MINUTES

 of the Meeting of
the Novel Club of Cleveland
October 5, 2005

20 members of The Novel Club braved perfect weather to assemble at the home of Bob Jackson for the initial meeting of the 110th year of the club. The something less than overwhelming turnout was not ascribed to the lack of 

 generosity of our host which could not have been improved upon nor was it felt to be a sign of disrespect to our new leader George Weimer who is obviously held in high regard by our members who elected him to lead us, but rather perhaps to the recurrent appearance of Marcel Proust, a well known social climber whose perfect mimicry of some of our members has rendered him persona non grata.

George called the meeting to order and reports were given. First the good news. Ted Remmert assured us that the treasury of the club had never been in such good shape with a balance of over $685. There followed the usual confusion between the computer owners and the Luddites about the anxiety caused by the almost insoluble problem of how the Roulets were to be notified about the expected attendance at the next meeting. It was noted, incidentally that if one went to the web and tried to access The Novel Club he or she might well be connected with The Novel Club of Japan which specializes in reading romances.

There followed a masterly presentation by George who wisely refrained from the usual look at the cork closeted life of M. Proust. Instead he enlivened his talk by discussing the development of the Proust industry and the contributions of Celeste, the maid who cared for the author during the last nine years of his life. She was a loyal and devoted servant who, many years after Proust’s death, dictated a biography of his later years. Despite many evidences that her employer was homosexual and possibly a sadomasochist she firmly denied that it was so. These minor faults paled, I thought, when compared to the report that no room was ever too warm and that he hated and didn’t use soap. The extent of the employment he has given to scholars can be estimated by over 200 million citations in which the name Proust can be found by querying Yahoo or Google. (Any Luddites unfamiliar with those terms can see me after the meeting.)

Then Larry Siegler examined the text of The Fugitive with the famous introductory line, “Mlle. Albertine est parti.” He pointed out that by the time this volume was written Proust’s character and probably the author himself had wearied of the society into which he had injected himself. Through the use of hyperbole and satire he held up to ridicule the pretensions of those whose kowtowing to nobility, anti-Semitism, and shallowness made them a group to be avoided rather than pursued. The use of clever pseudonyms depicting character are further marks of his disdain. In a further attempt to perhaps hide his and his protagonist’s overt homosexuality he gave feminine names like Albertine and Andree to some of his love objects.

Larry then introduced 4 questions which matched in length and complexity Proust’s own style. They seemed to be more addressed to the reader’s feeling about the book than to the content of the book itself. The pro-Prousts who made up the greater portion of the audience generally agreed that a certain amount of mature living had to be accomplished before the reader could get the most from the book and that to really appreciate it a second reading was imperative.

Proust longa, vita breve.

Respectfully submitted,

Arthur J. Newman              

