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Description : Description du produitHailed for its coiled eroticism and the moral claims it makes upon the
reader, this mesmerizing novel isastory of love and secrets, horror and compassion, unfolding against the
haunted |andscape of postwar Germany.When he falsill on his way home from school, fifteen-year-old
Michael Berg isrescued by Hanna, awoman twice his age. In time she becomes his lover--then she
inexplicably disappears. When Michael next sees her, heisayoung law student, and sheisontria for a
hideous crime. As he watches her refuse to defend her innocence, Michael gradually realizes that Hanna may
be guarding a secret she considers more shameful than murder.From the Trade Paperback edition.

Prsentation de I'diteurAn exceptionally powerful novel exploring the themes of betrayal, guilt and memory
against the background of the Holocaust. An international bestseller.For 15-year-old Michael Berg, a chance
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meeting with an older woman leads to far more than he ever imagined. The woman in question is Hanna, and
before long they embark on a passionate, clandestine love affair which leaves Michael both euphoric and
confused. For Hannais not all she seems. Y ears later, as alaw student observing atrial in Germany, Michael
is shocked to realize that the person in the dock is Hanna. The woman he had loved is a criminal. Much
about her behaviour during the trial does not make sense. But then suddenly, and terribly, it does - Hannais
not only obliged to answer for a horrible crime, sheis aso desperately concealing an even deeper secret.'A
tender, horrifying novel that shows blazingly well how the Holocaust should be dealt with in fiction'
INDEPENDENT'For generations to come, people will be reading and marvelling over Bernhard Schlink's
The Reader' EVENING STANDARD'L eaps national boundaries and speaks straight to the heart’ NEW
Y ORK TIMESExtraitChapter OneWhen | wasfifteen, | got hepatitis. It started in the fall and lasted until
spring. Asthe old year darkened and turned colder, | got weaker and weaker. Things didn't start to improve
until the new year. January was warm, and my mother moved my bed out onto the balcony. | saw sky, sun,
clouds, and heard the voices of children playing in the courtyard. As dusk came one evening in February,
there was the sound of a blackbird singing.The first time | ventured outside, it was to go from
Blumenstrasse, where we lived on the second floor of a massive turn-of-the-century building, to
Bahnhofstrasse. That's where I'd thrown up on the way home from school one day the previous October. I'd
been feeling weak for days, in away that was completely new to me. Every step was an effort. When | was
faced with stairs either at home or at school, my legs would hardly carry me. | had no appetite. Even if | sat
down at the table hungry, | soon felt queasy. | woke up every morning with a dry mouth and the sensation
that my insides were in the wrong place and too heavy for my body. | was ashamed of being so weak. | was
even more ashamed when | threw up. That was another thing that had never happened to me before. My
mouth was suddenly full, | tried to swallow everything down again, and clenched my teeth with my hand in
front of my mouth, but it all burst out of my mouth anyway straight through my fingers. | leaned against the
wall of the building, looked down at the vomit around my feet, and retched something clear and sticky.When
rescue came, it was almost an assault. The woman seized my arm and pulled me through the dark entryway
into the courtyard. Up above there were lines strung from window to window, loaded with laundry. Wood
was stacked in the courtyard; in an open workshop a saw screamed and shavings flew. The woman turned on
the tap, washed my hand first, and then cupped both of hers and threw water in my face. | dried myself with
ahandkerchief."Get that one!" There were two pails standing by the faucet; she grabbed one and filled it. |
took the other one, filled it, and followed her through the entryway. She swung her arm, the water sluiced
down across the walk and washed the vomit into the gutter. Then she took my pail and sent a second wave of
water across the walk.When she straightened up, she saw | was crying. "Hey, kid," she said, startled, "hey,
kid"--and took mein her arms. | wasn't much taller than she was, | could feel her breasts against my chest. |
smelled the sourness of my own breath and felt her fresh sweat as she held me, and didn't know where to
look. | stopped crying.She asked me where | lived, put the pails down in the entryway, and took me home,
walking beside me holding my schoolbag in one hand and my arm in the other. It's no great distance from
Bahnhofstrasse to Blumenstrasse. She walked quickly, and her decisiveness helped me to keep pace with
her. She said goodbye in front of our building.That same day my mother called in the doctor, who diagnosed
hepatitis. At some point | told my mother about the woman. If it hadn't been for that, I don't think | would
have gone to see her. But my mother simply assumed that as soon as | was better, | would use my pocket
money to buy some flowers, go introduce myself, and say thank you, which was why at the end of February
| found myself heading for Bahnhofstrasse.Chapter TwoT he building on Bahnhofstrasse is no longer there. |
don't know when or why it was torn down. | was away from my hometown for many years. The new
building, which must have been put up in the seventies or eighties, has five floors plus finished space under
the roof, isdevoid of balconies or arched windows, and its smooth faade is an expanse of pale plaster. A
plethora of doorbells indicates a plethora of tiny apartments, with tenants moving in and out as casually as
you would pick up and return arented car. There's acomputer store on the ground floor where once there
were a pharmacy, a supermarket, and a video store.The old building was as tall, but with only four floors, a
first floor of faceted sandstone blocks, and above it three floors of brickwork with sandstone arches,
bal conies, and window surrounds. Several steps led up to the first floor and the stairwell; they were wide at
the bottom, narrower above, set between walls topped with iron banisters and curving outwards at street
level. The front door was flanked by pillars, and from the corners of the architrave one lion looked up
Bahnhofstrasse while another looked down. The entryway through which the woman had led me to the tap in
the courtyard was a side entrance.l had been aware of this building since | was alittle boy. It dominated the



whole row. | used to think that if it made itself any heavier and wider, the neighboring buildings would have
to move aside and make room for it. Inside, | imagined a stairwell with plaster moldings, mirrors, and an
oriental runner held down with highly polished brass rods. | assumed that grand people would livein such a
grand building. But because the building had darkened with the passing of the years and the smoke of the
trains, | imagined that the grand inhabitants would be just as somber, and somehow peculiar--deaf or dumb
or hunchbacked or lame.In later years | dreamed about the building again and again. The dreams were
similar, variations on one dream and one theme. I'm walking through a strange town and | see the house. It's
oneinarow of buildingsin adistrict | don't know. | go on, confused, because the house is familiar but its
surroundings are not. Then | realize that I've seen the house before. I'm not picturing Bahnhofstrasse in my
hometown, but another city, or another country. For example, in my dream I'm in Rome, see the house, and
realize I've seen it aready in Bern. This dream recognition comforts me; seeing the house again in different
surroundings is no more surprising than encountering an old friend by chance in a strange place. | turn
around, walk back to the house, and climb the steps. | want to go in. | turn the door handle.If | see the house
somewhere in the country, the dream is more long-drawn-out, or | remember its details better. I'm driving a
car. | see the house on the right and keep going, confused at first only by the fact that such an obviously
urban building is standing there in the middle of the countryside. Then | realize that thisis not the first time
I've seen it, and I'm doubly confused. When | remember where |'ve seen it before, | turn around and drive
back. In the dream, the road is aways empty, as | can turn around with my tires squealing and race back. I'm
afraid I'll betoo late, and | drive faster. Then | seeit. It is surrounded by fields, rape or wheat or vinesin the
Palatinate, lavender in Provence. The landscapeisflat, or at most gently rolling. There are no trees. The day
is cloudless, the sun is shining, the air shimmers and the road glittersin the heat. The fire walls make the
building look unprepossessing and cut off. They could be the firewalls of any building. The house is no
darker than it was on Bahnhofstrasse, but the windows are so dusty that you can't see anything inside the
rooms, not even the curtains; it looks blind.l stop on the side of the road and walk over to the entrance.
There's nobody about, not a sound to be heard, not even a distant engine, agust of wind, abird. Theworld is
dead. I go up the steps and turn the knob.But | do not open the door. | wake up knowing simply that | took
hold of the knob and turned it. Then the whole dream comes back to me, and | know that |'ve dreamed it
before.Chapter Threel didn't know the woman's name.Clutching my bunch of flowers, | hesitated in front of
the door and all the bells. | would rather have turned around and left, but then a man came out of the
building, asked who | was looking for, and directed me to Frau Schmitz on the third floor.No decorative
plaster, no mirrors, no runner. Whatever unpretentious beauty the stairwell might once have had, it could
never have been comparable to the grandeur of the faade, and it was long gone in any case. The red paint on
the stairs had worn through in the middle, the stamped green linoleum that was glued on the walls to
shoulder height was rubbed away to nothing, and bits of string had been stretched across the gapsin the
banisters. It smelled of cleaning fluid. Perhaps | only became aware of al this some time later. It was always
just as shabby and just as clean, and there was aways the same smell of cleaning fluid, sometimes mixed
with the smell of cabbage or beans, or fried food or boiling laundry.l never learned a thing about the other
people who lived in the building apart from these smells, the mats outside the apartment doors, and the
nameplates under the doorbells. | cannot even remember meeting another tenant on the stairs.Nor do |
remember how | greeted Frau Schmitz. | had probably prepared two or three sentences about my illness and
her help and how grateful | was, and recited them to her. She led meinto the kitchen.It was the largest room
in the apartment, and contained a stove and sink, atub and a boiler, atable, two chairs, akitchen cabinet, a
wardrobe, and a couch with ared velvet spread thrown over it. There was no window. Light came in through
the panes of the door leading out onto the bal cony--not much light; the kitchen was only bright when the
door was open. Then you heard the scream of the saws from the carpenter's shop in the yard and smelled the
smell of wood.The apartment also had a small, cramped living room with a dresser, atable, four chairs, a
wing chair, and acoa stove. It was amost never heated in winter, nor was it used much in summer either.
The window faced Bahnhofstrasse, with aview of what had been the railroad station, but was now being
excavated and already in places held the freshly laid foundations of the new courthouse and administration
buildings. Finaly, the apartment also had a windowless toilet. When the toilet smelled, so did the hall.l don't
remember what we talked about in the kitchen. Frau Schmitz was ironing; she had spread a woolen blanket
and alinen cloth over the table; lifting one piece of laundry after another from the basket, she ironed them,
folded them, and laid them on one of the two chairs. | sat on the other. She also ironed her underwear, and |
didn't want to look, but I couldn't help looking. She was wearing a sleeveless smock, blue with little pale red



flowers on it. Her shoulder-length, ash-blond hair was fastened with a clip at the back of her neck. Her bare
arms were pale. Her gestures of lifting the iron, using it, setting it down again, and then folding and putting
away the laundry were an exercise in slow concentration, as were her movements as she bent over and then
straightened up again. Her face as it was then has been overlaid in my memory by the faces she had later. If |
see her in my mind's eye as she was then, she doesn't have aface at all, and | have to reconstruct it. High
forehead, high cheekbones, pale blue eyes, full lips that formed a perfect curve without any indentation,
sguare chin. A broad-planed, strong, womanly face. | know that | found it beautiful. But | cannot recapture
its beauty.Revue de presseDeeply moving, sensitive enough to make me wince, a Holocaust novel, but light
years away from the common run (Ruth Rendell Sunday Telegraph)Schlink's extraordinary novel The
Reader is a compelling meditation on the connections between Germany's past and its present, dramatised
with extreme emotional intelligence as the story of arelationship between the narrator and an older woman.
It has won deserved praise across Europe for the tact and power with which it handles its material, both
erotic and philosophical (Independent)L eaps national boundaries and speaks straight to the heart . . . a
moving, suggestive and ultimately hopeful work (New Y ork Times)The Reader by Bernhard Schlink isthe
German novel | have been waiting for: it objectifies the Holocaust and legitimately makes all mankind
responsible (Sir Peter Hall Observer)For generations to come, people will be reading and marvelling over
Bernhard Schlink's The Reader (Evening Standard)Haunting and unforgettable (Literary )[ Schlink] explores
the conflict between generations, wrestling with collective guilt and individual motivation. He examines the
nature if understanding and tests the limits of forgiveness. He does these things with honesty, restraint and a
moral precision both unsettling and rare. The result is as compelling as any thriller (The Times)



