BENOGHBEH L LT
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A. S. Byatt’s Sugar as a Requiem for Mother
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Bl 1%, TAATNVT ATRERBEIZLIZKOFERE Lehs, $FETLiE
SEVEETIZETT AL L O &M L TR S E M TW X DB DOWT
DFEDPFI L D DIEWFEZ 72 2 L BB LIS, HODPWHRIRHIT
Wah, BPIFETHEIzEs, CEXHLOFELZZED [AL4DZ L
HEOBRHIZEDI L ZENFTERV] [FHAIONTINZL Db OVHD ] &
Mol ohd [Yak—] IZonwT, FHEHFE [HEEELZLOBEE
EZHIOIXFOREFMA L] L5925 ATy, BELWELIZ LI
DVTELL LD OXOREEZHEHT I LA, FICHAO#HAKICE - T
W5k I EERBRRL, E5I, ZoWEEE, BEHOEY — T ORICIEL, A
X ENENAGOWFEERIWTAEE, HRDEE BT E T RICZ TN,
KEBWORNDOHPITHA AT NKENED RS> TSI EZREBL T, @t
%, FEHEONE LD LD,

F—7— R
TARFNY A, B, BLO R, 8450y,
AL WD B OV, S

Sugar ([ 277—]) HEOREB L OZDE XL, Jean-Louis Chevalier
D7 T v AFER “Le Sucre” I2fF 7z A S. Byatt H &2 Fe3C & 5
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HIENTEDL, €L T, ZDOHEFRUX, Passions of the Mind \ZINEk S T
W,

The idea for this story presented itself to me initially as a kind of
temptation. I had been thinking about the problem of the relations
between truth, lies and fiction all my life, first in the moral atmosphere
of my childhood and later as a professional matter, both as a writer of
fictions and as a university teacher concerned with the nature of
narrative. The formal patterns of “Sugar” rose up before me, seductively
elegant, some years after my father’s death, when I had spent much time
rearranging my thoughts about life, death, families and time. It seems
important to say that it was the formal element that came first. I did not
find an “appropriate form,” to quote Coleridge, in which to apprehend
my father’s death. Rather, I found I had used his dying — and secretly,
my mother’s later death also—in order to think about the nature of

truth and writing. (Passions of the Mind, 14)

BN FHATH o 2 THRR, RPERN, (FRICB-ThLdT oL
HELIEEWREOMRIIOWTE Lhl), KBOKEE, 4, i Rk
BIZOWTOHGDOEZZERLEZ) L LTV [T ad—] ok
W78 8 — U HUBRIICERIC VBN [HELHEIZLOMEEE RS
72, KBOLIBE——Z L TEMS, BOBBOEE S—Aio 7]
LB TRIOVZE A S NA Ty MIkR2, g, BEBORIE [Hr
W] NI NE RS RN o72DEA I D 2O [EMIT] LWVIHIFW
BLIEZDORBANDZ D) ZE LS ¥ D, HHDTATYTAT4 %
EZ BB, RRIIEL LCRICIEBE LBV SN L 1T~ L)
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BAOFMHE LTOAS. NA T v 1 [V ah—]
WHAEZZ 0 72 DD RREOTIHER SN RN R S h o072, %
LT, TATTH [#H&l & LTHIZREIY, BN 8 — 58 [k
MCBEREC ] SEBBI [2 a7 —] (3% & Mt 2 8) X 12 b iR 7o 1F
&% o7,

INAT w F ORI T 5FE 2T IR OMATEA F) ZABMED S A
HZENTE %,

The Penguin Book of the British Short Story Volume 1&2 ®#i# Philip
HensherZ, 7>V 0y —%fEdT512H720 A.S. 284 7 v b (A S. Byatt)
(1936-) 12819 & ZAHDKREL, HEDOME LIEHEIHELOMEmE A
N5 LHTEDIZEVTEL General Introduction THEY , WEEE P LIS
T %

Above all, the work of selection owes most to A. S. Byatt, who carved a
pioneering path with her 1997 Oxford Book of the English Short Story and
whose selfless interest and engagement in conversation and
correspondence gave me a lot to think about, I am very happy to
dedicate this anthology to Antonia, and to correct at least one glaring
omission from her anthology; she modestly left herself out, and it is a
pleasure to be able to include a superb story by my predecessor. (The

Penguin Book of the British Short Story, vol. 2, xxxvii)

A S. N4 7w MEWE D A 72 The Oxford Book of English Short Stories
@ Introduction DHT, FIMREIZANDITMETLHDIE, 9 F L TELEH
RHROB DR IZT OIEmRM—IEDH HEm TR, Fra B REE
A, TENZALT2WEETH Y, WMAZED L9 HRIGALVEMIEE FTAIIKIT,
R 7 L E OWEEIIE R T, JEF ISR TRV TS 2 W A 1Em THEBIA
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WL WEI RO LIZoE NIRRT VDS,

I found, reading in bulk, that I was developing a dislike for both the
‘well-made tale” and the fleeting ‘impression’ .... Many of the stories in
this collection break all the rules of unity of tone and narrative. They
appear to be one kind of story and mutate into another. They make
unexpected twists and then twist again. They pack together comedy and
tragedy, farce and delicacy, elegance and the grotesque. The
workmanlike English story is bland, and the great English story is
remarkable for its lack of blandness. The workmanlike English story is
even-toned and neatly constructed. The great English story is shocking
—even the sparest and driest—and hard to categorize. (The Oxford Book

of English Short Stories, xvi)

GRHY BB [vah—] b, M4 ZE2IERbLVA 0L R
EREDL, MFEHSE, KO EH > THELHEZLOWEEER /2
PEEL72 & S\ (Byatt, Passions of the Mind, 14), Richard Todd 124 & RO Wy 572
& # 2% (Todd, 8,12), Mariadele Boccardi I3IFH ICHEINTH 5 = & 2154
L7 T, REORETLTAT VT4 74 2 WL 7200RBEWES
ZEDNIZOVTOER, ROBEMED L S IZHENE S TlWRERE LT
% (Boccardi, 30)o & HIZIFFRMEA, ZEMROKE], Wiksd & OWH,
RONEEZEGET S L2l L TORMEMESR SRk A R AREDP D OFRAD
% (Hadley, 116),

AT, TR 2B EWRES 2 IOV TER L AP S XROEZ
HERLT L TIOEMPIFITHANDFK E o TWDE V) 2 L, &
2T BAT IV B ) ZZHPBRICRE RE#HERIZLTWE I &b
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BAOFMHE LTOAS. NA T v 1 [V ah—]
~ 72\, “The real thing, the true moment, is as inaccessible... More things
come back as [ write; ...” (248)Y LfFd < 6ND [T aH—] ITBVT,
B S B 72 5005 O BHZ DWW T ORISR, SE%& MLEIC L7230 L OXFES
DREHILTEDICENLDIE, LY DIFRHONE Y L RHITHT
5 [ OBV, BlEEE59T [/ 13, BEIWEEHCIETE
FHILNTEDLELED MERO [R] b W eHivThE T
Bo BEE TR RFEZETHMT VD, REIZIFBE L b b o B2,
K52 ERZPRYF L CEPERRRTANIZOS 72572, F
RZEPETTEE PP BVOWEL L TRALDPITEVE DT RN
SAEZZHANOWE B L E0MEmERIZEN S, Wakidmikic, HHICE
PRI MED 7 — T OFFD» 5 OPKAW L, NZThZ A5 OWEk
ZRHWTHE, kD ZORBEBIEZTHTFRICZTRIN, KRELGO
MO AA TN TRENE DLV >TWDH I EZRRLHEZHL
Ho [Tadr—=), #8, (R Ft# €L THENERS S\ (Boccardi,
30) TEEEZLE, BELLRMEEDE HEDLWFEL DT,

il

FY, TAATNY AW E2EZDDOICERE Y72 L &L
TBE7\w,

TAAT VY KIOWTH I 2 EA;RECHFONEHE, 57
TOMBRD K H72] (238) & [#] OFTEoTwbH I % [F] 3Mm
STWC, TNET v/ T5DTOEREZEHIILEDIEDLY 2 HES,
L2L, R ICEoTT AAT VS AIEH I 2055 ) Bk & (ZEMIS, “T
took pleasure, despite everything.” (239) &, 3% BT IZ L7 SCBOFER &
WHIRRIZ D bS5 T, LW 57 THEREEIEZTIW
DB Lo 2B OV TRET SRHAE T T80 H D
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WM DR 725720 T AAT VG LAOFEM O X 5 1[G %
CEREDORFoOMoHNE, [TF] 12E o TR,

THLEIX A A % “we all, my sisters and brother and I" (216) & XD FE
WEIZT DAT NI WK D, BRI R ARG L FVkEd o7z,
“My mother had a terror of direct confrontation with grief and pain. She
avoided her own mother’s dying; she did not attend her grandson’s funeral.
Nor did she come to Amsterdam. She affected to believe that this crisis was
temporary and inconvenient. I have no idea what she thought in her heart.”
(219) BEBLAS, HOOREBOBERKIZS, HOEXIZH, TAXT VT A
bR o7z0iE, BLARFHAICHIIT 52 L ICRHZRE L0572,
& TR I REBUCER 2R T T LTT ART VY LI ORBIAATE
THHZLIE, PRoTHEDOFRGHOH B ZES Z L 2ESICT
%o

It was just that discovered, during those weeks in Amsterdam, that I
needed an idea of the past, of those long-dead grandparents, and that the
idea I had, which was derived from my mother’s accounts, was not to be

trusted and bore no very clear relation to truth or reality. (219)

HEZOWTR, B LHWIHBOFEPEHTE 25050089 i
REZ LR ET AATIVY LI (R 125 2T hniz,

T L AT VY LDOFFEEEL “spotless” “civilized” (216) T, FDA % v 71
“seriously gentle” “spoke an English more perfect than might have been
found in any hospital at home.” (216) 7257228, i, #zmbeL7-10 > F V9%
Felx, A bF 4 FHT, YEEDHE S DL “smeared gowns™ (239), #filth
A% v 71 “brusque and sloppy” (239) &HiE S5,
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BN EL LTDOAS N4 Ty bE [Var—]

RENG HH 220 CHES D DB 72 720 ISR DRI T % 0 LR
2, TART VY AZREW 2 IEHFEERTHILD % CIERTH 2 05,
RBOFHHENZ &, TEMEMPIINE (ABLZ) Ty Fofgz 2T &
AL H B D BEAA TSR, LD A — VT BN TV 5,
L2 L, FEHEDOTAAT VT AIEW 5 ) Lz ORM 72550
FIEL, BRIZAES Db LV, FEHHFZEHTIE “All my life, I had held it against
him that he never talked to us.” (216) & ¥ Bz 17 5B b B35 12 TR o>
Zi, ol HEoZE (R o) XOWTIRICSHET. TAAT
W LADRFET, FEEEMR LI EZNEF/H{T LT, AEIZOWTE
AFDEIDOEREE LA, FOHT “Tam his child.” (217) & [FA] XMW
WA LT A. $72, “Amsterdam seemed fitter place for him, somehow.
Its strangeness was in a way life-giving.” (239) & 7 A X 7V ¥ MBI D
HWLUWC, BE GEAE) THEHILIRITHLER, wrh 2 b,

Tz VA=V &IV E T o7 BE T A AT L ENL AR IR
THr-7201F TR TlrH o7z (237) T EIFHEEL, Bro bl
RIHTD (R ITE, LY 7TV b7V A= VERE) Ewvn) A4
TZ o 7R HRMENT T EIUTET 72072, —T7, Iy REMEE N
Boe LIRERIASIE % 570 &9 TREHE ) 237, £, WHAAFHK—L
ZEPRTHEINT A AT IV L ORI ABE L7z TR 3Ty RiZowTo
FUR & BERTIC AN /N2 T Tw/z (236) 225, HT L RO ) DIk
Ty REMETE Lol ARBEBEO Ty RO A I ZADOREZMOIEIIIE
DA A—THPEET ET, HENLRDDZIT /2 RHIBT [FA] 135 &
2w (240)0

Ty ROBOBRINIHEOREZHi SN, PEORBIZDELEPLAT
WA, KBTI X BEE AT =T RZE S o720, TR 4T
be BEBCTIDETNERDIF L2 Ty ROEMENLLHA->TWAS
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[R ] ICIEHFE DR TR wis (237) 7225, i Mk KBUIVERR,
WERLEDINLDEL I,

F72, BBUIIREEMOEFEND, TAATNVNTLADOHLF T ¥ T —
Vb LHESbI, NBEPEIHTHMREL T AUz Fo03Z0E
WZERBLHNTW (234),

T ARTFIVTLE, [F] ROV T ORIER T ) ¢, EETL0
298 L7 dEH 2272,

I

BHIMEZ S 2L, DF ) HFOREITRD &) Wiz <2 & T
DNGYAREY, LETZDIREEZ b,
7P ESADERETFEHDPLZIME, 747 ar2EEETD [
BIRLFORAZWFE R 50 TOWREOTERITIE, FEY 72w, i
I, BRELZDENTZDAIS W EOBHR2S, (BT FEoh
LULDOEIWVENDH D, WEILZZLEho720RE, Xhb "a
terrible liar” (215) EFLNLBIF LI L& LT, BEEF UER
THG S E72, O & %07

I have inherited much from her. I do make a profession out of fiction. I
select and confect. What is all this, all this story so far, but a careful
selection of things that can be told things that can be arranged in the
light of day? Alongside this fabrication are the long black shadows of the
things left unsaid, because I don’'t want to say them, or dare not, or do

not remember, or misunderstood or forgot or never knew. (241)

F72, RREBEZSTH VLIRS L THSIhES MR Sk S
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BAORHIEE LTOAS. SA Ty b [¥ 29—
570, FHIXDOLBOEEEDOWLI/IZEFVIED, KIZIZZEDENEKET
Ehwl, BIEIRCESELFSLNDON 2 SN wOb [Fal i
Do E N Db,

I am nearly sure it was this dispute that gave rise to the direct
accusation of lying which so distressed my mother. She had always
maintained that she had been present at my grandfather’s deathbed; she
had been present, she led us to suppose, at the moment of his death.
The events of my grandfather's passing, the family intrigues and
stresses, the testamentary injustices only righted by the hurried return

of my father, the lawyer, were one of my mother’s best tales. (218)

B2 o MWL OBEKOROE R, [F] OB O Tid “Dickensian
melodrama” (218) % “Victorian novels” (218) &R L Y &y, AlEKRD S
LHEZELTORE, EBENTRZREEST L —0—& L TOXOWEE,
“one of my mother's best tales” (218) & L Tt &b, HERIXDF S @
DDA H, BHIAGDE Iz L) MR RIS 2 L TLo
ZEERD. WilREHM L THERZEDESRDITTIERL, BEo
T, BAOPZZICERTIIE LW E 25 2w 7i, #DRLEK
IZFE% ) BITHEK O TIRHIHEL AIEOBFIIERR 2 b D L 2 ) Eh LT
Vo 72T e MEEICSE ZIE, BHTE o TIRAZDERIZZ OYITy
72 &9 PRI TII R v BRI 72WERC S 512 [FA] oW bR T
S 72T TR IFRMET %0 BEITBETEIRSSOE#RZETUL, 4
O [H] FZolkFEe T4 27 M) THOAGE LTRELLVOZ,
NHNEZ DR A5 05015 3 22 Al ) illid 20 X o> & LI
HEINDEBEES T, FEL, HE, ERZLOrLHEALS (217) “atruthful
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man.” (232) OHFORXP TR Z, LW & &4 - 72FF “bias” D2
-7z “tale” “myth” “satisfactory narrative of his life” (231) Z&l->7-Z & 12
[F] 3R <

It was also clear that my father, during those last weeks, was trying to
form a just and generous idea of his own father, whom he had fought, at

a cost to both of them. So his account had also its bias. (219)

During those weeks, during that unaccustomed talking, which despite
everything was pleasant and civilized, as he meant it to be, he did try to

construct a tale, a myth, a satisfactory narrative of his life. (231)

FAUZ, KPS FE7-FH ORI % 7 A Rl “T am now almost sure that
it was he who told me and not my mother.” (218) “This story is my father's
unusually.” (221) 72 L& ZHIZHOTIE R XDOFELZ LMY 3oL 1L
[FA] OFRRIIBOWEETHER SN TS, BSOS THL T Lo
TARBLERE L Tk, TR 13ACBUC TR, BREARZZO#IE
TEZIHATRRL ] LH- THELTROE ) o BEBLIXV Wi
Th, Twiw] 2 & THIEERERT,

Earlier that year, when it had been she who was ill, we had had a similar
conversation, and I had said, joking and serious, “It’s all right for you.
You didn't inherit those genes.” Both of us, under stress, found this very

funny, we laughed, in complicity. (241)

B OWED E EEDNIRE, Wz 2 & THMDONT ¥ 22k
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BAOFHATKE LTOAS. ATy b [ 27—
S TWeDRZERHT [R] 1FRD L [F] PREBASHPA STV
&, LOREDTDITHEL AV FE “family myth” (219) 72,
KOZFHIZOWTORDOFE, ROWPIZZIF AL THRWOTIE
WP W) RROLESFE, BASROLEL L, &b OHORVHES
—ROEF o 72T WFRERH L VIEIEOHIZIE 2o 72 IEH = AR, K
JEDBENS, RERII 2= =Y a YEHSPRIORLTHE TS ——
DEIZHFD LN TS,

Perhaps I should now set out the elements of the family myth derived
from my mother’s accounts of my father’'s family. These accounts are
dyed with her own perpetual anxiety as to whether she herself was, in
the last resort, acceptable or unacceptable to them. Also by her own
most necessary, most comfortable myth that she herself had
represented to my father a human normality, a domestic warmth, an
ease of communion quite absent from the chill household and

extravagant passions amongst which he had grown up. (219-220)

KBINTHTOF - 7288 % “akind of Arcadian pleasure” (231) Z{i§ % 72
W72 EHRD BED N, WK DLOFTIIE - HELRETRZITNERS
Lol ) TRINEVEVREIIHE - 2RIZESTHGY [R5 E
THDHE] EWHIWFEPR Y L7 wh s 75, TR b, iz HEaiy
B, HOLEICHE > T “Tselect and confect.” (241) L EUEHEINL T 5
CLaRDDb, HELOIHEHOHTHAGZO  NAEZE LA LEET 5. AR
BERLZZDHIBR L7z FEMA 72D LTANEZHE LR LEL Y
7Z2ev) LRI AT TH R T NTzD7Z,

[FAL ZBOFEIROH 4, HRFEH L THEHIZ VD Ty REMEET
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RERE L) Ty ROTMEBY R LHEATT I L (236) 4%, Tk
22T “He was truthful and mad.” (236) & [FA] ASRRTW5 Z &1k
‘My mother had a respect for truth, but she was not a truthful woman.’
(215) L OMHIZBWT, EHIMHET %0

700 L EO Ty ROFAIXIFE A EWPEERES S ZHOT A5 TT
Hole’, TOLEART vy TN, SRR T TV AFETHEON
Too Ty RBBEMETFREELZLT, HHONT V2 E o T
BR 5o EETMITIE, TRTUITHT 2O H STIE S BA M S,
[WHRIE, 29, HRAEFLL SW—EBGLFL2TLERETHS ], [[E
RA] Ha T L5, REROH v 77 AT ] (2— 4-5,318), I
Y RO E CEIL, AL o T TR 128D, TR 3RO X &k
WCE o

He was not cautious, he lived dangerously. He felt his brains were
electric and his vision too much for his body. Yet he remained steadily
intelligent and analytic, mixing his colours, thinking about the nature of
light, of one man’s energy, of one man's death. ... He observed and
reobserved his own grim red-headed skull and muscles without

gentleness, without self-love, without evasion. (236)

Ty RIIHORS ZHLEDET, HOHFISHLELS S, £, &1
BIZBGRT, ACOLH ZEMz £ TICHIIcEig L), €L7%
L7z
FEBlO—RIZIE, 534 T ¥Ry —ikF ) X PEGEDTFHRTH
FUFNRERZITHSE VD “myth” (234) AMEb b, Ty kEFUF
I I NREEF - 728U, Iy A0 X912 “truthful and mad” (236) 12
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BAOPEIKE LTOAS. SA7 v b [3 29—
LoHRWEY, MO NT VA ELED72DIZ “not a truthful woman” (215)
ThHol-D7z,

ANHEHG OO T-DICE D hhrhEEZ S FfETH Y, H
BONEZWROWL DT L2012, HHTHZNEIZMSRMICHE
OHRTAAEDH DO RFLZAEEEIRLMET 5, TNH) T TELRWY
A, RBHCREZ&T, ARLZT Y RE, HEERTEZORIEEZL
BEZONDL, ORI OWTITEIBW R ERITMR, HVERS 72%
WNdEEVE, TAVADFEELZEMA STV EZELELNE (A—
1) AL, BlomAabRIUE, &9 LTHHTDLIIED &9 Wik
BlD BB ENTERLRY, BMHONT Y 22 REH L TIEICES
7DIZLEZ HND DI, AREEEFEH O Joel Voss 12 & U H o F I DBk
WKWRRLAMZRZD, HEOEDOWNICEEDOTEE DD, it
W L7z W i & LW SR E — S & L) LTIz D BERZ L v
Jo BIFDODLDRLRNHDORZIT AN T2 VFFHIE S L2, [F] ok
0L LONL, HEOUDIED £ IR FMO G2 LT 5L 25,
T vkl “truthful” (236) THEHFEH, Thaxt0FFZIFANII L
LT “mad” (236) 1275 72

TyRIZHT UL, KFE S IRELBMOFLEEZ 572 F R 5,

T RTOAMOE N E#PT 2O HE2F W22, o2 L THEHT
HDLDNT ¥ AT o Tl

My mother drew back from all human dirt and muddle. (237)

LaL, BBICIE—29 LW TEWHERESH - 720 ZFHITH
ooy — R,
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The idea she gave me of the family in Conisborough is skeletal and
discontinuous. She liked to tell the same few exemplary episodes over
and over: the strange behaviour of my grandmother with the teapot, my
own first wintry visit to the dark Blythe House, the never-quite-
explained indifference or aloofness of my father’s family to my parents’
wedding. She faltered in telling this, and I think told differing versions,
in some of which my paternal grandfather attended briefly and in some
not at all. Something had hurt her badly, and when my mother was hurt
to the quick the narrative power became disjunct, the odd sentence

failed to reach its verb and died on a question mark. (220)

ISR OFE 2§50, BHIOZH ), XKTOREOMBELR LI 2L E
WOWTRHELCHPITH 2 L13% <, RFOXBIIZADALMELZ,
S Lo 72 ERIDICHEAED D, BRIV ELHOVIRE,
HISCHEWZAT 72 O BYE D 2 v g 2 SCRBER L TR D B0 SLOFELILIC
BOLOBEAMEIKM SN TWE I LI [F] RS Lo THSD
MG CTEXLWHEL DT TETNEEBALEL LD TE RV, Lo
THALENSEED LWEERROP > THD TRIATE 5, PRI
DV E IR WEEZ A A 9 LATEED BAA B A%, WEkiIAE, &
FHZLEhoT

K HIED & EFHONIREZD, O, bbb Nlikido & 0 &I
PRebPLPTRIEERANLZET > TH Lo XOBURNDEELUCE %
Sy, b LARREERWHETH,

FHIM 2 MO NIZEF IO W5, EOF A LIRS 5 S 23 2 UL
{ o BERMRERED LD 72 TR 3ELT 5.
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BN EL LTDOAS N4 Ty bE [Var—]
My mother’s accounts of my grandmother’s selflessness were like
pearls, or sugar-coated pills, grit and bitterness polished into roundness
by comedy and my mother's worked-upon understanding of my

grandmother’s real meaning. (229)

BPBRICADOZY Y — Faiho 7z [MIEARLICHRIHFE T, Bx
WEED L%, RIIEOBRICANZo7z0 k] LikE o TRzl
BDLLADE, RICEHELAFLHSICD TN, ZHBRviAdH el
TWVbo WHIRLHOWCYEEOHIZA Y ARKEMONT ¥ ZA %L H &
LTwa,

The grit inside the pearly sugar-coating was a fear of rejection by both
women, perhaps. I nearly just turned round and went home,” my
mother always said, and always added, “but it was just her manner, she
meant very well, really.” And “she was really very fond of me, she came

to see me as a daughter, I was a favourite.” (229)

BRI -720 9 —D2DOMEEA D 5. %11k “Her Cambridge was the
Earthly Paradise” (223) &\ 7 v 70 v VRFETHR LS ZHATZDICE
DFREENPE RN ENDEIo 7 [RESZ—FOEE] L) Wike
o720 TOWFEIZADAD ) ETLH25, ) ELTEY, THAMEENAHY,
HEGE L7225 ZORMEZ E LMY L THI7A L o THINT %,

What I was afraid of, in the days when I first learned about her [Gladys],
was the “normal’, the respectable, the quotidian domesticity which my
mother claimed to be happiness, suffered with savage resentment, and
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exacted payment for, from those she cared for. (223)

T 72, BEUS LWELD o N % 3% ) R R SA0NE o TREFIRBE IS A - THL
ERITEL o 2 XBLOH Gladys (222-223) %, BEIZ “quite mad” (223) &
FLDS, WWOREAEFICAL I 2B/ TW [ 1E “hopeful and
exciting” (223) & B o7z, THIXEHTRES, HEORELFICHIG:F
HWET (R EREBTw 2,

B, 7774 AR ERDVPATOLHDBLWREE V) 7Y b =128
ALTL B2 &2 Mmuillio7z0 Z4U%, H250 L TAIY 75k
—REAHZZ—FOFEE—~OREL LR LN 5. FRIIHAE
LCRAZET T 74 RAIREBEHIZ S 721 N R\

My mother in fact hated any incursion by any guest into her fenced and

indomitably comfortable domestic territory. (222)

BHIBED — oD% 15 & VRd . B (215), #EEM (216), 75
A ML= a YRBLWRY O (220), ALY (223), HKD 0%
R (223) TS EDT B DO T EW OB,

WEHEREZ, B EESO ZOOBHE RO KO BFEITOWTKRD X
RIS Do

FEZZORPIZB T, EEDOWHEEZ S > Twb, DD, B

AHETHHEMNREE, §TNTRHEAZATIRICES LS HENZ

HZb20THb, NHOHBLNMIZIZZD L) ZMEmZ 2D

ToHbo HEMZEIEIT CTMTEZ S, BENZIEL, F&bziy

ELOLNNHRTELHEY, FEOOHYZ ST, MRETE
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BAOPAHKE LTOAS ATy 1 [V ar—]
b M 2IEIZB VR S TV RIREL LTRO 5N AL, WiH 2
RRREE LT [BETAH] LB LB EROLNDLD, Tkl
LhHLEL, HIIOLENPLLEELTMAELODTH L, (THHOHE
Jél, 199)

BRI FRE2ELCUATECAMER>—F, HOoomfe LTiky
BN TUARAAREILEELME D, [FA] ORLBOMA L&D,
BRAEIZHE DT AN F =TT A LARAARTE LD, HAEH2SELD [
ERHIFEICHGOWS, E5IE— 0K EE X TV 2 FICAGOR
W BLo [f] ICHEER AT TELIGEVR VY, oo k)L
F—OWEZ -FZF20RELD [R] 75

She also told other kinds of story, all the time latterly, all the time we
were in her company, monotonous, malevolent, unstructured plaints, full

of increasingly fabricated evidence of non-existent wickedness. (215-6)

AL (R QRO T EN R AA TN R WIEZTOMRS &2
ML L) ETHEIVDHo72 BIWHZA > ThALPEEZ L%
HL, TLCTRIIWZ: TR 3WREAID 2 REEL T2 B2 EA DT,

v

Bo [F] 1%, #HEOBBRMERETHEIETHHUTW S,
TS TR LM UEOTRIEDN D GA T THZ o2 TR 12
Ebhhrblwnd,

1 knew she had been the kind of child I was, speechless and a reader, 1
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knew. (245)

ZLT, RARHRBE, ENRE, BOBEFHSOBIZE)FVWTYS
L, Bah 5% DBIEFZZITHRATHDE E/]S,

Now, in moments of fatigue, I feel my mother’s face setting like a

mask in or on my own. I have inherited much from her. (241)

KA T [R] 1, BAEEZEALDPMELRLKETEI o7
oz LL, FHoBIL, BE2ERLE > TRHEHEL .

My mother had a respect for truth, but she was not a truthful woman.
She once said to me, her lip trembling, her eyes sharp to detect my
opinion, “Your father says I am a terrible liar. But I'm not a liar, am I? I'm
not.” Of course she was not, I agreed, colluding, as we all always did, for
the sake of peace and of something else, a half-desire to help her, for
things to be as she said they were. But she was. She lied in small
matters, to tidy up embarrassments, and in larger matters, to avoid
unpalatable truths. She lied floridly and beautifully, in her rare moments
of relaxation, to make a story better. She was a breathless and
breathtaking raconteur, not often, and sometimes overinsistently, but at
her best reducing her audience to tears of helpless laughter. She also
told other kinds of story, all the time latterly, all the time we were in her
company, monotonous, malevolent, unstructured plaints, full of
increasingly fabricated evidence of non-existent wickedness. But that is
another matter. I did not set out to write about that. I set out to write
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about my grandfather. About my paternal grandfather, whom I hardly

knew, and about whom I know very little. (215)

KPLOEVIED X2 R Lo, BIEFSFVWRL ) B2 &%2 LT
RUTHD [Fh] OBERT [ZARZ L3 AV] LHETL L9 ) %h
Fo KEOTPHERZIT 72— 0L TFHOED [F] 3o b oK)
% L7-L, “As a small girl I believed what I was told, including this myth,
despite having lived for months with my querulous and cross maternal
grandmother, despite daily exhibitions of my mother’s frustration and rage.”
(220) EHDFH T LIIMTHE L. BoWiEoF s —FRiEI Nz
DIE, [FA] AAEBITIZIT E A LM S W) DL BERBUROFEZ, FRE
ZHORVWI DD NP OFEEZH ETRERRELLT S LELTW
720

FEBOSFFEL G LIALT 2 2 L ICRITRLZD [#] &, BoRHw
BT TTAADLS NI AN RPBEED L ) IR LW EF o2k (223),
Wix LBl v, bEDIZDHROLBRI;IRENTL DA, £
O [FA] OREAEAT) W 727EM7Z

ZLT, B REORWZH O > THRELEZEZKSZLIZEST, H
BOWLTE2EEEZa Y Pa— W LITEI L7225, TNEH-724%0
[FA] 1%, W2 IEODLRB o720 BAFT TR 38RIC, Ty Roklini:
k7T a2 VR DTEA TEXBLOBEAZ & I L 72 b I EHCfE R %
AxIEDHDBEIENTE,

Immediately after the war she had once told me that when it began she

had thought through, imagined through, all the worst possible things

that could happen, to England, to my father. “Then I put it behind me
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and simply didn't think of it any more,” she said. “I had faced it.” As a
little girl, I found this exemplary and admirable. Action is possible if you
stop off feeling. Some chill I had learned from my mother worked in
Amsterdam when I stopped off the dangerous thoughts possible in the
presence of Van Gogh'’s dying cornfields or his dark painting of his dead
father’s Bible. (246-247)

Bz, PRI O RICEEN R FREZE D FIEEE2Z 513, LD
LML WIEEOR L o7 L 2D (246),

My poor mother maybe —in part—cut him too efficiently, too early,
faced it all too absolutely and too soon. ... She said when he had died,
bewildered and uncertain, “I had got used to it already, you see, I had
got used to him not being there, all the time he was in Amsterdam,” She

was explaining her apparent lack of feeling. (247)

[FA] 1ZR%2TL L2200 RE% "My poor mother” (247) & 59 % 75,
2o “poor” 1ZiE [FA) OFFBUT T HRNHR LWL AL FANS Z L
WTEDL, LKBAIBEATZR, BEEZREREBZ 8IS > TROF
ZORKBIZEN TB W W LHT 575, EBROKFIE) A722, 1
AR L7z (‘bewildered and uncertain’) J& U725 720 MWL 22235 b MIENH
ZZEBHIT BRI TR 3Bz E L% v,

ROBTEL B o 72, B SEA TV [#0] B “Ifelt nothing, I felt fear
of feeling, I felt the rush of time.” (247) & HIK L, KU B Z L #Hh,
R OF Wi 221 2 Bk L72. 4+ Tl “Outside my mother was pinched
and tiny and stumbling.” (247) & HEHZIReoh, HhE L, LADVWTW i,
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BERDFERIFELRLS LTEL 2 b (246),

OB, [R] ICOTEEL Mo TELS BV ZH R TN

FBERERORIED SIRFPEE M CTELFEFAL T 2T v YRER,
“Earthly Paradise” (223) & BHIIRYD RS, #RGHIZHIIH CTldd - 7255
FROVHEEICHEFE LR T % (R BRIFE& o7, 2oROR:
BROFOHNREFFRSHILY BV LIZDOWTTIE AL, Fillas,
TV, TIUZrT, Yy—ay MREZOWTEHEL TN (227),

F7z, REOLPOEIEY oftFa WFE Lo L% [F] 25580
FESLIZMD TEHNWZ LSO NLEPTICIE, SEP ORI ERM ) %
LEDFEONLD, BHEZ S A TOIzDII D BERE A E 52
TNz n 572,

I wrote about this, at East Hardwick School. It is the first piece of writing
I remember clearly as mine, the first time I remember choosing words,
fixing something. ... I wrote that the green was “emerald” and I know
where I found that word, in the reading endlessly supplied by mother
.... But I do remember that I took the pleasure in writing my account of
the boiling sugar that I usually took only in reading. Words were there

to be used. (245)

VESCIZE 5 72 “span-glass™ (245) % “emerald” (245) &\ 9 ST, FHEA
G2 T NIZEADOHITH Y “Words were there to be used” (245) 725 7z,
flibNBDERFoTWERELMR 2 50— ] OFERE L TOREDS
Nl 57728
72 EADKE TR IHRAEEANDEZH T T NI L ETT,
FVMHAL T H720HERPIIELIEEZDE, DX VYAV EIEE
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She lied floridly and beautifully, in her rare moments of relaxation to
make a story better. She was a breathless and breathtaking raconteur,
not often, and sometimes overinsistently, but at her best reducing her

audience to tears of helpless laughter. (215)

(R 1, ¥ EFLEL EFRBOREEZRELZTTWD, [R] 28
TERIZ 2 5 1= DB OFAEDIK E Vo B bV 7zEE oo R, [F4]
AR S DA A=V R BASE D, HEO ST 714 ADFRREITIE,
OLYA, [Ve—r-x7] (222), LGOMLROREE [Ye—> -
7], TAr v R (242) B EDOBGNMBBRAT S

BLL DBRPIRELZRZXTH S TR 1%, DAE3VRIZVOH BoOK; %
L, BEEB, KANCR S L BOBETFIMHEPICHTORIIH L L%
HET %,

ZLC, BEMo [UE32] MEOZSOFET 5 H% 5705
i (R BFET2D0IEDIND, FIEICHS 7288 “spun-glass”
CHBIZHBT, TR 2BT 2075,

The word [“spun-glass”] had always delighted me, with its
contradiction between the brittle and the flexible thread produced. (245)

FopLHTFRF s, WD %5 L) FIELE % H#2 “spun-

glass" L V) FEITVO D [FA] ICEU%E 5 2%, “spunglass” ® & 9127

JEL7MHZ R0 b DOANOIFHRIL, FIHELELTOANHEZELELELLICD

Bh%bo WEObDFFELIFICHEEZESI LR, ThH2Z20EE%
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FANTERDWE LGOS [FA] 12iEd 5. BYWIEEY L LTRIT AR,
ZORYEALOMBTREICH {2 ER2ELIHEEKHNO XL, F
JEERR T EZNIIOVTHRAIZE R ZDHE L) BIZL 2 bk
W% 5 T A1EM%E (R 13815, ZHUIEEDSRT OB DWW T DR
ZRHRTUAT [R] CHPEZOLEFALTHY, FHOZFANKIC
CEZDNDREIIES .

EBLo [#] EBONGIIB W2, 23T [F] MBI ADEE
BHEGOWFEER CLITHhD, 2F 0, [BL EBLSMTLHGOL
RERELLTWL D,

\

BBEOZOOYEE, WHEEIED L XBORROWIEL, B SEWW

TR, HOHEDRZOBIZO TR THRBRL 2k FH25E -7 b DT,
INBiE TR oD S OM2RT,

i, KB oF, WREGIED 2 e Lol L& R 32
LI L7z, HIOTELIC LRRAEOEIE, BEBREZ G2 Tlh
PeRIZE S THEZLSHEAML) FOEMY ML Lo WhITEEB O
PHOHIZ W2 Z LTI D “astoried event” (248) Z1ExR E LT [ X
b —EE VT, BB HSOMIBROEE 77— a Y EEZBHRLM
B FTMELRAZ L) IC BRCOFEIEE LI Ldhdo72h), FHO
ELOWHERIEY SOV TOXER, SECHBEOI RS Ly oM, HY
DOBERSFELNTVD Z LITEHE,

I remember my mother’s pervasive anxiety. But this summer visit was

different. I noticed things. I was not wholly passive. (242)

— 303 —



COHEOFME, BoBEERAETAIOTERL, A AGPboT LIS
RO&, BLZTHEESLDbIITREP-728 ) Xid T8 225 H
L7222 ETRYIE,

ZOH, ZOITHELWIGENR WA [R] BEOZEIZIER

TV,

I don’'t remember her much that day; she must have been at ease. Or
else I was. It was unusual for either of us to be at all settled, at all

confident, at all happy. (246)

BEHoOZ % [H] PEZ TRV, b L TR 20l
WRIZEW R, EHAS, BEPHY, ¥ETHHILEALEEL
WZ kol (R WEIN, ZoXEZENETTANVLIREYT 2
FIETH o2& ldo & ) ERT o [R] BEEBLICWHDIFEAREN TN
EEoTH I, BDEH)ZLZBL, FIHOWKLTHY, HzBiil
REBH ELERER,

KT OMLXOMEE HETD o7l BHfEigne [ ok
DIES o7zl EIIXEH L2, ZOHDZ L3R5 OB 2 fERE
T 572D NRTNE e o7z KIFOMLHIEREL LT 7-ibhk
RETED, AR, &k MEfl ) &0 omBEEICHEN/-ZT1E “Eden”
(246) I2dBIZHNB, WAIZEWVWEZ Z, “inalong coiling serpent”,
“into a serpent coil” (244) L MED X S MM A E A5, WEEZTT
EHDo TR, ThE RS TNHRKE I oFH L2005
L, (] bBTENDIEVRZVEMELTWD N [R] Kidb
o7z
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I cannot remember the words, but I can remember his certainty that I
would find this process, his work, as startling and satisfactory and
amazing as he did himself. This is all I know about him at first hand, that
his work fascinated and absorbed him. (244)

ZLT, WHSREDICIERFIRELMELL 0L I L 2HINLH
Zbhh, [#] ZZhziEdRECAS.

“It's the air that does it,” my grandfather said. “Nothing but whipping in
air. There’s no difference between the two stripes in a humbug but air:
the sugar's exactly the same.” I remember him saying, “It's the air that

does it.” I think I remember that. (244-245)

ot B M & 225 MRl <2 LIIRBERRTED L U2, b
DR 225 % AN TR 2 E2 O L BRI, FHT2HICR X 2w
THIMb > THFENTE S, 21DV T Alfer and Edwards de Campos 1%
KDEHITE Do

Thus sugar, and ‘Sugar’, emerges as a complex metaphorical structure
that doubles as a condensed ars poetica of a writer whose passionate
‘respect for truth’ (S:215) habitually runs alongside her equally
passionate conviction that every event is always already a ‘storied event’,
and ‘[t]he real thing, true moment, is as inaccessible’ (S:248) as the
trapped air transformed into pure colour in the sugary treats of her

childhood. (de Campos 2)
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WHERRTE D % 3 A #1522 T “his work fascinated and absorbed him”
(244) & TR 13ELDS, [R) CeoTOWREAID S [R] 20T L3
EHD MRITL o THEZ L Z L IIWHEHZIES Z Lo FRRIZ TR 2L
S THEELZLRIWHERAL Z LR DT,

COWHEGRIED TIE, BB EPRE EEERLT, LrdThds,
[FA)] 2T L TR TRV “spun-glass” (245) £-5< W T, BBENT, &
S HHAREEZ LTV A REEZMMEL 7425,

b9 —o0 [F] 12X 2WikiE, KHOEXORE, MR L X > 2RI
o7z, W O B o TRIREDFETZ . KBA - TRIZWED BEE
BIRZ DYz LA L, 0k TR o L&G0ROKR
y O REREEFLZLDLEE [F] A3y RS XOTTHIR % v
TR, ZOWRK U7 “aterror of happiness” (248), & O Rl 721F 72,
CNOLRBD S DOHV.ERTA, “Twas afraid to feel.” (248) LKL A D%
BB DIFEIIBL - 072 BBUIEE» T E 5 E2E2 /MM LD
BLEZWVDIE, o THAOHRTYIaLb—Ya v ELINER
MRU7ZEEZ2 BT, e (R 3L LEEWFIZOTTnzh b,

As alittle girl, I found this exemplary and admirable. Action is possible if
you stop off feeling. Some chill I had learned from my mother worked

. (247)

T2, ToOHBRIHL, FTIBBRHLERL BN 7RO TME
AL & FEBR S N7 WEE 7S o 720

This event was a storied event, already lived over and over, in
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imagination and hope, in the invented future. (248)

ENHBFEL o T28E, T TIZH o 72Wak L BLEPO L H ) BFEIWEE
b, HOWD [F] OFPHEFEA R -HEOBRE LR U X912, KY
DT L, RMNOBEICEBICMNG 2 LIZTE R0, #ICONTH-
LK EADLDNEE-TL b ZLT, HHHKFNRZ Y, Zh itk
THELEVTIRY B o 720, D TEDRERMBMTHBH B o7 % 5
D, VMDD, [F] OERE L TOLLMENE- &) EET -7

The real thing, the true moment, is as inaccessible as any point along
the frantic leap. More things come back as I write; the gold-winged
buttons on his jacket, forgotten between then and now. None of these
words, none of these things recall him. The gold-winged, fire-haired
figure in the doorway is and was myth, though he did come back, he
was there, at that time, and I did make that leap. After things have
happened, when we have taken a breath and a look, we begin to know
what they are and were, we begin to tell them to ourselves. Fast, fast
these things took and take their place beside other markers, the teapot,
the horse trough, real apples and plums, a white ankle, the coalscuttle,
two dolls in cellophane, a gas oven, a black and white dog, gold-winged

buttons, the melded and twisting hanks of brown and white sugar. (248)

WHEEAE D & ABLOIREDOLEOWERIZI, B2k, Hhah Ay,

MOB & & V) RS A ON D, [FA] OKREFE 7 “spun-glass” (245) @

ARX=TEALL, WHEGRED OWRECIE, ) &) ol H9han <

RY, WROBEHAH Y, XORWREROWFEIZIE, ZFAR) LIoHERORE
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t, Xy ot WHPOZORER, [H] OBEOKR S 2O <
MG, o, HSkFHIBT SN T [R] 25, &k Fdo
Rigc, LCRELL TR WEELE 072,

INEVED [FA] 1, 55 L EF7% “raconteur” (215) FEHOWIEE “story”
(215x2, 221, 226, 227, 229x2, 230x4, 240etc.) “tales” (218, 223x3, 226, 230, 231etc.)
“narrative” (219, 23letc.) “accounts” (219x4, 225, 228, 229, 230etc.) “episode”
(225etc.), YEV &k “fabrication” (219, 241etc.) “confection” (240etc.), #fiF% “myth”
(219x2, 220, 226, 231, 234x2, 240, 248etc.) DHOFIZL TN Tz, HLLIE
ABAFENTNIZDS, KA 572513 OWEE, Mo R 242 &
RCHML, &M cERLdBEMLLILEL, ABERICETD X
CPNTHDUF & 5 2 & 2R T 2 EFIEICZ 25— MM THG DR
THRCEOERWARD 5o

WHEERTE D & XBLDIGEDOWFERIFD L DM 2 1Z-> &) EIRT,

VI

HEDSZ TN EBIET 2 TRICZFEL T ZET, AEOKE
BRAFOWAUIIND B L) E 2 [FA] BBREORICIZEDHL, £LT
KEDKERWOTRNDOHPDO—RTHBFIEE V) E T, BEIELDE
TH4%E, (B, @i, ZLCIOWEPAEZENTHL LTE, BZD
MNEZ DA LD L D72,

FHOEHD [FA 3 [FRPIME—DOARYDORNROFE] (232) VI KDF
EICHFEL 728, KOBELWHEEHICEINTY — T OFFITHIET %,
LIFELE R TR 1E, RATREFMLE) 2EZZHLIED L,

He had often said before, though he didn't repeat it, at least to me,
during those weeks, that a man’s children are his true and only
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immortality. As a girl I had been made uncomfortable by that idea. I
craved separation. “Each man is an island” was my version of a
delightful if melancholy truth. I was like Auden’s version of Prospero’s
rejecting brother, Antonio, “By choice myself alone”. But during those
extreme weeks in Amsterdam I thought about origins. I thought about
my grandfather. I thought also about certain myths of origin which I had
pieced together in childhood, to explain things that were important, my

sense of northernness, my fear of art, the promised end. (232)

FHOWEHO [FA X, Yary - FyroR4hdrdbLoT [ABRZERER
—DOORE] BELREL, WHA—F 07 v b=FOHH [EBATHR
F—ALD7E] BRICAY, AMIEE, 0L LARTEE, FAETH D 72n
LEZTW, LAL, TAAT VT AR TIA BEIC L2 %F
WLaRLMEEY A HLeomT, A, HXBOZE, FHOEIIE
DFEEOR TG DY TRBEE MBI OV TOMEE, HSodL A E
ERAOEM, LTHNDLIIOVTEZL ) BIIRERALEZ ZHO X
Do TOWH, EKMEEDS 7 F L7, ficDlZhholl% 2
Leva vy b Ty v TROBEFHRICEOMNL L) BRO
kg (232) & R OFERICELZ B 725 L

KB, BSOS TIHAZ E2H->THY, [H]) EIWE VA
I2h o EREL S RMRPIER & 2 2SSOV TOFB 2 21T Twad (231),

He knew he was dying. He had set out because he sensed he was very
ill. But we were told before him, and more specifically, how fast and of

what he was dying. (231)
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We [my father and I] talked about heredity during those long visits. He
said my mother had come increasingly to resemble her mother, and that

there was a lesson in that. (240)

BB ZDORBUIPTETVD I L2 XAERRL (240), WROBEIZZN T
THTwAWwE s TWZ2oXBoF%E I L (216), Kid [#] 258
WZE-LKDEEF, TR 1EE) EBVLD S5, STIENRICHO
BT A7 DL IRV T W E0R2EL L (241) SR 0wz

Chs, ZLTMED S [R] 3PS OREEZITMET VD,

I have inherited much from her. I do make a profession out of fiction. I
select and confect. What is all this, all this story so far, but a careful
selection of things that can be told, things that can be arranged in the
light of day? Alongside this fabrication are the long black shadows of the
things left unsaid, because I don’'t want to say them, or dare not, or do

not remember, or misunderstood or forgot or never knew. (241)

SEICEXBORER 72 & 72WikE, BHOS—T O (X bid/
ANEZHEMBIZE ST HRELY B2 513 PG L SO0 7280 L 2 E1F
o/ ERLE e AR e e T LICRHER SR L o T
S DERGDERDENL S ESOMBIEIFNY D LS % EAR
CENZO—HIZHH) | r—F (215), (F—Faf1, 385) IR, v
ROZDMED LI ICHBRZH L2, WESSMAIZZVWET LD —F
DFPHIL, BEEIDIOLAHIREUVPREONE, ZO—Hild7r—
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THREORSHOERNLE SND [BAk7t—=x] »6DH DT,
BT —THREDORR S LELBMEND L) (F—744 1F0E, 385, 449),
TP OIRA LS HDPICED, TDHELT o LM TV CEIETFDESL
H b8, ZTOREBREGOBTNOTO—20HE LTHTIIFIET b0
DA X=THEBITG 2 DISEDPRLHIETZ . NHOAFCITRTH S
TWwho BEAETNE L THADDPIIOWVTHE R 7IFASLFIZ L FhUL,
[ahi—] E—D2DEZXERBET 5, illEZ 72L& 5HT “Tam his [my
father's] child.” (217) “I have inherited much from her [my mother].” (241)
&, KBRS ZITRCEBIEFD [F] ORIZHEPIZH Y, ZHAHPHZO
ROWAUZ S 2D N, RELRGOWNIIO LB > TWEH I L% [F]
BHEET 5. COWFETHESNZDE [F] UAMIIZIZAABICATENGE
2N, HALRANORELZBRWNL, ThaHERT I EIILAL AT T
LW E %D, TOMEMIE, FFIC TR] OBBROHLTH S BE~DEH
WPZLEZ D, BT, oM, BRIELoSidT &Mooy
%<, B, Ihz@EeHmsE, (EMdHENTHL I L 2ZEZUIERED
Mz dHD LW,

E

1) Sugar & Other Stories 75 D5 IHIZIZ A. S. Byatt, Sugar & Other Stories
(London: Vintage, 1995). ® E & /R L, JFEAIE L CRFEOAZFL L 72,

2) FHIE01EI AT ART VMY LD Ty kEMEEINI, LY TT Vb
RT VA= VOEEIKT 54 T ¥ FENEMEIIIAN L DD SN TV
A5, Ty REMEEIIMEE L T2 IEMPIEATEY), BRIZASDbLW
Wit & OENZAEE o T b,

51 A X &
EHEHE THREOTRE] SR + o SCHE, 19944,
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