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T, [/NRICEFEINVEBEL O, ThENOFEG A OE#RE SEE S DMWNHIKE LT
DEIFINTHB] EE>TWVBY FHEIWNRICESNERDEDIT S HIRLENLTONS LN
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RFL-—TUVONRICRDLTAO0EE, [FoFrxs ] [BL -4 a—7 ] LT [E
SV BH B, KD ‘four humours DX HICE DRIV EFITX > THO/NHIZELTH AL
FUDEHIITEOHMAEEZ S, 70T A7 N2 FNEWM OGRS In Between the Sheets
(1978) iz, R « w4 HHEMEITF NIE Black Dogs (1992) 12, 2—E€ 7 WHMK S1F Amster-
dam (1998) 12, £ L TEIINERHX723NE Enduring Love (1997) 1275 %, Nutshell D4,
Amsterdam OHDT 5 v 7 « A—FTE2ETHEVERITH, TO4DOEEMBNT Vv ZLHE
INTWBEDTHATOTHEMTHAL, MAB» LR OLZA THRLIEEYE, ThIZE5FET
HS o 1Al s WM EDTLDEST VNS NIETHFIIZMET 5,

Nutshell 13 Hamlet %2 THIIZ LTWT, 3B FBHBHNORAY &0 “EOMHBIFRES SN T
AFETO/NFITHOEPINERA I > T0b, E2AM, FRZTNBENLBIIE>TeF2—T
VOBEEBRDTNDEDHHEFTH %, Kate Clanchy (3IRD & 9 iIZifx T3,

This may not sound like an entirely promising read: a talking foetus could be an uncon-

vincing or at least tiresomely limited narrator, and updatings of Shakespeare often strain

at their own seams.
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1. EYFEUTORAL
INROBIIRIRD & 5 M ETHE > T %,

So here I am, upside down in a woman. Arms patiently crossed, waiting, waiting and
wondering who I'm in, what I'm in for. ..... I’ ve no choice, my ear is pressed all day and
night against the bloody walls. Ilisten, make mental notes, and I'm troubled. I'm hearing
pillow talk of deadly intent and I'm terrified by what awaits me, by what might draw me
in. (Nutshell, p.1.)

[P ORI T 2ICnd, o D> THEDROHIZ] EnS v ayF U/ RliZLTIO
INRIZIEE - T b, [T SEABABIZEZD0, erEamd KESETff-TW5] &
felo AENHZIFITHRAL OBIROLKHIT 0, HIEHMEXEAVTTOWAED, MPoXy KT
BEPSAZEEMRTTOEL L, [AEF->TO2008MEBONEAL L THAMNEN] L
SOMEDFIHTH B, Nutshell DFIET, ZoOMIEEFNHTL 2HFAICTEROLHIZ S W
ZEERARBRIEDTHSENEDTH B,

TF T vaERAHENICEETHNE, HAWNROHKELTHRES, bDH->LF5bE S 1L
RICEFTNH B E3H0H->T0B, UL, (35D FOLEOIBNICO B RAL ] &g
WTETHITOLPIBLOENBOONYRTHA D, H—, BIENITEZ TRAMICE#RPH 50
NEEMTH B, vF2—7 UOEHRNIC ‘womb LW IFEEEIT TN D ETA MITHMITH
BTEBOTYIE LTS, BO TR - 2D EHRNITVBRAY EHENRHTEED1E, 1
BB DBEIIB RO LI BLFENPSTH A,

But she never takes a third, and it wounds me.
‘Thave to think of a baby, I hear her say as she covers her glass with a priggish hand.
(Nutshell, p. 7)

T4 ViFEORHE Trudy R=MHEZEID ONTI S 22T 6 THEZ, TEEOHKRD » A
BLBW] EFEOTFO T BZ2OSEAMRITE > THID T, ZO/NHDED FAMKBANICWL Bk
A EFE IR N N DTH B,

AT, Nutshell s Hamlet ® 71 v b & FHUZ LT3 Z &1, /NSO epigraph THRE LA
<o

Oh God, I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a king of infinite space —
were it not that I have bad dreams.
SHAKESPEARE, Hamlet
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ZDOXEIX Hamlet » 5 DFIHT, ZIho<xFa—T VI3/NRHDOS A bIV%E ‘Nutshell &Lk
ZEMBTE B, B Trudy &R Claude DM HABEDN SR I EEMTTHABRD XS 754
EMNSTay aEE T,

They airily bypass their vocal cords because they’ re planning a dreadful event. Should
it go wrong, I've heard them say, their lives will be ruined. (Nutshell, p.9)

FEHORBMNIZ OB RAYDFED FITR 2R EL B0/ F 2 =7 UBFIDTTIIE D,
Tim Adams @FLUTD XS I XTI5E,

There have been plenty of novels inspired by Hamlet —Iris Murdoch’s The Black Prince,
John Updike’s Gertrude and Claudius, even David Foster Wallace’s Infinite Jest. And there
have been one or two novels told in the voice of fetuses in the womb—Carlos Fuentes’s
Christopher Unborn, for example. But lan McEwan’s virtuoso entertainment is almost

certainly the first to combine the two.!

Christopher Unborn 1% 1987 FEICHIE Nc AL VEBETELN I A F 2 a¥ET, EELAITH
BT 5 XS IT Laurence Sterne @ The life and Opinion’s of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman
(1759-1767) S EEEZIF T 5, ‘foetuse’ (FPTIREE I LA DI 2EEO FITB 501
INGUE B Z DD OES L0 AS, Tim Adams 28R NTW0 3 XD IZHIEAGED T &0 9 BE I
Hamlet D70y NEMAIZDOREIRCF2—T UDBHDTTH %,

TGN DIRATITEHENH 2D E S, EANRIEH 200 EH NI3BKS 2METH 5,
[ 28] BUTOL BUIERREZREZL T3,

PR SR IRE AR S A2 SO EEETHS T T 3ILROMKRRZD v 7 F IV TR S
72o BIBMEHEIZ, BT, HAkb0%RBT 280 ETH B,

AL T, AROERNAEOKEIERZKNHETDH - 7o, FLIIERFM RS Wl RE Rich
EIMERZ B EMTER VD TH B, 1o, HHOBHEE L ANERESITE (Rof)x
E) AREILELTS, TOXDBITENS, ERRIEIED I OIREE & B U 7o NinE 2R U
TLWBEEDRAITOADONTN S, LT, HLROZIRICH T B EHTED & fig
<= —BbNIZHHTH 5,

INFETIC, RADEGRICBIT 2UI9ET, IMIEB) QM2 28 LA%, RADH S OBREEDHIH
ML TWA Z ERE SN Tz, 40, Kouider 5%, FLWOHEML L iRt En < —
71 —EFE LT,

5 H~15 D HIBO RO MIES %~ T, Kouider &3, KANHEZHEH LTSN T
ZOHEHA > THENE I DEET 2 & X ITEL 2 M0 —HOMREN A XY M)y, Z0F
27 & T TOAIROKIZ b EN 2 2 EEZ WO NIT Lice THhI3ME L 72T X TOER
OIS S, ¥ 7 FIVIRERE EORRIF EMI TRENTH - 72,

AR OFERIL, BREOEMRNSOHOBREY, BOnEs»rHOARM ST E I &%
RLUTWB, k7, AR, DEMICEHRNH 2 HREO A (MEHREEZTAEOA) HE A
DI EEMREBTEENEVIDFHIIT 2 LTHEHERD 9 5, EHlWAIE < — 77 — Gl 2124t
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CORENSTEESPHOBEPSEHNDEZENFDON TS, RYBERE»SIEE - T
TWBE AL, HEANEBITLUTCHNRZ S X912 5, DF D, Nutshell IZBWT

BTSN S B O RBEFICTFHENTWA Z 225, BRBAROEEZBNTHANA LM
BEKSTDEEL AEERISABVDTH S, F 2—7 I3 Saturday (2005) HEIZH 7 -
TR O FHIT I B R, MiE D EFNISHEDN S 5. Ok EFHA THREOEFICM L
TEHEMWZERELEANTHSE EBbN 5,

7272 U, Nutshell 1213 2 B VIS EHRMATE A @ OB L THZ DA LAV AN S TGS %
fioTwd, BREFEIBoFTchEThHEED, 4P Ths /vy x—TbiaLl, FHH
BEOLLKRENSLDZZ0TNE A7) TTHEL, K712 (Pinot Noir) THABESE
EULEHABICBR TSV ATHHL, UTDEIBAFY XTH B LEEN-> TiE-> T 5,

Instead I'll inherit a less than united kingdom ruled by an esteemed elderly queen, where
a businessman-prince, famed for his good works, his elixirs (cauliflower essence to pu-
rify the blood) and unconstitutional meddling, waits restively for his crown. This will be
my home, and it will do. I might have emerged in North Korea, where succession is also
uncontested but freedom and food are wanting. (Nutshell, pp. 3-4.)

‘united kingdom’ E/NFICEDENTWB DX EUEIICR SN 5 1 F 1) ZENOH LT
TWAZ EDIREMTH S L, ‘his elixirs’ ®° ‘unconstitutional meddling’ I3F + — )V XE KT &
FATHEZELTHIF L0 —HOBRBE =R L T2 6D TH 5, % 2 BIEEPEM 2 %2 2
WCBEZAATOAILEEMEL A —E T 2280 XT3, F2—T URi#E->THBDT
RELIEROBMEN STELNTNEDTHRATH T LA, LML, BRMTHZEZEEI -
T3, H20NEFRTOE L0 HIReTIREL, FBHESEIOXIKRRANS DI, BIEMIZIEH
DN ETHD TN ERLUIED TH D, TN Nutshell D/NROFMIZ R H T 4 718 %HE
EHZBZhENZ, EOHNNICL LATEONARETH A,

TN DAR AL DD Sl ATAIZOWT, ZOERZEMRMIZFNZ LT, /hE LTomE s
HBEFTTHb, xFa2—T VEFERLTOEHHOREFII LA EEITIDI=— 7 25E0 O
HAERO O, —REIZT/NHOFED OIS E L TIE, REMISFTHELAR, £ LTE AR
DS ND 5, F1AMOES, FBOFEBUKIHET 2D SFEOHITM o LD EBEAE KT
T, RONTIFERUDPTITAST N, KEHTE 3 AR, WbWwd [ &L TORFELMSE
TEHA->TTH, HEOMBITBEALZ OO THEITTHEDOMITIIHE LB, Nutshell D5
FRIOTOOFEY ORETH ZIRIFZ TR > T b, BIEOMBUZHIIIEE L TH 2 BIENTS
DT, GOHITMOEBEABZ L LFTEXR N, TE5D1F, 7 Trudy oBEAES Z
ERITHE, THEAZSBE Nutshell ZERORMHELET 52, LHALEADDICWBEL2TOADLE
AEWMBENTEBL, HBOP T TAFZTICL > THONED LS BHEE LT B DM
BTxs, [f] &ELTOEMER DS, ‘channel £ © 5 ¥4 FK#lh & Uk EE72 0 Trudy,
HEMRDFE L L2 Claude, FOMFITEIAT 2H F 0 HEHIS 3108 > T3 John &9

HLENENBBAWOREEZIGRHT B ENTE S, TH%Z 5 E Nutshell 234113 EH D
MHAERTE L5125,
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2. BNIZEHURAD ONT=ns Ly b

BN O RAT O SN ERI S S &<+ 2 —T U0 ek F S iIcshe, kL
EIDITHIRL T2 HIMOIREGFL TS EXICZOFRENHICI D TH B, &I A,
Hamlet % THUT L & 5 E-ROD N D 3G ERITH 2 1TE NS0, Nutshell 78IRS iz D
7% 2016 4= T Shakespeare A3 400 12247205 TH S, 7w MIEBWT Hamlet 5 Z D%
CEMDANTNB L, DROVZLOBHTHALREEY 7E25IHLT0 %,

£ Trudy 2L Claude EFEFEL TRE AT DX, Hamlet 1IZE W T Gertrud(y)e H
Claud(e)ius U TRBIAZRR T E2AM V7T 0y NEESITRUTH S, Ny RO —
ZTRAEXRXIEMES TR LTLE S Bns MK ¥ 5 £ 512, Claude i3 Trudy % ‘my
mouse’ EFHEIAD TS, F72 Elodie (3 ‘owl 27 —<IZFFE2AI2 M, £HERADE - A
74—V THWFETAFHONT [77vY] ILEKRT 3HHEZRAICHEVEZ S8 5, Claude &
P4 v N TF A 777 b A2 L&D &3 5H ‘Danish’ BHEICEE I 5 (Nutshell, p. 132),
Hamlet (37 0= — 7 WA TH 5, S 5ITROF AT Claude O FOHIZEE2 ANNUIE XD -
FEVSHMTH B0, ThidNLLy POKXEBEIITZEI R > THERINIHELDTH 5,

‘You know what? I was reading the other day. And I've just realized. It’s what we
should have used. Diphenhydramine. Kind of antihistamine. People are saying the
Russians used it on that spy they locked in a sports bag. Poured it into his ear. Turned
up the radiators before they left so the chemical dissolved in his tissues without a trace.

(Nutshell, p. 117)

Hamlet TRCHOUENBNTHBEIR SN I EE LV y MTHT 5D, Nutshell 1IZH
WTHACH John O TZMNMIRD & H I28lh 5,

This is a slow, heavy descent. They see black leather shoes, then a belted waist, a shirt
stained with vomit, then a terrible expression, both blank and purposeful. My father
wears the clothes he died in. ..... It’'s not an hallucination. This is my corporeal father,
John Cairncross, exactly as he is. My mother’s moan of fear acts as an enticement, for
he’s walking toward us.

‘John, Claude says warily, on a rising tone, as if he could wake this figure into proper
non-existence. ‘John, it’s us.’ (Nutshell, pp. 186-187.)

KB John OTEFEFZOH EMEFHI I Trudy 2RELHTFRE LI EVNEELES, I
1%, ‘I emerge from reveries to find us in the bedroom.” &9 XFEMNE L 2 Eh 625 T
e EMGMB, EBEIZ John OURBIHNIE D> DTH B, Hamlet TRLHDO UEMNFHHK S
NIcZ ExE/NLL y MTEESDN, Nuishell TR b I BRI HENTRRINILIEEZHM->TVED
T, HOMNHERET EN/II EE2E-> THOEERNL D, John 3 TEE L THNK T TH %,
9ZB% Trudy & Claude b ZOTEAZR TS DI TRE L, BRALZIMZORZHTEB LG
Thb, O John OUENHENZ YT, Hamlet D70y hEZ WY ANz dIZmiEA N
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NEL EI M ‘convincing' IZKIF B, REFEAAFIMATH 2BFRHZ L0,
3. EHIDAHE D

RO Z Trudy & Claude 235CH John IZHD A > 72 R Y 2 — XM EhRER LS &
BYHTH D, T—TNDEITRBEDY a—AMA -1/ v THMEDPNT NS, HONEDTHA
M John 32D A » 7HWY EiF &S &id LI, Claude 3HLDHIZHEHRM S ZASD
IKDOA 5175 2%F->TL B0 3 ADWMT B0 TH 5, Trudy 135800 John B L & DRIN
A U THE L0 RS LS AMATHMLEI T LHIEF LI PLHOA-T2A v TEIN
D LT 5, #ERIOBMAERATERERUETHAI D, BELFxBEHERLLIDOTHAS I D

‘What you have said was right. You brought it all back to me and it pierced my heart.
It was a masterpiece, John, what we created. What’s happened since doesn’t lessen it.
You were so wise to say that. It was beautiful. Nothing that happens in the future can
wash it away. And even though it’s only water in my glass, I want to raise it to you, to
us, and thank you for reminding me. It doesn’t matter whether love endures. What
matters is that it exists. So. To love. As it was. And to Elodie’ (Nutshell, p. 98.)

‘Elodie’ 1% John OFHIHNZIENTWEHEWLETH %, John B xEH LA L Trudy &
Claude IZ#34r 9 2 M, ZNIZEZETHED Trudy ISR ERNAE 3 0ONHNK -2, FNIEK
1M 72 > TR IE John ORELREKIRET 5, &M< b, WD ‘smoothie” b H &L
730 John, N Z2 R THOFEFNREEWE Trudy B EZEDHRA T ENREFEL LS ET5H;
TS INBETH B, ADBHARE A - 1238% Trudy ICHE S N7 John 13X Va2 —
ZDAN-THy THRY BiF &S &35,

When my father speaks, he sounds closer. He’s coming back to the table.
‘Well, he says, most genially, ‘that’s the spirit.
I swear the deathly, loving cup is in his hand.
Again, with both heels I kick and kick against his fate.
‘Oh, oh, little mole, my mother calls out in a sweet, maternal voice. ‘He’s waking up.
‘You failed to mention my brother, John Cairncross says. It's in his Manly poet’s
nature to amplify another’s toast. ‘To our future loves, Claude And Elodie.
‘To us all then, says Claude.
A silence. My mother’s glass is already empty.
Then comes my father's drawn-out sigh of satisfaction. Exaggerated to a degree,
merely out of politeness.
‘More sugary than usual. But not bad at all.

The Styrofoam cup he sets upon the table makes a hollow sound. (Nutshell, p. 99.)

WAy T2 EFEd ELED John IZHD > TOMIZH R OWBIFETHOEALED 5
Trudy, #OMAEICODDALH L VBIHEMALEZENTLE > T35 John, A< THITE
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Trudy IZEPNROAFETH 3K 42 TITANL S &9 5 Claude, £ LT, fil&EMCHZEIT X
S ELTHBOBEEM 2 AR NE B OIBROBD T, ZOYHEHA TER LKL 25E12
WD TIEIENTEA D M

CD/NHD BT Nutshell D75 v 7 « A—ETIE<F 2—7 O Amsterdam %L S ¥ 3
EHNT, LROBHAZADBERBHNICHEZED & - THA T L G2 & 2 HHEIC
5o Thb, /NtDIRHE T John 285 L7 Trudy & Claude MWERIBHWEEFEH L THEMN -
7o EMBET YT Amsterdam DREREHF IR NEI &4 5,

‘It’s started. It's so quick! Get an ambulance.

He says nothing for a moment, then he asks simply, ‘Where’s my passport?’

The failure is mine. I underestimated him. The point in arriving early was to ruin
Claude. I knew he was trouble. But I thought he loved my mother and would stay with
her. I'm beginning to understand her fortitude. Over the bright jingling sound of coins
against mascara case as he rummages through her handbag, she says, ‘I hid it. Down-
stairs. Just in case this happened.’ (Nutshell, p. 194.)

Trudy (3 Claude " L EBBEO KA # BT THTITL S EE2TPHLUTHDO R AR — M EFEL
TEBWkDTH S, iE Claude B SO EZBEEEDICELAENEA S EREL THADT
HBOBLRICERT %, HBICEHBX20KkESETLE-LBR, “AZBEEDIZLEIET
% Claude, #N%Hid > TFM L Tz Trudy, =F =FEIT K7 X% L TWT Amsterdam D&
KEMESEETTv 7 «2—ETTH 5,

Lirl, 2THEREVZIREZI TR, HOoEOAMbHEHBR O 5,

‘1 was surprised. He looked peaceful. Except...” She draws a sharp, inward sigh.
‘Except his mouth. It was so long, so wide, stretched almost ear to ear, like an insane
smile. It was closed though. I was glad about that. (Nutshell, p. 143.)

John DK DHEF-% Trudy T 7 £ Claude T % < Elodie 253E5 6, £hEZHLTWS
AN EJRRIZ & > TRIGEDERT 2D TH 5, Trudy i John BIEA K H & H5r72 b DT %A
LTIROERRICIEALZA LT E NS, BEXTAHNIE, John ITIFFEITMHT 5 &5 BHEMEEF R, 7
OHFUTRIET 2 HE VBB EENTACEKRENFTEEIRIERBH-TH, ADSHEES
NTIHIZBNPONS L) HHRBIT-> T, 2D LI HHE%E Trudy & Claude 23F5EE L T
BT HEANWERNICLUTHAERNI L THEEEMET 2 LD BHEHB SN Thbh T, #tFE
KIS Nutshell \Z B OFHili 2 5.2 7Bl TH 5,

4, fT#T BN NLL » b

FAEEHWMEEKTE /2 EES Claude & Trudy @ & EIZZE D Clare Allison 2588 F &£ -
Tait b WK IROTERIZE TR S b S ITHEIC, Th SOBMICENEMA %,
Claude 1213 Judd Street IZH % Y 2 — R « N=[IfTMHE D o ed, F John D SILW B DIE
TGO teh Emiasd (Nutshell, p. 174) o FEIFMIE John MEB LI XS Il EM T &5
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ELTEDY 2 — & « N—IZEDIET-%H > TIT 72D TH 3, John % Z T ‘smoothie’ %#H -
rEBDLELIHDTH D, #AD ‘smoothie’ ZERFH72DE Trudy DELRTH - 7248, 5
13 Z N A BEERICEE® T John O HEOFER O TIZZE® T, T, /O ORI T HmnLES
ICHIODOEREZHL - 720 UL, IO Clare 1213 b 5 —DRENZEMMAAE SN T,

‘But the real mystery is this. Not a single print on that glycol bottle.
Nothing on the cup. Just heard from forensics. Not a trace. So strange.

‘Ah! says Claude, but Trudy cuts across him. I should warn her. She mustn’t be too
eager. Her explanation comes out too fast. ‘Gloves. Skin complaint. He was so ashamed
of his hands.

‘These?’
My mother steps forward to look. It must be a printout of a photograph.
‘Yes’
‘Didn’ t have another pair?
‘No. But a lot, especially when he was feeling down. (Nutshell, pp. 181-182)

John OHIZ & - 72 EHEM D 5 —D DI bR SN D - 72D TH 5, 15 3HEfH I, Th
KR LT OEBERERTFREZED TR I EAERITHE TS, E2AM, Clare 3202 &%
TITHN LT TR hb o FTERKMNICZAICERM L7cDTH 5, Trudy ZFRDOZAXRT I
WNEEZBH, Clare T DH EAMAELEE DI 5, HIZH - FLEO A LUIFEBIFEOMIZIE
B O/NS IR DINBHE LTI DTH S, 2F D, TOPFRTRILEIM > TOIIE, BEE
BT S WPRD IR 2 L T2 97T, Thhimin &3 hid John OB OTHRNED A -
TR A S HLIC 3R 72 2 &1 B, Clare BH 72 R T O DA BHIT 5 £ 55
T, %M TIF{, Claude & Trudy BHA 72 bBWA TN I &A% > THA OWIEH %k
TL&D E®RTS,

JaRIE C 2B 2 2 SR ESCED S hidhis b EBY, [fTET5 40y b K85,
Trudy Z#/KSH2DTH 5,

I've come to a decision. Enough. My amniotic sac is the translucent silk purse, fine and
strong, that contains me. It also holds the fluid that protects me from the world and its
bad dreams. No longer. Time to join in. To end the endings. Time to begin. It's not
easy to free my right arm lodged tight against my chest, or gain movement in my wrist.
But now it’s done. A forefinger is my special tool to remove my mother from the frame.
Two weeks early and finger-nails so long. I make first attempt at an incision.
(Nutshell, p. 192.)

Bbyic

COINRIZES VNS S ETHE, BRIZEPEOMOIELLOFEAD John 2842 LItk -
TIROFRITTENERKIHE VMBI AN SN S Trudy, £ LU TRBERATI#IETTHS
KIBNA S EF % Claude IZEREIICEHIN T ENEZETHA I, ZDIEMIZRL T Hamlet %
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NaT7F 4 —fbLT0EDTIEEL, 207 oy METHIZT S LITL-T, WbIFFESGMHI - T
WABIEMD %D 5 2 &2 & - T Nutshell 135 A TOTHEAWIEMITAE LD > T 5, fEamD
SERIEN ST B EHBRORMBHETHAIMN, <F2—T yOROLFERIOMIZIh»r o4
NHE P b AGE > T AL BICN TS, HEARMITICHEZ 2B OO — ADRKHE &
LT, ZOMOHFIERMTEAPT WA TH S &%, TN Nutshell IZFEENIzA v &=
ThHH9,

I want my life first, my due, my infinitesimal slice of endless time and one reliable chance
of a consciousness. I'm owed a handful decades to try my luck on a freewheeling planet.
That’s the ride for me—the Wall of Life. I want my go. I want to become. Put another
way, there’s a book I want to read, not yet published, not yet written, though a start’s
been made. I want to read to the end of My History of the Twenty-First Century. I want
to be there, on the last page, in my early eighties, frail but sprightly, dancing a jig on the
evening of December 31%, 2099.

(Nutshell, p. 129)
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