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Wanted after Mother’s
Death: More Life

The Cost of Living, by Dehorah Levy
Bloomsbury, $20), is at 0nce 2 mEemoir

2 woman creating a new life after

T
divoree and 2 collection of instirhrful
musings on feminmniry, miat Tierhesl,
and the craft and discipline of writ-
ing. The unonamed nasrator whi we
are told ar one point i “an 1 thar is
close o myself and yet is pat myself”
bur which it seems fair to refer to as
Deborah Lavy—has just sold her house
anvidl mroved into 2 amall flat on the sixth
floor of a shabby apartment building
atop a hill in MNorth London with her
oo dlanahters, Gne 3 university student
and one seill living at home. She fands
herself wonderng what is lefe of her
welf in the wake of this ransition, and
whar this shift :-;L}mir"l_u,w fFeur WAL 0T
broadly: “To strip the wallpaper off the
fairy tale of The Family Flouse in which
the comfort of men and children have
been the priority is to find behind i an
pnthanked, unloved, neglected, exhaust-
il wisman.. [ is an act of immense geo-
erosity to be the archatecr of everyone
clse’s well-being. This rask is still mestly
prreeived tmbe women's work.”

Levy's work, though, is also o e a
writer, which 15 how she prowides for her
daughrers. (Tan of Levy's novels were
Man Booker Prize finalists, though you
wouldn't know it From this humble and
unassuming narraton) Amd so we wit-
ness as she amempts o work on btz
novel o the small baleony of their apare-
ment, which is exposed w the clements
bur is the only space at home for her
rex wrile then we are reliewel for her
when a “guardian angel” named Celia, a
Wadels bookseller in her carly
pighries, kindly offers w nent
her a shed in the back of
her garden where she rviget
sit amd wrire undisturbed.

Frbobdened by the knowd
edaor that she has a place 10
work, Levy purchases an
electronic hike, which she
rcfers to as her e-bike and
paises a4 a ﬁ_—n'n'rl_v.--(limrw-:l

-
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midldle-aged man mught prize his new
red convertibbe. She whizzes down the
hill freely, rides back up carrying far
more grocerics than she can hamdle far
one point the chicken she s planming
to prepare for dinner flies our of her
shopping cart and gets un over by a
car: she cooks it anyway and enjoys it
heartily), amil arrives wath leaves in her
hair ro an important meeting about 3
passible film option for one of her now-
els. All the while, she tries to fooes her
arrention elsewhere, because “thee writ-
ingy life is mostly about srammina. 1o get 1o
the finishing lme requires the wnting T
become mare interesting than everyday
life, and...everyday life is never boring”
Lvv's life s mast qust her writing, and
can never just be her writing—she is no
sure monster,” to mwvoke Jenay Offlls
efartment of Specalatioer, with whiach thiz
mervel has several commonalities. Thongh

*H is an act of iImmense
generosity to b the
architect of overyone elsa’s
well-being. This task is
still mostly perceived to
be women's work.”

Levy engages thooughout the ook wirh
Masguerite Duras, Adrienne Rich, anud
simone de Beauvoir, she lives, as she
reminds 1s, in the “Republic of Writing
and Children,” caring for her dmghrers
aml hier ailing moches, who dies midway
through the book after Levy's desperane
and agonized arempes w locate the par
ticular brand of ive Jollipop that is all her
mather can eonsume in the final wecks of
hee life, Tevs maother, we bearn, was b
amed paised w Sourh Adrica,
where she caaped her upper
clas WASE family to mamy
a penmiless Jewish histomang
Levy moved  from South
Afrira to England at age nine.
When her mother passcs
sy, she (o oo appreciae
the bravery she msdeberl, and
Levy demands this courage
r_1|‘. hl,'TﬁuU: “tThen @ womsEn

has to find 2 new way of living and breaks

from the societal story that has erased her
name, she is expectrd to be viciously sclf

hting, crazed vath suffering, rearful with
remorse, These are the jewels reserved
for her in the patracchy’s crown, abaiys
there for the taking, There are plenty of
tears, but it is bertes 1o walk theough the
black and bhash darkness than o veach
fir those worthless ewels,”

Uleimately Levy finds a way through
the darkness. She learns how o nav-
zare her robes as mother and writes, and
learns how to live i this world while
wriring abour this wiorkl, a vask which
she describes in terms thar are both real
and metaphorically suggestive: ©l buswve
hecome a nght wancderer witheonat mvving
from my wriring chair. The aighe is solrer
than the day, quicter, sadder, calmer, the
sound of the wind tapping windoas, the
hissing of pipes, the entropy that makes
floorboards creak, the ghostly night bus
that comes and goes — and always in civ
1. 4 far-off distant sound that resembles
the: se, vet is just Tife, sare ffe. | realized

thar was what [ wanted afrer my mother’s
death. Mare Life” By the end of this
book the resder, too, wants maore fromm
Ieborah Levy —and if she does not e
1 move from her writing chair to find it,
wee all staned oo g,

A memeir fy 1LANA EURSHAN, [EAll the
Seas Were Ink, won the zork Sami Robr
Prize i Jewish Literature.

Slippery Questions about
Salvation and Faith

A River Could Be a Tree by Angela
Himsel (Fig Tree Books, 523.05) takes
irs title from her fatheds cautgoary
words ro the suthor when she was a
voung gifl: “God created a robe tor
pverything in the universc. Just think
what would happen if a tree thought it
could ke river!” And yer Himsel's per-
sonal transtormation, chronicled in this
canddid and insigheful memoir, 14 just as
dramatic. She grows up as the sventh
of vi children in an evangelical Chrostian
farnily in rural Indiana, where her par-
| ents, both of German descent, fall under



