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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteur***WINNER OF THE MAN BOOKER PRIZE 2014***Forever after, there were for 
them only two sorts of men: the men who were on the Line, and the rest of humanity, who were not.In the 
despair of a Japanese POW camp on the Burma Death Railway, surgeon Dorrigo Evans is haunted by his 

love affair with his uncles young wife two years earlier. Struggling to save the men under his command from 
starvation, from cholera, from beatings, he receives a letter that will change his life forever.This is a story 

about the many forms of love and death, of war and truth, as one man comes of age, prospers, only to 
discover all that he has lost.Extraitchapter 1Why at the beginning of things is there always light? Dorrigo 

Evans earliest memories were of sun flooding a church hall in which he sat with his mother and 
grandmother. A wooden church hall. Blinding light and him toddling back and forth, in and out of its 
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transcendent welcome, into the arms of women. Women who loved him. Like entering the sea and returning 
to the beach. Over and over.Bless you, his mother says as she holds him and lets him go. Bless you, 

boy.That must have been 1915 or 1916. He would have been one or two. Shadows came later in the form of 
a forearm rising up, its black outline leaping in the greasy light of a kerosene lantern. Jackie Maguire was 
sitting in the Evanses small dark kitchen, crying. No one cried then, except babies. Jackie Maguire was an 
old man, maybe forty, perhaps older, and he was trying to brush the tears away from his pockmarked face 

with the back of his hand. Or was it with his fingers? Only his crying was fixed in Dorrigo Evans memory. It 
was a sound like something breaking. Its slowing rhythm reminded him of a rabbits hind legs thumping the 

ground as it is strangled by a snare, the only sound he had ever heard that was similar. He was nine, had 
come inside to have his mother look at a blood blister on his thumb, and had little else to compare it to. He 
had seen a grown man cry only once before, a scene of astonishment when his brother Tom returned from 
the Great War in France and got off the train. He had swung his kitbag onto the hot dust of the siding and 

abruptly burst into tears.Watching his brother, Dorrigo Evans had wondered what it was that would make a 
grown man cry. Later, crying became simply affirmation of feeling, and feeling the only compass in life. 
Feeling became fashionable and emotion became a theatre in which people were players who no longer 

knew who they were off the stage. Dorrigo Evans would live long enough to see all these changes. And he 
would remember a time when people were ashamed of crying. When they feared the weakness it bespoke. 
The trouble to which it led. He would live to see people praised for things that were not worthy of praise, 

simply because truth was seen to be bad for their feelings. That night Tom came home they burnt the Kaiser 
on a bonfire. Tom said nothing of the war, of the Germans, of the gas and the tanks and the trenches they had 

heard about. He said nothing at all. One mans feeling is not always equal to all life is. Sometimes its not 
equal to anything much at all. He just stared into the flames.2A happy man has no past, while an unhappy 

man has nothing else. In his old age Dorrigo Evans never knew if he had read this or had himself made it up. 
Made up, mixed up, and broken down. Relentlessly broken down. Rock to gravel to dust to mud to rock and 
so the world goes, as his mother used to say when he demanded reasons or explanation as to how the world 
got to be this way or that. The world is, she would say. It just is, boy. He had been trying to wrest the rock 
free from an outcrop to build a fort for a game he was playing when another, larger rock dropped onto his 
thumb, causing a large and throbbing blood blister beneath the nail.His mother swung Dorrigo up onto the 
kitchen table where the lamp light fell strongest and, avoiding Jackie Maguires strange gaze, lifted her sons 
thumb into the light. Between his sobs Jackie Maguire said a few things. His wife had the week previously 

taken the train with their youngest child to Launceston, and not returned.Dorrigos mother picked up her 
carving knife. Along the blades edge ran a cream smear of congealed mutton fat. She placed its tip into the 

coals of the kitchen range. A small wreath of smoke leapt up and infused the kitchen with the odour of 
charred mutton. She pulled the knife out, its glowing red tip glittering with sparkles of brilliant white-hot 
dust, a sight Dorrigo found at once magical and terrifying.Hold still, she said, taking hold of his hand with 

such a strong grip it shocked him.Jackie Maguire was telling how he had taken the mail train to Launceston 
and gone looking for her, but he could find her nowhere. As Dorrigo Evans watched, the red-hot tip touched 

his nail and it began to smoke as his mother burnt a hole through the cuticle. He heard Jackie Maguire 
sayShes vanished off the face of the earth, Mrs Evans. And the smoke gave way to a small gush of dark 
blood from his thumb, and the pain of his blood blister and the terror of the red-hot carving knife were 

gone.Scram, Dorrigos mother said, nudging him off the table. Scram now, boy.Vanished! Jackie Maguire 
said.All this was in the days when the world was wide and the island of Tasmania was still the world. And of 
its many remote and forgotten outposts, few were more forgotten and remote than Cleveland, the hamlet of 

forty or so souls where Dorrigo Evans lived. An old convict coaching village fallen on hard times and out of 
memory, it now survived as a railway siding, a handful of crumbling Georgian buildings and scattered 

verandah-browed wooden cottages, shelter for those who had endured a century of exile and loss. 
Backdropped by woodlands of writhing peppermint gums and silver wattle that waved and danced in the 
heat, it was hot and hard in summer, and hard, simply hard, in winter. Electricity and radio were yet to 

arrive, and were it not that it was the 1920s, it could have been the 1880s or the 1850s. Many years later 
Tom, a man not given to allegory but perhaps prompted, or so Dorrigo had thought at the time, by his own 
impending death and the accompanying terror of the oldthat all life is only allegory and the real story is not 
heresaid it was like the long autumn of a dying world.Their father was a railway fettler, and his family lived 
in a Tasmanian Government Railways weatherboard cottage by the side of the line. Of a summer, when the 

water ran out, they would bucket water from the tank set up for the steam locomotives. They slept under 



skins of possums they snared, and they lived mostly on the rabbits they trapped and the wallabies they shot 
and the potatoes they grew and the bread they baked. Their father, who had survived the depression of the 
1890s and watched men die of starvation on the streets of Hobart, couldnt believe his luck at having ended 
up living in such a workers paradise. In his less sanguine moments he would also say, You live like a dog 

and you die like a dog.Dorrigo Evans knew Jackie Maguire from the holidays he sometimes took with Tom. 
To get to Toms he would catch a ride on the back of Joe Pikes dray from Cleveland to the Fingal Valley 

turnoff. As the old draught horse Joe Pike called Gracie amiably trotted along, Dorrigo would sway back and 
forth and imagine himself shaping into one of the boughs of the wildly snaking peppermint gums that 

fingered and flew through the great blue sky overhead. He would smell damp bark and drying leaves and 
watch the clans of green and red musk lorikeets chortling far above. He would drink in the birdsong of the 
wrens and the honeyeaters, the whipcrack call of the jo-wittys, punctuated by Gracies steady clop and the 

creak and clink of the carts leather traces and wood shafts and iron chains, a universe of sensation that 
returned in dreams.They would make their way along the old coach road, past the coaching hotel the railway 
had put out of business, now a dilapidated near ruin in which lived several impoverished families, including 

the Jackie Maguires. Once every few days a cloud of dust would announce the coming of a motorcar, and the 
kids would appear out of the bush and the coach-house and chase the noisy cloud till their lungs were afire 

and their legs lead.At the Fingal Valley turnoff Dorrigo Evans would slide off, wave Joe and Gracie 
goodbye, and begin the walk to Llewellyn, a town distinguished chiefly by being even smaller than 

Cleveland. Once at Llewellyn, he would strike north-east through the paddocks and, taking his bearings from 
the great snow-covered massif of Ben Lomond, head through the bush towards the snow country back of the 
Ben, where Tom worked two weeks on, one week off as a possum snarer. Mid-afternoon he would arrive at 
Toms home, a cave that nestled in a sheltered dogleg below a ridgeline. The cave was slightly smaller than 

the size of their skillion kitchen, and at its highest Tom could stand with his head bowed. It narrowed like an 
egg at each end, and its opening was sheltered by an overhang which meant that a fire could burn there all 
night, warming the cave. Sometimes Tom, now in his early twenties, would have Jackie Maguire working 
with him. Tom, who had a good voice, would often sing a song or two of a night. And after, by firelight, 

Dorrigo would read aloud from some old Bulletins and Smiths Weeklys that formed the library of the two 
possum snarers, to Jackie Maguire, who could not read, and to Tom, who said he could. They liked it when 

Dorrigo read from Aunty Roses advice column, or the bush ballads that they regarded as clever or 
sometimes even very clever. After a time, Dorrigo began to memorise other poems for them from a book at 
his school called The English Parnassus. Their favourite was Tennysons Ulysses.Pockmarked face smiling 
in the firelight, gleaming bright as a freshly turned out plum pudding, Jackie Maguire would say, Oh, them 
old timers! They can string them words together tighter than a brass snare strangling a rabbit!And Dorrigo 
didnt say to Tom what he had seen a week before Mrs Jackie Maguire vanished: his brother with his hand 
reaching up inside her skirt, as shea small, intense woman of exotic darknessleaned up against the chicken 
shed behind the coaching house. Toms face was turned in on her neck. He knew his brother was kissing 
her.For many years, Dorrigo often thought about Mrs Jackie Maguire, whose real name he never knew, 

whose real name was like the food he dreamt of every day in the POW campsthere and not there, pressing up 
into his skull, a thing that always vanished at the point he reached out towards it. And after a time he thought 
about her less often; and after a further time, he no longer thought about her at all.3Dorrigo was the only one 

of his family to pass the Ability Test at the end of his schooling at the age of twelve and so receive a 
scholarship to attend Launceston High School. He was old for his year. On his first day, at lunchtime, he 
ended up at what was called the top yard, a flat area of dead grass and dust, bark and leaves, with several 
large gum trees at one end. He watched the big boys of third and fourth form, some with sideburns, boys 
already with mens muscles, line up in two rough rows, jostling, shoving, moving like some tribal dance. 

Then began the magic of kick to kick. One boy would boot the football from his row across the yard to the 
other row. And all the boys in that row would run together at the ball andif it were coming in highleap into 
the air, seeking to catch it. And as violent as the fight for the mark was, whoever succeeded was suddenly 

sacrosanct. And to him, the spoilthe reward of kicking the ball back to the other row, where the process was 
repeated.So it went, all lunch hour. Inevitably, the senior boys dominated, taking the most marks, getting the 
most kicks. Some younger boys got a few marks and kicks, many one or none.Dorrigo watched all that first 

lunchtime. Another first-form boy told him that you had to be at least in second form before you had a 
chance in kick to kickthe big boys were too strong and too fast; they would think nothing of putting an 

elbow into a head, a fist into a face, a knee in the back to rid themselves of an opponent. Dorrigo noticed 



some smaller boys hanging around behind the pack, a few paces back, ready to scavenge the occasional kick 
that went too high, lofting over the scrum.On the second day, he joined their number. And on the third day, 

he found himself up close to the back of the pack when, over their shoulders, he saw a wobbly drop punt 
lofting high towards them. For a moment it sat in the sun, and he understood that the ball was his to pluck. 
He could smell the piss ants in the eucalypts, feel the ropy shadows of their branches fall away as he began 

running forward into the pack. Time slowed, he found all the space he needed in the crowding spot into 
which the biggest, strongest boys were now rushing. He understood the ball dangling from the sun was his 
and all he had to do was rise. His eyes were only for the ball, but he sensed he would not make it running at 

the speed he was, and so he leapt, his feet finding the back of one boy, his knees the shoulders of another and 
so he climbed into the full dazzle of the sun, above all the other boys. At the apex of their struggle, his arms 
stretched out high above him, he felt the ball arrive in his hands, and he knew he could now begin to fall out 
of the sun. Cradling the football with tight hands, he landed on his back so hard it shot most of the breath out 

of him. Grabbing barking breaths, he got to his feet and stood there in the light, holding the oval ball, 
readying himself to now join a larger world.As he staggered back, the melee cleared a respectful space 
around him.Who the fuck are you? asked one big boy.Dorrigo Evans.That was a blinder, Dorrigo. Your 

kick.The smell of eucalypt bark, the bold, blue light of the Tasmanian midday, so sharp he had to squint hard 
to stop it slicing his eyes, the heat of the sun on his taut skin, the hard, short shadows of the others, the sense 
of standing on a threshold, of joyfully entering a new universe while your old still remained knowable and 
holdable and not yet lostall these things he was aware of, as he was of the hot dust, the sweat of the other 
boys, the laughter, the strange pure joy of being with others.Revue de presseOne of the Best Books of the 
Year atThe New York TimesNPRThe Washington PostThe Minneapolis Star-Tribune The Economist The 

Seattle Times Financial TimesSome years, very good books win the Man Booker Prize, but this year a 
masterpiece has won it.A.C. Grayling, Chair of Judges, Man Booker Prize 2014Richard Flanagan has 

written a sort of AustralianWar and Peace.Alan Cheuse, NPRA symphony of tenderness and love, a moving 
and powerful story that captures the weight and breadth of a life . . . A masterpiece. The GuardianI suspect 

that on rereading, this magnificent novel will seem even more intricate, more carefully and beautifully 
constructed.New York Times Book Captivating . . . This is a classic work of war fiction from a world-class 
writer . . . Nothing since Cormac McCarthys The Road has shaken me like this.Ron Charles, Washington 

Post Elegantly wrought, measured, and without an ounce of melodrama, Flanagans novel is nothing short of 
a masterpiece. Financial TimesA moving and necessary work of devastating humanity and lasting 

significance. Seattle Times A novel of extraordinary power, deftly told and hugely affecting. A classic in the 
making. The ObserverNothing could have prepared us for this immense achievement . . . The Narrow Road 
to the Deep North is beyond comparison. The AustralianA devastatingly beautiful novel. The Sunday Times 
(London)The book Richard Flanagan was born to write. The EconomistIt is the story of Dorrigo, as one man 
among many POWs in the Asian jungle, that is the beating heart of this book: an excruciating, terrifying, life-

altering story that is an indelible fictional testament to the prisoners there. Michiko Kakutani, New York 
TimesExhilarating . . . Life affirming. Sydney Morning HeraldA supple meditation on memory, trauma, and 

empathy that is also a sublime war novel . . . Pellucid, epic, and sincerely touching. Publishers 
WeeklyHomeric . . . Flanagans feel for language, historys persistent undercurrent, and subtle detail sets his 
fiction apart. There isnt a false note in this book. Irish Times The Narrow Road to the Deep North is a big, 
magnificent novel of passion and horror and tragic irony. Its scope, its themes and its people all seem to 

grow richer and deeper in significancewith the progress of the story, as it moves to itsextraordinary 
resolution. Its by far the best new novel Ive read in ages. Patrick McGrath, author of ConstanceI loved this 

book. Not just a great novel but an important book in its ability to look at terrible things and create 
something beautiful. Everyone should read it.Evie Wyld, author of All the Birds, SingingThe luminous 
imagination of Richard Flanagan is among the most precious of Australian literary treasures. Newcastle 
HeraldIn an already sparkling career, this might be his biggest, best, most moving work yet. Sunday Age 
(Melbourne)An unforgettable story of men at war . . . Flanagans prose is richly innovative and captures 

perfectly the Australian demotic of tough blokes, with their love of nicknames and excellent swearing. He 
evokes Evanss affair with Amy, and his subsequent soulless wanderings, with an intensity and beauty that is 

as poetic as the classical Japanese literature that peppers this novel. The Times (London)Extraordinarily 
beautiful, intelligent, and sharply insightful . . . Flanagan handles the horrifyingly grim details of the 

wartime conditions with lapidary precision and is equally good on the romance of the youthful indiscretion 
that haunts Evans. BooklistVirtuosic . . . Flanagans book is as harrowing and brutal as it is beautiful and 



moving . . . This deeply affecting, elegiac novel will stay with readers long after its over. Shelf 
AwarenessDevastating . . . Flanagans father died the day this book was finished. But he would, no doubt, 

have been as proud of it as his son was of him. The Independent (UK)Despite the novels epic sprawl it 
retains the delicate vignettes that characterise Flanagans work, those beautiful brush strokes of poignancy 
and veracity that remain in the readers mind long afterwards. West Australian NewsMesmerising . . . A 
profound meditation on life and time, memory and forgetting . . . A magnificent achievement, truly the 

crown on an already illustrious career. Adelaide Advertiser 


