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Prsentation de I'diteurA timeless classic dealing with the complexity and hardships of relationships,
addiction and faith.Judith Hearne, a Catholic middle-aged spinster, moves into yet another bed-sit in Belfast.
A sociadly isolated woman of modest means, she teaches piano to a handful of studentsto pass the day. Her
only social activity isteawith the O'Neill family, who secretly dread her weekly visits.Judith soon meets
wealthy James Madden and fantasi ses about marrying this lively, debonair man. But Madden sees her in an
entirely different light, as a potential investor in a business proposal. On realising that her feelings are not
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reciprocated, she turnsto an old addiction alcohol. Having confessed her problems to an indifferent priest,
she soon loses her faith and binges further. She wonders what place there is for her in aworld that so values
family ties and faith, both of which she iswithout.ExtraitOneThe first thing Miss Judith Hearne unpacked in
her new lodgings was the silver-framed photograph of her aunt. The place for her aunt, ever since the sad
day of the funeral, was on the mantel piece of whatever bedsitting room Miss Hearne happened to be living
in. And as she put her up now, the photograph eyes were stern and questioning, sharing Miss Hearnes own
misgivings about the condition of the bedsprings, the shabbiness of the furniture and the run-down part of
Belfast in which the room was situated.After she had arranged the photograph so that her dear aunt could
look at her from the exact centre of the mantelpiece, Miss Hearne unwrapped the white tissue paper which
covered the coloured oleograph of the Sacred Heart. His place was at the head of the bed, His fingersraised
in benediction, His eyes kindly yet accusing. He was old and the painted halo around His head was
beginning to show little cracks. He had looked down on Miss Hearne for along time, almost half her
lifetime.The trouble about hanging the Sacred Heart, Miss Hearne discovered, was that there was no picture
hook in the right place. She had bought some picture hooks but she had no hammer. So she laid the Sacred
Heart down on the bed and went to the bay window to see how the room looked from there. The street
outside was a university bywater, once agood residential area, which had lately been reduced to the level of
taking in paying guests. Miss Hearne stared at the houses opposite and thought of her aunts day when there
were only private familiesin this street, at least one maid to every house, and dinner was at night, not at
noon. All gone now, all those people dead and all the houses partitioned off into flats, the bedrooms cut in
two, kitchenettes jammed into linen closets, linoleum on the floors and To Let cards in the bay windows.
Like this house, she thought. This bed-sitting room must have been the master bedroom. Or even a drawing
room. And look at it now. She turned from the window to the photograph on the mantel piece. All changed,
shetold it, al changed since your day. And Im the one who has to put up with it.But then she shook her head
to chase the silly cobwebs from her mind. She walked across the room, inspecting the surface. The carpet
wasnt bad at all, just abit worn in the middle part, and a chair could be put there. The bed could be moved
out an inch from the wall to hide that stain. And there on the bed was the Sacred Heart, lying face down,
waiting to be put up in His proper place. Nothing for it, Miss Hearne said to herself, but to go down and ask
the new landlady for the loan of a hammer.Down she went, down the two flights of stairs to the kitchen
which was used as a sitting room by Mrs Henry Rice. She knocked on the curtained door and Mrs Henry
Rice drew the edge of the curtain aside to peek through the glass before she opened the door. Miss Hearne
thought that alittle rude, to say the least.Y es, Miss Hearne?Beyond the open door Miss Hearne saw a good
firein the grate and a set of chinateathings on atable.l wondered if you had a hammer you might lend me.
Itsto put up a picture, you know. Im terribly sorry to be troubling you like this.No trouble at all, Mrs Henry
Rice said. But | have ahead like asieve. | never can remember where | put things. Il just have to think now.
Listen, why dont you come in and sit down? Maybe youd like a cup of tea. | just wet some teathis
minute.Well, that really was a nice gesture to start things off. Very nice indeed. Thats very kind of you, Miss
Hearne said. But | hate to put you out like this, really | do. I only wanted to put my picture up, you see.But
as she said this she advanced across the threshold. It was always interesting to see how other people lived
and, goodness knows, a person had to have someone to talk to. Of course, some landladies could be friendly
for their own ends. Like Mrs Harper when | was on Cromwell Road and shethought | was going to help her
in that tobacconist business. Still Mrs Henry Rice doesnt ook that type. Such abig jolly person, and very
nicely spoken.The room was not in the best of taste, Miss Hearne saw at once. But cosy. Lots of little lace
doilies on the tables and lamps with pretty pastel shades. There was a big enamel china dog on the
mantel piece and a set of crossed flags on the wall. Papal flags with silver paper letters underneath that said:
eucharistic congress dublin. That wasin 1932, in the Phoenix Park, Miss Hearne remembered, and my
second cousin, once removed, sang in the choir at High Mass. Nan DArcy, God rest her soul, a sudden end,
pleurisy, the poor thing. John McCormack was the tenor. A thrilling voice. A Papal count.Sit up closeto the
fire now. Its perishing cold out, Mrs Henry Rice said. A Dublin voice, Miss Hearne thought. But not quite.
She has atouch of the North in her accent.Miss Hearne saw that there were two wing chairs pushed close to
the fire. She went toward one of them and it turned around and a man wasin it.He was a horrid-looking
fellow. Fat as a pig he was, and his face was the colour of cottage cheese. His collar was unbuttoned and his
silk tie was spotted with egg stain. His stomach stuck out like a sagging pillow and hislittle thin legs fell
away under it to end in torn felt slippers. He was all bristly blond jowls, tiny puffy hands and long blond
curly hair, like some monstrous baby swelled to man size.Thisis Bernard, my only boy, said Mrs Henry



Rice. Thisis Miss Hearne, Bernie. Remember, | told you about her coming to stay with us?He stared at Miss
Hearne with bloodshot eyes, rejecting her as all males had before him. Then he smiled, showing dirty yellow
teeth.Come and sit by the fire, Miss Hearne, he said. Take the other chair. Mama wont mind.Rejected, Miss
Hearne sat down, fiddled with her garnet rings, moved her thin legs together and peered for comfort at her
long, pointed shoes with the little buttons on them, winking up at her like wise little friendly eyes. Little shoe
eyes, aways there.Sugar and cream? Mrs Henry Rice asked, bending over the tea things. Two lumps, please.
And just a soupon of cream, Miss Hearne said, smiling her thanks.Cup of tea, Bernie?No, thanks, Mama, the
fat man said. His voice was soft and compelling and it shocked Miss Hearne that this ugly pudding should
possessit. It reminded her of the time she had seen Beniamino Gigli, the Italian tenor. A fat, perspiring man
with a horrid face, wiping the perspiration away with a white handkerchief. And then, when he opened his
mouth, you forgot everything and he became a wonderful angel, thrilling everyone in the theatre, from the
front stalls to the gods. When Bernard spoke, you wanted to listen.Just alittle cup, dear?No, Mama.Miss
Hearne. Mrs Henry Rice handed ateacup with the little silver teaspoon clattering in the saucer. Miss Hearne
steadied the spoon and smiled her thanks.And have you lived long in Belfast, did you say? Mrs Henry Rice
said, poking the fire into a good blaze.Oh, since | was a child, yes, Miss Hearne said. Y ou see, my aunt lived
here, although my parents lived in Ballymena.l see, said Mrs Henry Rice, who did not see. And whereabouts
did your aunt live? Wasiit on this side of the city?Oh, yes, Miss Hearne said. It was on the Lisburn Road.

Y ou see, my parents died when | was very young and my dear aunt, rest her soul, took meto live with her in
Belfast.Well, we all have to move around, Mrs Henry Rice said. | was born and raised myself in Donegal, in
alittle place called Creeslough. And then, when | was only a bit of a girl, | was packed off to Dublin to
attend a secretarial college. And lived there with an uncle of mine. And met my late husband there. And
then, Mr Rice, thats my late husband, he was posted from Dublin to Belfast. And here | am. It just goesto
show you, we all have to run from pillar to post, and you never know where youll end up.Indeed, Miss
Hearne said. But it must have been interesting for you, living in Dublin for so many years.Oh, Dublinsa
grand city, no doubt about it. Ive never been what you might call fond of Belfast. Of course, its not the same
for you. Youd have lots of friends here. Is your poor aunt dead long?A few years ago, Miss Hearne said
guardedly.And do you have relatives here? Mrs Henry Rice asked, offering a plate of Jacobs cream puff
biscuits.Not close relatives, Miss Hearne said, fencing her way over familiar ground. They were all abit
nosey, landladies, it was to be expected, of course. They had to know what class of people they were getting,
and a good thing too. Y ou couldnt blame them.My aunt came from avery old Belfast family, she said.
Theyve nearly al died out now, but they have a very interesting history, my aunts people. For instance,
theyre all buried out in Nuns Bush. Thats one of the oldest cemeteriesin the country. Full up now. Its closed,
you know.Well, thats interesting, Mrs Henr...Revue de presseSel ected by The Guardian as one of 1,000
novels you must read before you die."Moore has absolute control over his narrative, and Judith Hearne's
descent is both excruciating and enthralling." Anne Enright inO, The Oprah MagazineWith hisfirst serious
book Brian was already in full possession of his technical accomplishment, his astounding ability to put
himself into other peoples shoes, and his particular view of life: atragic view....He wasto prove incapable of
writing a bad book, and his considerable output was to include several more that were outstandingly good;
but to my mind he never wrote anything more moving and more true than Judith Hearne.Diana Athillln
virtually all of Moore's novels, there is adramatic, vital connection between protagonist and place: Judith
Hearne, the Catholic spinster drifting into alcoholism and isolation, is the lyric embodiment of repressed,
claustrophobic Belfast, a descendant of the ageing spinsters of James Joyce's DublinersJoyce Carol Oates,
TLSBrian Moore [wrote] a superb first novel; The Lonely Passion of Judith Hearne reads as freshly, and as
heart-breakingly, today asit did when it first appeared in 1955.John BanvilleThe Lonely Passion of Judith
Hearneis, to my notion, everything a novel should be.Harper Lee (New Y ork Times, 1960)"Each book of
[Moores] is dangerous, unpredictable, and amusing. He treats the novel as atrainer treats awild
beast." Graham GreeneBrian Moore was a wonderful writer, one of the few genuine masters of the
contemporary novel. Thomas FlanaganJudith Hearne is a masterpiece. Richard Y atesThe Lonely Passion of
Judith Hearne reads as freshly, and as heart-breakingly, today asit did when it first appeared in 1955. John
BanvilleThe Lonely Passion of Judith Hearne is undoubtedly the best-written, most intense, wildly
imaginative, exuberant and powerful of [Brian Moores| books, and along with Connells Mrs. Bridge,
Wallants The Pawnbroker, and Y atess Revolutionary Road, remains one of the authentic if uncelebrated
classics of the last twenty years.DeWitt Henry, Ploughshares'Set in Belfast in the early 1950s, Brian Moores
The Lonely Passion of Judith Hearne is not a kind book, no, but it is utterly transfixing.... By the end of this



truly brilliant, shocking novel, a story peopled by characters who make your skin crawl, the impossible has
occurred: The reader both understands and feels compassion for areally awful woman." Katherine A.
Powers, Boston GlobeMoore is surely one of the most versatile and compelling novelists writing today.Daily
Telegraphl cant think of another living male novelist who writes about women with such sympathy and
understanding.Times Literary SupplementRemarkable...seldom in modern fiction has any character been
revealed so completely or been made to seem so poignantly real. The New Y ork TimesA harrowing tour de
force.New Statesman and NationA powerful haunting story by a young Irish-Canadian who knows the
meaning not only of loneliness, but that of compassion as well. The New Y ork TimesA penetrating, comic,
tragic tale of a plain womanlt isanovel that occasionally sings with the lilt of the Irish greats.San Francisco
Chronicle



