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by

Eyes Right

Springfield, VA    This is not a book review.  This is a rant.  In the Book World pull-out section of a recent Sunday edition of The Washington Post, there is a review of John Updike’s latest novel, Villages.  The review is written by Fay Weldon, a fellow writer,  who has a new novel to be published in December.

Weldon’s review, entitled Carnal Knowledge, is a fawning, lap dog adulation which shouts the praises of Updike’s obvious brilliance.  Ms. Weldon enthusiastically gushes that Updike’s Villages “serves as a wondrous sexual and social retrospective of small town living over the last half-century.”  Please!  As far as I can determine, this Kay Weldon person has never lived in the United States, much less in a small town in the United States.  She is, and has always been, very British.  She was born in England, and lived with her mother, sister, and grandmother in New Zealand until she returned to Britain to study economics and psychology at the University of St.Andrews in Scotland.  She married a fellow 20 years her senior, dumped him, and raised a son as a single mother working in London in advertising.  Having made enough money to afford psychoanalysis, she “found herself” and became a successful playwright and novelist.  You may recall her work as the author of the highly successful BBC production, Upstairs, Downstairs.  At age 63, she again divorced, this time Roy Weldon, the father of her next 3 sons, and married a poet, Nick Fox.  In 2002 she was named the first writer in residence at The Savoy Hotel, in London.  This is the person who wants to tell us about small town living in America!

I give you all this detail on the Fay Weldon, because none of it was provided by the Post.  So what we really have is one relatively successful British playwright/author producing copy for other pretentious fellow-writers to read while exclaiming what a wonderful writer Updike is, and, in particular, how clever his new book is.  But, make no mistake,  Updike’s book is essentially highbrow porn.  As with much of his earlier writing (e.g., the so-called “Rabbit series”), this latest piece of nonsense details the protagonist’s sexual experiences with 8 lovers and two wives on a grand road trip through the latter part of the 20th century.  What relationship this has to the real world outside the Northeast U.S. corridor of self-proclaimed intellectual heaven totally escapes me.  Over the years, I have had occasion to meet many of these people who rave about Updike, who sincerely believe that no one of intelligence lives west of New York or south of Washington, DC and who, instinctively, look down their noses at everyone else.  You don’t have to look far to find these types:  at least one could be found behind the podiums at the recent Presidential debates.

I thought you might like to know.

