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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurIn celebration of the fifteenth anniversary of its original publication, Carol Shields's 
Pulitzer Prize-winning novel is now available in a Penguin Classics Deluxe Edition One of the most 

successful and acclaimed novels of our time, this fictionalized autobiography of Daisy Goodwill Flett is a 
subtle but affecting portrait of an everywoman reflecting on an unconventional life. What transforms this 

seemingly ordinary tale is the richness of Daisy's vividly described inner life--from her earliest memories of 
her adoptive mother to her awareness of impending death.For more than seventy years, Penguin has been the 

leading publisher of classic literature in the English-speaking world. With more than 1,700titles, Penguin 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B001GRRHN4


Classics represents a global bookshelf of the best works throughout history and across genres and 
disciplines. Readers trust theseries to provide authoritative texts enhanced by introductions and notes by 

distinguished scholars and contemporary authors, as well as up-to-datetranslations by award-winning 
translators.From the Trade Paperback edition..comThis fictionalized autobiography of Daisy Goodwill Flett, 

captured in Daisy's vivacious yet reflective voice, has been winning over readers since its publication in 
1995, when it won the Pulitzer Prize. After a youth marked by sudden death and loss, Daisy escapes into 

conventionality as a middle-class wife and mother. Years later she becomes a successful garden columnist 
and experiences the kind of awakening that thousands of her contemporaries in mid-century yearned for but 

missed in alcoholism, marital infidelity and bridge clubs. The events of Daisy's life, however, are less 
compelling than her rich, vividly described inner life--from her memories of her adoptive mother to her 

awareness of impending death. Shields' sensuous prose and her deft characterizations make this, her sixth 
novel, her most successful yet.ExtraitBirth, 1905My mother's name was Mercy Stone Goodwill. She was 
only thirty years old when she took sick, a boiling hot day, standing there in her back kitchen, making a 

Malvern pudding for her husband's supper. A cookery book lay open on the table: "Take some slices of stale 
bread," the recipe said, "and one pint of currants; half a pint of raspberries; four ounces of sugar; some sweet 

cream if available." Of course she's divided the recipe in half, there being just the two of them, and what 
with the scarcity of currants, and Cuyler (my father) being a dainty eater. A pick-and-nibble fellow, she calls 
him, able to take his food or leave it.It shames her how little the man eats, diddling his spoon around in his 
dish, perhaps raising his eyes once or twice to send her one of his shy, appreciative glances across the table, 
but never taking a second helping, just leaving it all for her to finish up -- pulling his hand through the air 

with that dreamy gesture of his that urges her on. And smiling all the while, his daft tender-faced look. What 
did food mean to a working man like himself? A bother, a distraction, perhaps even a kind of price that had 

to be paid in order to remain upright and breathing.Well, it was a different story for her, for my mother. 
Eating was as close to heaven as my mother ever came. (In our day we have a name for a passion as 

disordered as hers.)And almost as heavenly as eating was the making -- how she gloried in it! Every last 
body on this earth has a particular notion of paradise, and this was hers, standing in the murderously hot 

back kitchen of her own house, concocting and contriving, leaning forward and squinting at the fine print of 
the cookery book, a clean wooden spoon in hand.It's something to see, the way she concentrates, her hot, 
busy face, the way she thrills to see the dish take form as she pours the stewed fruit into the fancy mold, 

pressing the thickly cut bread down over the oozing juices, feeling it soften and absorb bit by bit a raspberry 
redness. Malvern pudding; she loves the words too, and feels them dissolve on her tongue like a sugary 
wafer, her tongue itself grown waferlike and sweet. Like an artist -- years later this form of artistry is 

perfectly clear to me -- she stirs and arranges and draws in her brooding lower lip. Such a dish this will be. A 
warm sponge soaking up color. (Mrs. Flett next door let her have some currants off her bush; the raspberries 
she's found herself along the roadside south of the village, even though it half kills her, a woman of her size 
walking out in the heat of the day.)She sprinkles on extra sugar, one spoonful, then another, then takes the 
spoon to her mouth, the rough crystals that keep her alert. It is three o'clock -- a hot July afternoon in the 

middle of Manitoba, in the middle of the Dominion of Canada. The parlor clock (adamantine finish, gilded 
feet, a wedding present from her husband's family, the Goodwills of Stonewall Township) has just struck the 

hour. Cuyler will be home from the quarry at five sharp; he will have himself a good cheerful wash at the 
kitchen basin, and by half-past five the two of them will sit down at the table - this very table, only spread 
with a clean cloth, every second day a clean cloth -- and eat their supper. Which for the most part will be a 

silent meal, both my parents being shy by nature, and each brought up in the belief that conversing and 
eating are different functions, occupying separate trenches of time. Tonight they will partake of cold corned 
beef with a spoonful of homemade relish, some dressed potatoes at the side, cups of sweet tea, and then this 
fine pudding. His eyes will widen; my father, Cuyler Goodwill, aged twenty-eight, two years married, will 
never in his life have tasted Malvern pudding. (That's what she's preparing for -- his stunned and mild look 
of confusion, that tender, grateful male mouth dropping open in surprise. It's the least she can do, surprise 
him like this.) She sets a flower-patterned plate carefully on top of the pudding and weights it down with a 

stone. 


