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Description : Description du produitEvery evening at five oclock, Christina and Rudy stopped work and
began the ritual commonly known as Happy Hour. Rudy mixed Christinas drink with loving precision, the
cavalier slosh of Bombay Sapphire over ice shards, before settling across from her in his Stickley chair with
his glass of Scotch. They shared alove of language and music (she is an author, he a composer, after all), a
delight in intense conversation, a fascination with popes, and nearly thirty years of life together.What did |
think, that we had forever? muses Christina, seven months after Rudys unexpected death. While coming to
terms with her loss, with the space that Rudy once inhabited, Christina reflects on their vibrant bondwith al
its quirks, habits, and unguarded momentsas well as her passionate sorrow and her attempts to reposition
herself and her new place in the very real world they shared.In thisliterary jewel, a bittersweet novella of
absence and presence and the mysterious gap between them, Gail Godwin has performed a small miracle. In
essence, Evenings at Fiveisagrief sonatafor solo instrument transposed into words. Interwoven with



/file.html?id=B000FBFNMO

meditations and movements, full of aching truths and a wicked sense of humor, it exquisitely captures the
cyclical nature of commitmentand the eternal quality of a romance completed.

Prsentation de |'diteurEvery evening at five oclock, Christina and Rudy stopped work and began the ritual
commonly known as Happy Hour. Rudy mixed Christinas drink with loving precision, the cavalier slosh of
Bombay Sapphire over ice shards, before settling across from her in his Stickley chair with his glass of
Scotch. They shared alove of language and music (she is an author, he a composer, after al), adelight in
intense conversation, afascination with popes, and nearly thirty years of life together.What did | think, that
we had forever? muses Christina, seven months after Rudys unexpected death. While coming to terms with
her loss, with the space that Rudy once inhabited, Christinareflects on their vibrant bondwith all its quirks,
habits, and unguarded momentsas well as her passionate sorrow and her attempts to reposition herself and
her new place in the very real world they shared.In thisliterary jewel, a bittersweet novella of absence and
presence and the mysterious gap between them, Gail Godwin has performed a small miracle. In essence,
Evenings at Fiveisagrief sonatafor solo instrument transposed into words. Interwoven with meditations
and movements, full of aching truths and a wicked sense of humor, it exquisitely captures the cyclical nature
of commitmentand the eternal quality of aromance completed.ExtraitFive oclock sharp. Ponctualit est la
politesse des rois. Rudy quoting hislate father, a factory owner (textiles) in Vienna before the Nazis came.
The Popes phone call, followed by the grinding of the ice, a growling, workmanlike sound, alot like Rudys
own sound, compliments of the GE model Rudy had picked out fourteen years ago when they built this
house. Gr-runnch, gr-runnch, grr-rr-runnch. (And look! It even hasthis tray you pull down to mix the drinks.
Rudy retained the enthusiasms of childhood.) He built Christinas drink with loving precision after the Popes
call. Rudy did the high Polish voice, overlaid with an Italian accent: Theesis John Paul. My cheeldren, eet is
cocktail time.Or sometimes Christinas study phone would not ring. Rudy simply emerged from his studio
below and called brusgquely up to her in his basso profundo: Hello? The Pope just called. Are you ready for a
drink?The ominous rolled rs on the ready and drink: if youre not, youd better be. | wont be here forever, you
know.The cavalier slosh of Bombay Sapphire (Rudy never measured) over the ice shards. The fssst as he
loosened the seltzer cap and added the self-respecting splash that made her able to call it agin and soda.
Then, marching over to the sink: | need Ralph. Ralph was their best serrated knife. The thinly cut slice of
lime oozed fresh juice. Rudy cut well; he cut his own music paper, and he had been cutting Christinas hair
exactly as she liked it for twenty-eight years. And in summer, a sprig of mint from the garden, ahairy,
pungent variety given to them by the wife of a pianist who had recorded Rudys music. Sometimes Rudy
joined Christinain the gin and soda. Her financial man from Buffalo had given them two twelve-ounce
tumblers with old-fashioned ticker tapes etched into the surfaces. She always kept them in the freezer, so
they would frost up as soon as they hit the air.Other times Rudy would say, | need a Scotch tonight. That
went into a different glass, alovely cordia shape etched with grapes, given to him by the daughter of a
pashawho had invited him to her houseboat partiesin Cairo back in 42 and called him Harpo because his
assignment in the Royal Air Force had been playing piano and harp to keep up troop morale. | need a Scotch
tonight could mean either that his work had gone extremely well or that some unwelcome aspect of reality
(his music publisher sending back sloppily edited orchestra parts, being put on hold by his health insurance
provider, being put on hold by anyone at al) had undermined his creative momentum.Theesis || Papa
calling from the Vatican. Cheeldren, eet is cocktail time.Christinawas a cradle Episcopalian who had gone
to a Catholic school run by a French order of nunsin North Carolina. Rudy was a nonpracticing Jew who
had gone to a Catholic Gymnasium in Vienna until age fourteen, when the Nazis came. Rudy always liked to
tell how there were two Jews and one Protestant in his class at the Gymnasium, and the Protestant had the
worst of it by far. So Rudy and Christina shared an affectionate fascination with Popes, especially this one,
with his hulking masculine shoulders before they began to stoop, and his nonstop traveling, and all the
languages.What did | think, that we had forever? Christina asked herself, sipping the gin and soda she now
made for herself. Often Rudy had interrupted himself in midsentence to explode at her: Y oure not
listening! What was | listening to? The ups and downs of my own days momentum. We were both ah-tists, as
the real estate lady who sold us our first house pronounced it. She herself had been married to an ah-tist. Her
husbands novel had been runner-up for the Pulitzer, she told us, the year Anthony Adverse won. Her name
was Odette, asin Swanns downfall. Rudy was fifty-two and | was thirty-nine and neither of us knew, until
Odette carefully explained it to us, that you could buy a house without having all the money to pay for it up
front.Christinawould arrange herself on the black leather sofathey had splurged on in their midlife



prosperity (a combined windfall of a bequest from Rudys late uncle in Lugano, with whom Rudy had played
chess, and alucrative two-book contract for Christina, in those bygone days when there were enough
competing publishers to run up the auction bid) and which the Siamese cats had ruined within six months.
She would cross her ankles on the Turkish cushions on top of the burled-wood coffee table and train her
myopic gaze on Rudys long craggy face and crest of white hair floating reassuringly from his Stickley
armchair on the other side of the fireplace. An editor had once told Rudy he looked like a happy Beckett.
Christinafelt rich in her bounty: the workday was over and she had this powerful companion pulsing his
attention at her, and her whole drink to go. They raised their cocktail glasses to each other.From the
Hardcover edition.From Publishers WeeklyCelebrated novelist Godwin (Father Melancholy's Daughter) lost
her companion of nearly 30 years, the composer Robert Starer, two years ago, and this book is a devoted,
quirky, wry and surprisingly powerful fictionalization of aspects of their life together as working artists. It
takes its text, as Godwin might like to say (her last novel was, after all, Evensong) from the cocktail hour the
pair observed, well, religioudly, at the end of their working day, exchanging their jokes, their thoughts, their
sense of themselves and their friends and neighbors. It swiftly and seamlessly moves into husband Rudy's
long illness, nobly borne, and wife Christina's profound sense of loss after his death, tempered frequently by
flashes of hilarity and sweet sense. The book has an elusive tone, somber but never mawkish, with a delight
in words and the ways people use and abuse them that istypical of this urbane author. For a book that can be
read in an hour, it is remarkably dense, and can only whet the appetite for the new novel Godwinissaid to
be working on. The drawings that accompany the text, asillustrations of some of Rudy and Christina's
household artifacts, are clean-lined but repetitious.Copyright 2003 Reed Business Information, Inc.



