[image: image1.png]Our book for April was Sybille Bedford's Jigsaw. The book is generally
accepted as a biographical novel, but, intriguingly, the author herself admitted
to a deliberate vagueness as o which parts of the book were autobiography,
and which were fiction. This alone would make the book an interesting read,
but this account of Bedford's early life and experiences, with the author as
narrator, can only be described as extraordinary.

Bedford was born in Germany into an eccentric and aristocratic family; her
earliest memories are vague recollections of being innocently complicit in her
mother's infidelities. After her mother leaves, she spends her early years in
straitened circumstances, her father a prisoner of his “collections”. Reclaimed
by her mother, Bedford is summoned to ltaly. She writes of the warmth and
conviviality of the small communities she lived in, but itisn't long before the
appearance of her mother's new lover sees her bound for England, sent to stay
for some time with a family of the barest acquaintance. This sets the pattern for
her teenage years, as she moves between (eventually) a small fishing village in
an unfashionable part of the South of France, where she meets and makes
friends with writers and artists usually regarded as Bohemian in outlook, and
various friends and acquaintances in England.

What was astonishing to us was the tender age at which she shuttled,
unaccompanied, back and forth, staying with generous and open-minded
people she barely knew (and on a number of occasions, left entirely to her own
devices) and the maturity with which she observes the complexities of adult
relationships. Indeed, the title of the book, Jigsaw, is a tribute to the
ever-changing pattern of the relationships she both witnesses and is party fo.
And all this — albeit recollected in later life — when most of us were concerned
only with school and the usual teenage angst!

Towards the end of the book her mother, who, it seems, never knowingly let
that role interfere with her own life, succumbs to an addiction to morphine.
Finally, husband Alessandro finds himself unequal to the task of coping with his
wife and leaves. And Bedford, with the resilience and insouciance she has
shown throughout her short life thus far, resigns herself to the task in hand, of
coping with her mother...and becoming a writer.

Although not everyone had read the book, there was universal acclaim for the
book and admiration for the narrator, and those who had not read it went home
determined to find time to do so.

Our book for May is The Hokey-Pokey Man, by Anita Arcari, a family saga
which starts and ends in Italy, via London and Swansea.




