Amis is a Larkinholic

[Note: the following are excerpts from a discussion board conversation regarding Larkin references in Amis’s work]
From: Bill Jarma, 5/17/99

FROM *TIME'S ARROW*: "The figure in the white coat and the black boots. In his wake, a blizzard of wind and sleet, like a storm of human souls." FROM *NEXT, PLEASE* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Only one ship is seeking us, a black-sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back a huge and birdless silence. In her wake no waters breed or break." 
FROM *TIME'S ARROW*: "The moon I actually like looking at. Its face, at this time of the month, is especially craven and chinless, like the earth's exiled or demoted soul." *THE MOON IS FULL TONIGHT* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "The moon is full tonight and hurts the eyes, it is so definite and bright. What if it has drawn up all quietness and certitude of worth wherewith to fill its cup, or mint a second moon, a paradise?---for they are gone from earth." 

Larkinian referentialism in *Success*

From: Bill Jarma, 5/20/99

For your entertainment pleasure, here is a doubtlessly incomplete compilation of the Philip Larkin allusions in *Success*. And I'm the first to admit that half of these connections are probably coincidental non-connections. 

TERRY: "I had parents of my own but they got fucked up." LARKIN: "But they were fucked up in their turn." [From *This Be The Verse*.] TERRY: "The ones who aren't queer or whatever invariably have kids ('what for?' I think again and again, seeing the extra they suffer)." LARKIN: "Man hands on misery to man. It deepens like a coastal shelf. Get out as early as you can, and don't have any kids yourself." [From *This Be The Verse*.] 
TERRY: "I'm not sure I can bear to describe what he was wearing: that vampiric crimson-lined black opera cape, a waistcoat of his father's, harem trousers---were they?---apparently clasped at the ankles by costly bicycle clips." LARKIN: "I take off my cycle-clips in awkward reverence." [From *Church Going*.] 
TERRY: "Something's coming. What could it be?" GREGORY: "Something's coming. I pause as a smart blue train streams by." GREGORY: "Something's coming. Oh, go *away*." LARKIN: "Something is always approaching...a black-sailed unfamiliar". [From *Next, Please*.] LARKIN: "There is an evening coming in across the fields, one never seen before, that lights no lamps." [From *Going*.] 
TERRY: "a place of dangling black pans, sooty cisterns and something I've never seen before". LARKIN: "There is an evening coming in across the fields, one never seen before, that lights no lamps." [From *Going*.] 
TERRY: "The train bombed on, through fields wedged by advancing shadows." LARKIN: "There is an evening coming in across the fields, one never seen before, that lights no lamps." [From *Going*.] LARKIN: "wedge-shadowed gardens lie under a cavernous, a wind-picked sky". [From *Sad Steps*.] 
TERRY: "as I sit here slumped in the middle of what appears to be my life, with its days and days". GREGORY: "slumped where he is now in his days and days". LARKIN: "Where can we live but days?" [From *Days*.] 
TERRY: "I see myself from behind, my craven tread, my hair, and beyond me, through the blue window, I glimpse that second figure up in the streets of the sky, that familiar, shuffling, grubby, mackintoshed caricature, Terry the Tramp." GREGORY: "It was a glorious mid-April evening and a burgundy dusk was slowly decanting itself through the high windows." GREGORY: "A blue light was shooting round my room like a spectral boomerang...The blue light boomeranged above my head, coming closer, getting brighter, turning black." LARKIN: "Rather than words comes the thought of high windows: the sun-comprehending glass, and beyond it, the deep blue air". [From *High Windows*.] 
GREGORY: "this, just this, was soon to push me to one side of my cloudless childhood days". LARKIN: "Something is pushing them to the side of their own lives." [From *Afternoons*.] 
TERRY: "From her dark flower-patterned dress (clean, unironed, shapeless, not a dress for winter) now protruded thin stockingless legs and thin forearms whose shade of fluff caught the light." LARKIN: "Moustached in flowered frocks they shake". [From *Faith Healing*.] 
GREGORY: "It's hardly a 'job' at all really, in the sense of trading one's days for cash." LARKIN: "the money he gets for wasting his life on work". [From *Self's the Man*.] 
GREGORY: "By the same convention that he got my expensive clothes when I soared out of them, so he got the rejects, the table-droppings, the leave-offs, which he guiltily exhumed as if from a forbidden attic drawer." LARKIN: "All the unhurried day your mind lay open like a drawer of knives...For you would hardly care that you were less deceived, out on that bed, than he was, stumbling up the breathless stair to burst into fulfilment's desolate attic." [From *Deceptions*.] 
GREGORY: "Why do I let him roost on my life?" LARKIN: "Why should I let the toad *work* squat on my life?" [From *Toads*.] 
GREGORY: "I see you kneeling on the curved lawn, your body bent over with the strain of the past and your own colossal efforts to expunge it, the grass rippling scarily all about you, the trees wringing their hands behind your back, the clouds scudding away above your head, scudding away from you and all the terrors of childhood and hell." GREGORY: "I climbed to the colourful surface and stood scratching my hair in the mad motion sculpture of Marble Arch, the traffic going on and on, the clouds scudding away above my head." LARKIN: "And that high-builded cloud moving at summer's pace." [From *Cut Grass*.] 
TERRY: "In the evenings I sit and read and drink at my desk until the dregs of the day have been tapped from the room." LARKIN: "Sinking like sediment through the day, to leave it cleaner, onto the floor of the flask (vast summer vessel) settles a bitter carpet---horror of life." [From *Sinking like sediment through the day*.] 
GREGORY: "It was two o'clock before I managed to boot the sobbing husk out into the night." LARKIN: "Back now to autumn, leaving the ended husk of summer that brought them here for Show Saturday". [From *Show Saturday*.] 
TERRY: "Even the rush-hour streets look purposeful nowadays; everyone willingly connives at this seasonal trick the world has of seeming to start all over again." LARKIN: "Their yearly trick of looking new is written down in rings of grain." [From *The Trees*.] 
GREGORY: "Fresh careers fan out at me like a conjuror's playing cards." LARKIN: "Choice of you shuts up that peacock-fan the future was." [From *To My Wife*.] 
TERRY: "I felt like an animal, I felt like a god, I felt like the ghost of summer thunder." LARKIN: "My mother, who hates thunderstorms, holds up each summer day and shakes it out suspiciously, lest swarms of grape-dark clouds are lurking there". [From *Mother, Summer, I*.] 
GREGORY: "the house lay suspended and still, a great brick ship basking in the afternoon". LARKIN: "A white steamer stuck in the afternoon". [From *To the Sea*.] 
GREGORY: "You wanted to be smothered, joined up, plugged, to stop the bits of you from flying apart for ever." GREGORY: "All the bits that were me had been reshuffled yet again." LARKIN: "At death, you break up: the bits that were you start speeding away from each other". [From *The Old Fools*.] 
GREGORY: "The very entrance to the Underground makes me want to pee with dread." GREGORY: "I descended the endless steel staircase, my hair scattered by dirty winds from the earth's core." GREGORY: "I turned, repurchased a ticket, and stood like a doll on the descending staircase as the hammers pounded louder and the dark air swirled and my body (the sweat, the tremor, the heart) again picked up its rhythms." TERRY: "as I rode the descending staircase into the grey vault I felt as if a large and watchful creature were welcoming me to its deep preserve". LARKIN: "In this dream that dogs me I am part of a silent crowd walking under a wall, leaving a football match, perhaps, or a pit, all moving the same way. After a while a second wall closes on our right, pressing us tighter. We are now shut in like pigs down a concrete passage. When I lift my head, I see the walls have killed the sun, and light is cold. Now a giant whitewashed D comes on the second wall, but much too high for them to recognize: I await the E, watch it approach and pass." [From *Traumerei*.] 
GREGORY: "Occasionally I would wake during her actual visits to my flat (she has her own key, the darling), and I would be unable to tell if she was really there and talk nonsensically---the words all in the letter A of dreams---until she hurried to my side." GREGORY: "They scuttled off to their beds downstairs, to the calm cycles of their calm lives, while I, with the help of some pills and that liquor, searched for the letter A in the random alphabet of sleep." LARKIN: "By now we have ceased walking and travel like water through sewers, steeply, despite the tread that goes on ringing like an anvil under the striding A. I crook my arm to shield my face, for we must pass beneath the huge, decapitated cross, white on the wall, the T, and I cannot halt the tread, the beat of it, it is my own heart, the walls of my room rise, it is still night, I have woken again before the word was spelt." [From *Traumerei*.] 
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*Success* contains a recurrent master-motif which is yet another reference to another Larkin poem. The dominant motif in *Success* is the image of a person staring thru a window at the sky. That's the *Mr Bleaney* motif. For your entertainment pleasure, here's *Mr Bleaney*. Followed by the *Mr Bleaney* allusions in *Success*: 
'This was Mr Bleaney's room. He stayed the whole time he was at the Bodies, till they moved him.' Flowered curtains, thin and frayed, fall to within five inches of the sill, whose window shows a strip of building land, tussocky, littered. 'Mr Bleaney took my bit of garden properly in hand.' Bed, upright chair, sixty-watt bulb, no hook behind the door, no room for books or bags---'I'll take it.' So it happens that I lie where Mr Bleaney lay, and stub my fags on the same saucer-souvenir, and try stuffing my ears with cotton-wool, to drown the jabbering set he egged her on to buy. I know his habits---what time he came down, his preference for sauce to gravy, why he kept on plugging at the four aways---likewise their yearly frame: the Frinton folk who put him up for summer holidays, and Christmas at his sister's house in Stoke. But if he stood and watched the frigid wind tousling the clouds, lay on the fusty bed telling himself that this was home, and grinned, and shivered, without shaking off the dread that how we live measures our own nature, and at his age having no more to show than one hired box should make him pretty sure he warranted no better, I don't know. 
GREGORY: "you deserve to be what you are if you could bear to get that way". TERRY: "I stood on the landing outside our flat. There is a wall-to-wall, floor-to-ceiling window there that creaks and bends when the air gets turbulent. It wobbles in the wind. It shivers in the cold." GREGORY: "The stairwell of my block has a glass wall fronting the street, thin bendy glass---it shudders when the wind is up. On the top floor, outside my penthouse, his body pressing on the rainy window, stood the squat martyred figure of my foster-brother. I halted. Slowly Terence spread his arms. He looked like an eager child, his face pushed flat against the shopfronts of night. What does he see out there? How is his life taking shape?" TERRY: "I paused in the square, friendly leaves hurrying across my feet, and watched the bedsitter lights start to come on." TERRY: "It was a spotless evening, and many aeroplanes strained cheerfully through the empty sky." GREGORY: "For the rest of these slow spring days, however, it is just me and the windows, a pale, affectless world of ceilings, skies, and my heartbeat." GREGORY: "I am finished with any dozing that the afternoon might have let slip, and now stare moonily out of the penthouse window. At ninety-second intervals, tinselly aeroplanes wobble upwards through the bland air." TERRY: "I'm standing by the tall bendy window outside our flat, the one that hates stormy weather." GREGORY: "I don't think it's really on---is it?---that my sister should be permitted to slum in Terence's world of cheap eateries and drab bedsitterdom, that world of contingency and failure." TERRY: "I paused for two whole minutes to watch a high-flying, string-trailing jet, no more than a glinting crucifix in the deep blue above the thin salty clouds." GREGORY: "I was sitting by my window, staring out at the aeroplanes that wafted through the grey clouds." TERRY: "He looks so pathetically at-a-loss, staring out of windows all day long, as if the rooftops might suddenly realign and make themselves new for him again." TERRY: "When I returned from the office, at about six-thirty, I found him sitting at my desk, staring dully at the sky." TERRY: "Greg was staring boyishly out of the window." 
Exhibit A in the Terry Service/Philip Larkin continuum. Here's what Gregory says about Terry: "All the spirit, all the *licence* of childhood, seemed to have been confiscated from his imagination before he knew what childhood was, before he saw it couldn't last." Here's what Martin Amis says about Philip Larkin: "You feel that the very notion of childhood, with all its agitation and enchantment, was simply too sexy for Larkin." 
Exhibit B in the Terry Service/Philip Larkin continuum. Here's what Gregory says about Terry: "His humour was, from the start, always ironic. Ironic---never gay, fantastic, mirthful, relieved, outrageous: but ironic. (Not that he was ever actually *funny*, mind you.)" Here's what Martin Amis says about Philip Larkin: "Everything about Larkin rests on irony, that English specialty and vice." 
Exhibit C in the Terry Service/Philip Larkin continuum. Here's what Gregory says about Terry: "And what is my flat cluttered up with? *Beer*, disgustingly cheap plonk, 'barley wines', domestic sherry, cut-price spirits---and Terence himself, boring, burping, blundering, baying." Here's what Martin Amis says about Philip Larkin: "He was, by the way, a genuine miser. In his last weeks, he lived off 'cheap red wine and Complan'. He left over a quarter of a million pounds." 
Exhibit D in the Terry Service/Philip Larkin continuum: Terry is prematurely bald and so was Larkin. 
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Re: Larkinian referentialism in *Success*

From: StephenP, 5/21/99

Even where they were not strictly references, though, Larkin's weighty, brainy, melancholic weltanschauung clearly 'informs' Success.  To pick up on the window image, which I agree is the central one to Success. It's not so much Bleaney, I feel, but another poem you mention which embodies Amis's use of the motif- er, that'd be 'High Windows'. I think it's the central poem to the whole collected meisterwerks. It's like Larkin's challenging his gift to soar from as the lowest demotic he can get away with to the most exalted. When the climax to the poem comes, it's the reverse of a Joycean epiphany: those moments when Stephen Daedalus gets all florid and everything shines with significance. To Larkin, and Terence Service, everything on the other side of the window suddenly becomes apart, and vast, and shamefully meaningless. I don't think it's catatonic depression but negative revelation (or something). And we've all had one of those, haven't we? 
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Larkin Fields
From: Bill Jarma, 7/7/99
SAMSON YOUNG: "On Sunday he had walked with Nicola Six in London fields...Kneeling, the children launched their boats into the cold agitation of the water; the smaller craft wobbled all the more eagerly, as if activity could redress their want of size; among them, a black-sailed unfamiliar." SAMSON YOUNG: "She played for time (taking little rests) by staring in saintly silence at the water: the toy galleon with black sails, in whose wake..." SAMSON YOUNG: "They love to be chased, hilariously aware that the bigger thing cannot but capture them in time. I know how they feel, though of course with me it isn't funny, the bigger thing loping along in my wake, and easily gaining." PHILIP LARKIN: "Only one ship is seeking us, a black-sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back a huge and birdless silence. In her wake no waters breed or break." [From *Next, Please*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "How I wish I could share in her hope---the awakened, lips parted, the new ships." PHILIP LARKIN: "Watching from a bluff the tiny, clear, sparkling armada of promises draw near." [From *Next, Please*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "What we take from animals, what we take from our pets (without trying, and without asking), is a lesson about death: an overview of the shorter span. After two cats and nine hamsters, the adolescent is a bit better equipped for the awful call to his grandmother's bedroom." PHILIP LARKIN: "Fetch the shoebox, fetch the shovel---Mam, we're playing funerals now." [From *Take One Home for the Kiddies*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "Chapter 7 looms like Keith's tower block. A fortress." SAMSON YOUNG: "Over the gardens and the mansion-block rooftops, over the window boxes and TV aerials, over Nicola's skylight and Keith's dark tower (looming like a calipered leg dropped from heaven), the air gave an exhausted and chastened sigh." PHILIP LARKIN: "Higher than the handsomest hotel the lucent comb shows up for miles". [From *The Building*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "Just smiled and gazed out of the window at the speeding clouds." SAMSON YOUNG: "Above, the clouds were moving with preternatural speed; you felt as if larger units of weather were passing overhead like meteorological discs on a chart---months, entire seasons sweeping by in less than thirty seconds." PHILIP LARKIN: "But if he stood and watched the frigid wind tousling the clouds". [From *Mr. Bleaney*.] PHILIP LARKIN: "And that high-builded cloud moving at summer's pace." [From *Cut Grass*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "It makes me think of Yeats's lines (and here my memory still holds): 'We have fallen in the dreams the ever-living breathe on the tarnished mirror of the world, and then smooth out with ivory hands and sigh.' " PHILIP LARKIN: "The white steamer is gone. Like breathed-on glass the sunlight has turned milky." [From *To the Sea*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "What impresses and stays with me is the power of the baby's face---*the power*. It is knit tight, like a tautly prominent navel, chockful of possibilities, tumescent with potentiae, as if the million things that could happen to her, the essences of the million Kims there might one day be out there, are concentrated in this powerful face." PHILIP LARKIN: "To bring to bloom the million-petalled flower of being here". [From *The Old Fools*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "Guy's faith, a feebly gleaming heirloom (a locket, perhaps, that once belonged to his dead mother), was much tarnished for a while by the clear impossibility of anything surviving such a thorough subtraction of the human body." PHILIP LARKIN: "Religion used to try, that vast moth-eaten musical brocade created to pretend we never die". [From *Aubade*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "If the intelligent eye could lift off and climb past eaves and skylights, and speed over rooftops, and settle as it liked where people thought they were alone---what on earth would it see?" SAMSON YOUNG: "And how *strange* it is in here, fish-grey, monkey-brown, all the surfaces moist and sticky, and the air no good to breathe." PHILIP LARKIN: "If my darling were once to decide not to stop at my eyes, but to jump, like Alice, with floating skirt into my head...she would find herself looped with the creep of varying light, monkey-brown, fish-grey". [From *If, My Darling*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "You look for the loved one everywhere, of course, in passing cars, in high windows". PHILIP LARKIN: "Rather than words comes the thought of high windows". [From *High Windows*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "What is it that is always pulling us back down?" PHILIP LARKIN: "What loads my hands down?" [From *Going*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "As the darts crowd, the arrowshower, steadily grew in its growling". PHILIP LARKIN: "We slowed again, and as the tightened brakes took hold, there swelled a sense of falling, like an arrow-shower sent out of sight, somewhere becoming rain." [From *The Whitsun Weddings*.] [Previously mentioned by StephenP.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "Because when we're not there, their worlds begin to fall away. On every side the horizon climbs until it pushes out the sky. The walls come in." PHILIP LARKIN: "In this dream that dogs me I am part of a silent crowd walking under a wall, leaving a football match, perhaps, or a pit, all moving the same way. After a while a second wall closes on our right, pressing us tighter. We are now shut in like pigs down a concrete passage. When I lift my head, I see the walls have killed the sun, and light is cold." [From *Traumerei*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "Hand in hand and arm in arm we totter, through communal fantasy and sorrow, through London fields. We're the dead." PHILIP LARKIN: "Give me your arm, old toad; help me down Cemetery Road." [From *Toads Revisited*.] 

SAMSON YOUNG: "On Sunday he had walked with Nicola Six in London fields." PHILIP LARKIN: "There is an evening coming in across the fields, one never seen before, that lights no lamps." [From *Going*.]
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Re: Larkin Fields
From: Jezzaroona, 7/7/99
SAMSON YOUNG: "How I wish I could share in her hope---the awakened, lips parted, the new ships." 
must surely correspond with: "This form, this face, this life Living to live in a world of time beyond me; let me Resign my life for this life, my speech for that unspoken, The awakened, lips parted, the hope, the new ships." 

From "Marina" by T.S. Eliot (Ariel Poems)
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The Larkinization
From: Bill Jarma, 7/28/99
THE INFORMATION: "It was the tiredness of time lived, with its days and days." PHILIP LARKIN: "What are days for? Days are where we live...Where can we live but days?" [From *Days*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "I expect you get many young girls who. You will be delighted to hear that the air tickets will be. The judges reached their decision in less than. These terms are, we feel, exceptionally. I am beginning to be translating your. Here is a photograph of the inside of my." PHILIP LARKIN: "I am directed to inform you that under the will of the late Mr Getty...Dear Philip, You'll be interested to know that old Humpleby is at last giving up the Library at Windsor, and HM...of course, only 10,000 pounds, but there's a rather jolly little grace & favour Georgian dower house in the Great Park that seems to go with the job...Dear Mr Larkin, I expect you think it's jolly cheeky for a schoolgirl to---...Dear Dr Larkin, My freind and I had a argument as to which of us has the biggest breasts and we wondered if you would act as---...My youngest, she's fourteen and quite absurdly stuck on your poems---but then she's advanced in all ways---refuses to wear a---." [From Philip Larkin's letters.] 
THE INFORMATION: "On the mantelpiece Richard thought he saw a devotional knickknack or icon, lit from within by a bulb the shape of a closed tulip; it was the Virgin Mary (he sensed), but travestied, with joke breasts outthrust like the figure of a redoubtable maiden on a ship's prow." PHILIP LARKIN: "Each big approach, leaning with brasswork prinked, each rope distinct, flagged, and the figurehead with golden tits arching our way". [From *Next, Please*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "Demi told tales of lost kittens, beloved ponies, myxomatotic marmots, rabid rabbits". PHILIP LARKIN: "I make a sharp reply, then clean my stick. I'm glad I can't explain just in what jaws you were to suppurate". [From *Myxomatosis*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "In the stairwell some Angaoas or Iaiain would be bent over his bicycle clips or patting the pockets of his donkey jacket." PHILIP LARKIN: "Hatless, I take off my cycle-clips in awkward reverence". [From *Church Going*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "And he had no trouble visualizing her poolside with the five-million-a-pop screenplay writer, walking the chateau grounds with the belly-worshipping Francophile". PHILIP LARKIN: "So the shit in the shuttered chÃ¢teau who does his five hundred words then parts out the rest of the day between bathing and booze and birds is far off as ever". [From *The Life with a Hole in it*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "Richard thought that the adults looked like child-murderers, and so did the children, with their hairdos and earrings and their shallow, violent eyes." PHILIP LARKIN: "How few people are, held apart by acres of housing, and children with their shallow violent eyes." [From *How*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "But at three in the morning something woke them with the fizzy rush of an old flash camera, and there they all were, staring down the sights of their lives and drawing a bead on the information." PHILIP LARKIN: "Waking at four to soundless dark, I stare. In time the curtain edges will grow light. Till then I see what's really always there...the dread of dying, and being dead, flashes afresh to hold and horrify." [From *Aubade*.] 
THE INFORMATION: "And then there is the information, which is nothing, and comes at night." PHILIP LARKIN: "And beyond it, the deep blue air, that shows nothing, and is nowhere, and is endless." [From *High Windows*.]
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And a few earlier notes on Larkin/Amis:
From: Bill Jarma, 1/13/99
I can't help but notice that Jezzaroona is fixated on a particular Martinism: "And then there is the information, which is nothing, and comes at night." Which serves as a lead-in to "Night Train". But doesn't that line remind you of another line? A line that preceded Martin's line. From another writer. Surely I can't be the only poltergeist phenomenon who's noticed this. That line sounds like a deliberate echo of Philip Larkin: "And immediately/Rather than words comes the thought of high windows:/The sun-comprehending glass,/And beyond it, the deep blue air, that shows/Nothing, and is nowhere, and is endless."  

"Macatitch" is a referential joke-name
From: Bill Jarma, 1/20/99
The reason I'm here is because I just identified another one of Martin's degenerate little joke-names. I believe it was Buddy Greco who once said: "The poetry of earth is never dead." Well, the clever-dickery of Martin is never dead either. So let's indulge Martin. Let's take his bait. Let's ride with the ketchup. 
The joke-name is "Macatitch". Johnny Mac is one of the cops in "Night Train". "Macatitch" is a reference to "Titch Thomas". "Titch Thomas" is a sleazoid vandal who defaced a poster in a poem called "Sunny Prestatyn" by Philip Larkin. Here is the poem: 
"*Come to Sunny Prestatyn* / Laughed the girl on the poster, / Kneeling up on the sand / In tautened white satin. / Behind her, a hunk of coast, a / Hotel with palms / Seemed to expand from her thighs and / Spread breast-lifting arms. 
"She was slapped up one day in March. / A couple of weeks, and her face / Was snaggle-toothed and boss-eyed; / Huge tits and a fissured crotch / Were scored well in, and the space / Between her legs held scrawls / That set her fairly astride / A tuberous cock and balls 
"Autographed *Titch Thomas*, while / Someone had used a knife / Or something to stab right through / The moustached lips of her smile. / She was too good for this life. / Very soon, a great transverse tear / Left only a hand and some blue. / Now *Fight Cancer* is there." 
Jennifer Rockwell is the poster-model who was "too good for this life". Jennifer's gunshot wounds correspond to the poster-girl's knife wounds "right through the moustached lips of her smile". Tom Rockwell refers to Jennifer as being "sunny" (page 29). The poster-girl wears "tautened white satin". On page 128, Jennifer "came out of the cabana and walked toward us in her white one-piece". Larkin sez: "a great transverse tear left only a hand and some blue". On page 75, Mike sez: "A woman fell out of a clear blue sky." 
There you have it. Martin subtexted "Sunny Prestatyn" into "Night Train". The evidence is incontrovertible. This theory is unassailable. This theory is now a proven fact. I don't wanna hear any crap from any of you poopyheads. Anyone who thinks that the Macatitch/Titch Thomas connection is a mere coincidence is cordially invited to eat my shorts. 
Here's another possible Larkin/"Night Train" link. A link which possibly explains Jennifer's motive. On page 173, Mike sez: "Ever have that childish feeling, with the sun on your salty face and ice cream melting in your mouth, the infantile feeling that you want to cancel worldly happiness, turn it down as a false lead?" Compare that to another Larkin poem called "Wants" and see if Mike's comment doesn't sound like a deliberate echo of that poem. And that maybe Larkin is speaking for Jennifer: 
"Beyond all this, the wish to be alone: / However the sky grows dark with invitation-cards / However we follow the printed directions of sex / However the family is photographed under the flagstaff--- / Beyond all this, the wish to be alone. 
"Beneath it all, desire of oblivion runs: / Despite the artful tensions of the calendar, / The life insurance, the tabled fertility rites, / The costly aversion of the eyes from death--- / Beneath it all, desire of oblivion runs." 
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My fave Amis joke
From: Floyd Scarabelli, 8/4/99

There is a song lyric called *The Boxer*. Written by Paul Simon, who's even shorter than Amis. Most of *The Boxer* is a first-person narrative. It's a confession of despair & self-pity spoken by a washed-up loser in the entertainment business: "I have squandered my resistance for a pocketful of mumbles, such are promises. All lies and jests. Still a man hears what he wants to hear and disregards the rest." But the final part of *The Boxer* shifts into a third-person narrative: "In the clearing stands a boxer and a fighter by his trade. And he carries the reminders of every glove that laid him down and cut him till he cried out, in his anger and his shame: 'I am leaving, I am leaving.' But the fighter still remains." 

The narrational shift in *The Boxer* could possibly be interpreted as a psychological defense-mechanism on the part of the narrator. The boxer's defeat is too painful for the boxer to narrate in the first-person. So he objectifies himself with a third-person perspective in order to gain the necessary distance from himself. That technique was also used by Jorge Luis Borges. Borges said to Paul Theroux: "When something bad is done to me, I pretend that it happened a long time ago, to someone else." 

My favorite Martin Amis joke does the opposite narrative trick. It goes from third-person to first-person. *The Information* begins with an impersonal third-person narration. But on page 43 (American version) or page 63 (limebag version), Amis-the-narrator manifests himself. He materializes in a playground. Probably a playground just like the one in a Philip Larkin poem called *Afternoons*, where "something is pushing them to the side of their own lives". Amis sees a boy directing hand gestures at Amis. Amis misinterprets the boy's gestures as the sign language of a deaf person. But the boy is simply spelling out his name with his fingers. So Amis says: "how can I ever play the omniscient, the all-knowing, when I don't know *anything*? When I can't read childish capitals in the apologetic fog." It's one of those self-referential jokes. It's a confession of cluelessness. Just as *Night Train* is a confession of cluelessness.
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The Larkining of Lot 49
From: Mats Wilander
Category: Amis
Date: 9/2/99
Time: 7:13:31 PM
Remote Name: 129.219.126.131

FROM *THE CRYING OF LOT 49*: "And leaving them and their purses intact, the highwaymen, in a cracking of cloaks like black sails, vanished back into their twilit mountains." [Page 158.] 

FROM *NEXT, PLEASE* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Only one ship is seeking us, a black-sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back a huge and birdless silence."
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Larkin's Arrow
From: Bill Jarma, 9/11/99

Philip Larkin once said: "Man's greatest talent is for ignoring death." WRONG. Man's greatest talent is for ignoring ME, Mats Wilander. Am I bitter? Sort of very. And leave it to Mike Hoolihan to get the whole fucking thing backwards. The question isn't: "Why do people kill themselves?" The real question is: "Why the fuck DON'T people kill themselves?" Mini-Mart said in an interview that suicide is something he could never do. Well, that's only because Mini-Mart has never found himself waking up at 3 o'clock in the goddam morning and staring down the sights of Mats Wilander's shitty-ass so-called life. Martin Amis has never found himself drawing a bead on Mats Wilander's information. I'm talking about that fuzzy topspinned electric-yellow information that bonks you on the head in the middle of a Great White Night for the purpose of informing you that you're a pathetic washed-up smackball has-been. What the fuck does Amis know about suffering anyway? Amis never suffered a day in his life. Amis doesn't know dick about suffering. Amis doesn't know dick about Philip Dick either. But I do. Philip Dick once wrote a book in which he renamed himself as "Horselover Fat". The reasoning behind it is: "Philip" (derived from "Philippus") = "horselover" in Greek. "Dick" = "fat" in German. I noticed that in *Time's Arrow*, Martin Amis transposed his name in a similar fashion. "Martin Amis" = "Tod Friendly". "Martin" = "warrior" in Latin. "Tod" = "death" in German. "Amis" = "friend" in French.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "The figure in the white coat and the black boots. In his wake, a blizzard of wind and sleet, like a storm of human souls." TOD FRIENDLY: "The tutelary spirit of these dreams is no longer the man in the white coat and the black boots: it is a woman, a woman the size and shape of a galleon's sail, who can forgive him everything." PHILIP LARKIN: "Only one ship is seeking us, a black-sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back a huge and birdless silence. In her wake no waters breed or break." [From *Next, Please*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "The moon I actually like looking at. Its face, at this time of the month, is especially craven and chinless, like the earth's exiled or demoted soul." TOD FRIENDLY: "The sky above the Vistula is full of stars. I can see them now. They no longer hurt my eyes." PHILIP LARKIN: "The moon is full tonight and hurts the eyes, it is so definite and bright. What if it has drawn up all quietness and certitude of worth wherewith to fill its cup, or mint a second moon, a paradise?---for they are gone from earth." [*The moon is full tonight*]. 

TOD FRIENDLY: "And the self has opened up, also. We're not just surface anymore but voluminous and deep-sea, with our wiggling flora, our warped fish." PHILIP LARKIN: "If my darling were once to decide not to stop at my eyes, but to jump, like Alice, with floating skirt into my head...she would find herself looped with the creep of varying light, monkey-brown, fish-grey". [From *If, My Darling*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "Irene *seemed* to relent. Her shape descended and she settled herself beside me, in awkward abundance, and my hand reached out to the white pulp of her shoulder. Astounding proximity. Never, never before..." PHILIP LARKIN: "Never such innocence, never before or since, as changed itself to past without a word---the men leaving the gardens tidy, the thousands of marriages lasting a little while longer: never such innocence again." [From *MCMXIV*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "Stop it. Stop the train! I somehow thought I was in a state of full ordeal readiness. Ready for continued descent---but on a modest gradient." PHILIP LARKIN: "In this dream that dogs me I am part of a silent crowd walking under a wall, leaving a football match, perhaps, or a pit, all moving the same way. After a while a second wall closes on our right, pressing us tighter. We are now shut in like pigs down a concrete passage...By now we have ceased walking and travel like water through sewers, steeply, despite the tread that goes on ringing like an anvil under the striding A." [From *Traumerei*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "John and I returned to our new home, but it was difficult, at first, to take any pleasure in the place (the vast skylight, for example), John's state being what it was." TOD FRIENDLY: "Hamilton, it turns out, despite his observances of the Wellport era, has no great liking for churches. He sits in the first pew he comes to and leers at the door every twenty seconds with the frowsiest of sighs...Above our head, an unregarded observatory of light." PHILIP LARKIN: "Rather than words comes the thought of high windows, the sun-comprehending glass". [From *High Windows*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "Something ails the ship's engines...Often, for days on end, we can only wallow helplessly or make grand clockwise circles...And I quite like it, the sense of suspension, far from land and the means of doing harm. At night, while John's impatient body sleeps, I listen to the waves loosely slapping at the side of the stilled ship." PHILIP LARKIN: "A white steamer stuck in the afternoon". [From *To the Sea*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "Out on the ramp beneath the lights and the arrows of rain and the madhouse tannoy squawking *links* and *rechts*: fathers, mothers, children, the old, scattered like leaves in the wind." PHILIP LARKIN: "We slowed again, and as the tightened brakes took hold, there swelled a sense of falling, like an arrow-shower sent out of sight, somewhere becoming rain." [From *The Whitsun Weddings*.] 

TOD FRIENDLY: "He pauses for a moment, in the field...He has to act while childhood is still here, before somebody comes and takes it away. And they will come. I hope the doctor will be wearing something nice, something appropriate, and not the white coat and the black boots, which surely...Myself." PHILIP LARKIN: "There is an evening coming in across the fields, one never seen before, that lights no lamps." [From *Going*.] PHILIP LARKIN: "Where can we live but days? Ah, solving that question brings the priest and the doctor in their long coats running over the fields." [From *Days*.]
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Other Larkinisms
from: Bill Jarma, December 28, 1999 6:30 p.m.
FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "Often she nauseated herself by sending her mind into the sky, past the bloated nursery-toys of the middle-air, ever upwards into the infinite limey blue."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "When she walked the streets Mary often looked up at the spangled canyons and saw with a sense of glazed exclusion the people up there behind the high windows, all intent about the sky's business."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "did you see the way that woman looked up from her evening paper and towards the stained window with a ragged gasp".

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "For several days now a tunnel of piercing blue had been visible here and there in the lumpy grey canopy of the sky. It changed its position from time to time, widened invitingly and then narrowed out, went away entirely for a whole afternoon, until one morning it replaced the sky itself with a spotless dome of pure ringing distance."

FROM *HIGH WINDOWS* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Rather than words comes the thought of high windows: the sun-comprehending glass, and beyond it, the deep blue air, that shows nothing, and is nowhere, and is endless."

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "On her bad looks Trudy blamed all her bad luck. Mary used to watch her staring out of the bedroom window, at nothing at all, with her stretched, smarting face."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "What she saw wasn't much, just Jamie, naked under his trenchcoat, smoking an early cigarette and staring at the completely grey, the emphatically neutral wash of the window-pane, his face quite numb with remorse."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "Jamie would stand seriously in front of the window for long stretches now, holding a drink and a cigarette, while behind him Carlos beat the floor with his palms and Lily and Mary gazed at the walls or at their men."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "Mary was having a good session of making Jamie feel bad by sitting on the sofa and staring palely out of the window, careful not to blink. Repeatedly she hugged her bathrobe to her as if she was cold."

FROM *MR BLEANEY* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "But if he stood and watched the frigid wind tousling the clouds, lay on the fusty bed telling himself that this was home, and grinned, and shivered".

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "Slowly criss-crossed by parkies and prams under the blank sheet of the sky, the green stretch turned milky and alkaline, like a lake, in the neutral afternoon."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "But at the pall of the day when the light was used up the families always went home together, usually in pairs, the big holding hands with the small, and the old, too, edging along behind."

FROM *TO THE SEA* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Like breathed-on glass the sunlight has turned milky. If the worst of flawless weather is our falling short, it may be that through habit these do best, coming to water clumsily undressed yearly; teaching their children by a sort of clowning; helping the old, too, as they ought."

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "From upstairs came the melancholy sound of Paris's clarinet."

FROM *FOR SIDNEY BECHET* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "That note you hold, narrowing and rising, shakes like New Orleans reflected on the water...On me your voice falls as they say love should, like an enormous yes."

FROM *ALL WHAT JAZZ* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Bechet, the New Orleans veteran who died in Paris on his sixty-second birthday, had led a lonely life as a jobbing clarinet and soprano sax player until he emigrated to France and became a national idol during the fifties."

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "He thinks you're God until he's three. Then he thinks he wants to climb into the sack with you until he's twelve. Then he thinks you're a scumbag until he's twenty. Then he goes queer or whatever and feels guilty about you until he's sixty and as old and fucked up as you are."

FROM *THIS BE THE VERSE* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "They fuck you up, your mum and dad...But they were fucked up in their turn".

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "She looked as if she were reassembling the bits of her that the previous day had dispersed---that disappointing and unworthy day, which just hadn't been good enough for Augusta."

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "She felt she was streaming, she felt she was undoing everywhere."

FROM *THE OLD FOOLS* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "At death, you break up: the bits that were you start speeding away from each other for ever with no one to see."

************************************************************

FROM *OTHER PEOPLE*: "She felt that books were about the ideal world, where nothing was ideal but everything had ideality and the chance of moral spaciousness. And it wasn't so. She ran her eyes along the shelves with mordant pride. Books weren't special. Books were just like everything else."

FROM *A STUDY OF READING HABITS* BY PHILIP LARKIN: "Don't read much now: the dude who lets the girl down before the hero arrives, the chap who's yellow and keeps the store, seem far too familiar. Get stewed: books are a load of crap."

************************************************************

Okay. Here's the big one. *Other People* is partially derived from a Larkin poem called *Long Last*. *Long Last* is about a dotard with a dead sister named Amy. Larkin's character is afflicted with senile dementia instead of the amnesia that afflicts Amis's character. The door that Amy Hide goes thru is taken straight from the poem. Larkin's Amy (the dead younger sister) is one of the people who is "hidden away" by the door. And that's why Mary Lamb's previous incarnation is named "Amy Hide".

*LONG LAST*

Suddenly, not long before
Her eighty-first birthday,
The younger sister died.
Next morning, the elder lay
Asking the open door
Why it was light outside,

Since nobody had put on
The kettle, or raked the ashes,
Or come to help her find
The dark way through her dress.
This went on till nearly one.
Later, she hid behind

The gas stove. 'Amy's gone,
Isn't she,' they remember her saying,
And 'No' when the married niece
Told her the van was coming.
Her neck was leaf-brown.
She left cake on the mantelpiece.

This long last childhood
Nothing provides for.
What can it do each day
But hunt that imminent door
Through which all that understood
Has hidden away?
