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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurNick Hornby's second bestselling novel is about sex, manliness and fatherhood. Will is
thirty-six, comfortable and child-free. And he's discovered a brilliant new way of meeting women - through
single-parent groups. Marcusis twelve and alittle bitnerdish: he's got the kind of mother who made him
listen to Joni Mitchell rather than Nirvana. Perhaps they can help each other out alittle bit, and both can start
to act their age..frWill Lightman is a Peter Pan for the 1990s. At 36, the terminally hip North Londoner is
unmarried, hyper-concerned with his coolness quotient and blithely living off his father's novelty song
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royalties. Will sees himself as entirely lacking in hidden depths--and he's proud of it! The only troubleis, his
friends are succumbing to responsibilities and children and he'sincreasingly left out in the cold. How can
someone brilliantly equipped for meaningless relationships ensure that he'll continue to meet beautiful Julie
Christie-like women and ensure that they'll throw him over before things get too profound? A brief
encounter with a single mother sets Will off on his new career, that of "seria nice guy." Asfar ashe's
concerned--and remember, concern isn't his strong suit--he's the perfect catch for the young mother on the
go. After an interlude of sexual bliss, she'll realise that her child isn't ready for aman in their life and Will
can ride off into the Highgate sunset, where more damsels apparently await. The only catch is that the best
way to meet these women is at single-parent get-togethers. In one of Nick Hornby's many hilarious (and
embarrassing) scenes, Will fallsinto some serious misrepresentation at SPAT (" Single Parents-- Alone
Together"), passing himself off as a bereft single dad: "There was, he thought, an emotional truth here
somewhere, and he could see now that his role-playing had a previously unsuspected artistic element to it.
He was acting, yes, but in the noblest, most profound sense of the word." What interferes with Will's career
arc, of course, isreality--in the shape of a 12-year-old boy who isin many ways his polar opposite. For
Marcus, cool isn't even a possibility, let aone anissue. For starters, he'savictim at his new school. Things at
home are pretty awful, too, since his musical-therapist mother seemsincreasingly in need of therapy herself.
All Marcus can do is cobble together information with a mixture of incomprehension, innocence, self-blame
and unfettered clear sight. Asfans of Fever Pitch and High Fidelity already know, Hornby'sinsight into
laddishness magically combines the serious and the hilarious. About a Boy continues his singular
examination of masculine wish-fulfilment and fear. Thistime, though, the author |ets women and children
onto the playing field, forcing his feckless hero to leap over an entirely new--and entirely welcome--set of
emotional hurdles.ExtraitChapter One " So, have you split up now?"" Are you being funny?'People quite
often thought Marcus was being funny when he wasn't. He couldn't understand it. Asking his mum whether
she'd split up with Roger was a perfectly sensible question, he thought: they'd had a big row, then they'd
gone off into the kitchen to talk quietly, and after alittle while they'd come out looking serious, and Roger
had come over to him, shaken his hand and wished him luck at his new school, and then he'd gone."Why
would | want to be funny?""Well, what does it look like to you?'"It looks to me like you've split up. But |
just wanted to make sure.""We've split up.""So he's gone?'"Y es, Marcus, he's gone."He didn't think he'd
ever get used to this business. He had quite liked Roger, and the three of them had been out afew times;
now, apparently, he'd never see him again. He didn't mind, but it was weird if you thought about it. He'd
once shared atoilet with Roger, when they were both busting for a pee after a car journey. You'd think that if
you'd peed with someone you ought to keep in touch with them somehow."What about his pizza?' They'd
just ordered three pizzas when the argument started, and they hadn't arrived yet."WEe'll shareit. If we're
hungry.""They're big, though. And didn't he order one with pepperoni on it?* Marcus and his mother were
vegetarians. Roger wasn't."Welll throw it away, then,” she said."Or we could pick the pepperoni off. | don't
think they give you much of it anyway. It's mostly cheese and tomato.""Marcus, I'm not really thinking
about the pizzas right now.""OK. Sorry. Why did you split up?'"Oh ... thisand that. | don't really know how
to explain it."Marcus wasn't surprised that she couldn't explain what had happened. He'd heard more or less
the whole argument, and he hadn't understood a word of it; there seemed to be a piece missing somewhere.
When Marcus and his mum argued, you could hear the important bits: too much, too expensive, too late, too
young, bad for your teeth, the other channel, homework, fruit. But when his mum and her boyfriends argued,
you could listen for hours and still miss the point, the thing, the fruit and homework part of it. It waslike
they'd been told to argue and just came out with anything they could think of."Did he have another
girlfriend?""l don't think so.""Have you got another boyfriend?' She laughed. "Who would that be? The guy
who took the pizza orders? No, Marcus, | haven't got another boyfriend. That's not how it works. Not when
you're a thirty-eight-year-old working mother. There's atime problem. Hal There's an everything problem.
Why? Does it bother you?"'| dunno."And he didn't know. His mum was sad, he knew thatshe cried alot
now, more than she did before they moved to Londonbut he had no idea whether that was anything to do
with boyfriends. He kind of hoped it was, because then it would all get sorted out. She would meet someone,
and he would make her happy. Why not? His mum was pretty, he thought, and nice, and funny sometimes,
and he reckoned there must be loads of blokes like Roger around. If it wasn't boyfriends, though, he didn't
know what it could be, apart from something bad." Do you mind me having boyfriends?""No. Only
Andrew.""Wsell, yes, | know you didn't like Andrew. But generally? Y ou don't mind the idea of it?""No.
Course not.""Y ou've been really good about everything. Considering you've had two different sorts of



life."He understood what she meant. The first sort of life had ended four years ago, when he was eight and
his mum and dad had split up; that was the normal, boring kind, with school and holidays and homework
and weekend visits to grandparents. The second sort was messier, and there were more people and placesin
it: his mother's boyfriends and his dad's girlfriends; flats and houses; Cambridge and London. Y ou wouldn't
believe that so much could change just because a relationship ended, but he wasn't bothered. Sometimes he
even thought he preferred the second sort of life to the first sort. More happened, and that had to be a good
thing.Apart from Roger, not much had happened in London yet. They'd only been here for afew
weeksthey'd moved on the first day of the summer holidaysand so far it had been pretty boring. He had been
to see two films with his mum, Home Alone 2, which wasn't as good as Home Alone 1, and Honey, | Blew
Up the Kids, which wasn't as good as Honey, | Shrunk the Kids, and his mum had said that modern films
were too commercial, and that when she was his age ... something, he couldn't remember what. And they'd
been to have alook at his school, which was big and horrible, and wandered around their new
neighbourhood, which was called Holloway, and had nice bits and ugly bits, and they'd had lots of talks
about London, and the changes that were happening to them, and how they were all for the best, probably.
But really they were sitting around waiting for their London lives to begin.The pizzas arrived and they ate
them straight out of the boxes." They're better than the ones we had in Cambridge, aren't they?' Marcus said
cheerfully. It wasn't true: it was the same pizza company, but in Cambridge the pizzas hadn't had to travel so
far, so they weren't quite as soggy. It was just that he thought he ought to say something optimistic. " Shall
we watch TV?"'If you want."He found the remote control down the back of the sofa and zapped through the
channels. He didn't want to watch any of the soaps, because soaps were full of trouble, and he was worried
that the trouble in the soaps would remind his mum of the trouble she had in her own life. So they watched a
nature programme about this sort of fish thing that lived right down at the bottom of caves and couldn't see
anything, afish that nobody could see the point of; he didn't think that Would remind his mum of anything,
much.Reprinted from About a Boy by Nick Hornby by permission. Copyright 1999, Dale Brown. All rights
reserved. This excerpt, or any parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.



