This 
novel does nothing to address the perception that much of life nowadays revolves around 'yoof' culture. One example 
of this is Self's amusing comparison of car design with that of Nike style trainers (which he repeated, almost word for 
word, in his recent appearance on Brit TV programme 'Room 101'). How pervasive does George Orwell seem now, 
with the recent success of 'Big Brother' around the world. It's not long before the whole focus of the novel seems to 
have shifted to Lily's daughter, Natasha, who seems to be Self's junky alter ego. Anyone expecting great 
characterisation from a Self novel would have to be quite dumb, since this is not how he writes. Self's voice is ever 
present. His dictionary too, probably. I wasn't fazed too much by the language. It never interrupts the flow of the book, 
and is almost always understandable in context. I love the fact that Self lets rip with words, the fact that he dare play 
with all the notes. I suspect that he also makes up words, which makes me like him even better. In his use of guttural 
language, Self's text almost approaches that of Chaucer or Shakespeare, a reverential devotion to garbled Anglo 
Saxon. It could be that this book will stand the stead of time, whatever that means, as a result of his distinctive use of 
language. Not everything's perfect in paradise. Though Self's outspoken prose is admirable (he's not a Sweeney Todd 
of words), there are moments when he is extraordinarily insensitive. This novel was reportedly borne from Self's own 
grief, yet he stomps on the mourning of others' with all the might of a skinhead's DM. I have witnessed the public grief 
of someone who was directly affected by one of the notorious massacres that Self unthinkingly throws into the 
cauldron, and it deserves more respect than Self allows here. God help Self if he ever runs into anyone from the 
Hillsborough families who has read this book. In this uncaring procession of nineties' bloodletting, the novelist most 
lives up to his name. Self delivers a bizarre cul-de-sac treatise of death. Lily ends up in purgatory, black cab driven to 
a part of London called Dulston, where all the dead hang out. She's no Marley, is Lily. Although she keeps a close tab 
on what her daughters are doing, she has no gift of foreknowledge and chooses not to manifest herself. When Natasha 
does see a vision, it more about Lily's past than her future, and she's too stoned to make much sense of it. Lily is 
surrounded by her ghosts, the fat selves she dieted to death, the son she sent to death, and all singing, all dancing 
lithopedien which is only released with her passing. There 's also a mysterious narrator, who spits out italics from 
Christmas 2001. When I wrote a novel, I had to have a self-imposed deadline. Since it was about Soccer, I chose the 
first day of the 1998 World Cup, and I just about made it. Will Self wouldn't have needed to be a rocket pen scientist 
to have worked out that all things Australian would be in vogue at the end of this year. Lily's death guide, Phar Lap 
Dixon, is an aboriginal. Anyone dull enough to want to escape the Olympics won't find refuge with Self. He has an 
amusing turn of words, a keen sense of observation, and he utilizes 'Schindler's Lifts' in absolutely the correct way. 
Although the constant repetition of 'd'jew' dulls in comparison. On a personal note, one of the highlights of my trips to 
the old East End when I was a kid was seeing 'George Davis is innocent, ask O'Mahhoney' daubed on a bridge, and 
Davis gets a brief mention here. If Self had been more considerate of others' grief, and had mentioned O'Mahonney, I 
might have given him full marks.

KurzbeschreibungIt's 1988 and Lily Bloom, a 65-year-old American lies dying of cancer in a London hospital. As her 
two daughters buzz around her and the nurses pump her full of morphine, she slides in and out of consciousness, 
outraged that there is so little time left and so many people still to disparage..deIn 1988, sixty-five-year old Lily Bloom 
quickly succumbs to cancer in London. But after life there's death. Guided by an Aborigine named Phar Lap Jones, 
Lily is transported by a Greek Cypriot minicab driver to the North London dead neighbourhood of Dulston. There, 
accompanied by her lithopedion Lithy and her dead son Rude Boy, she's introduced to the twelve-step Personally Dead 
meetings, and watches over her living daughters--the cold, ambitious Charlotte, and her favourite, the heroin-addicted 
Natasha.Since Self's face, voice and, notoriously, his life story are familiar to millions who will never pick up his 
book, there's always the risk of over-reading his work biographically. Read this way, Lily is clearly based on his New 
York-born Jewish mother; large chunks of Self's much-publicised addictions are wittily retooled; and Self himself is 
sexily transmuted into the beautiful and glamorously doomed Natasha. But Lily is a feisty, articulate woman, with a 
complex history spanning two continents, two husbands, and a constantly recreated personality--a great literary 
creation. Self's longterm obsession with London provides us with the utterly convincing Dulston; his treatment of 
modern Jewish life in North London (versus New York) will find its fans and critics; and his sympathetic account of 
Lily's decline into her morphine-laden deathbed is deeply affecting. But ultimately How The Dead Live grows beyond 
such local concerns. Ultimately, this novel is about the vexed relationship between the local worries of contemporary 
Western life and a more transcendent non-Western spirituality--signalled by Self's opening gesture to The Tibetan 
Book of the Dead and by the all-seeing Aborigine Phar Lap Jones. Readers familiar with his satire and pyrotechnic 



wordplay--both still well in place--may initially be thrown by the book's unexpected lurches of narrative voice and 
locale and its mysticism--but they'd be well advised to give it a chance. How The Dead Live is a big book with big 
ideas, and quite definitely Will Self's most ambitious and mature work to date.--Alan StewartKurzbeschreibungIt's 
1988 and Lily Bloom, a 65-year-old American lies dying of cancer in a London hospital. As her two daughters buzz 
around her and the nurses pump her full of morphine, she slides in and out of consciousness, outraged that there is so 
little time left and so many people still to disparage. 


