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' | | war being sown.
— e seeds for the tragedy of civil _
| - Panache Publications o R Ju d's father l%ad been a civil servant in Leba
o il oty non’s Civil Administration. Jud had attended Saint

dmits to
Antonin Brothers' College in Beirut. He a
being a roguish anarchist who hated school and

was always selective about what he wanted to
learn. He says that the good teachers understood
this. He attended four or five classes al the _umver-
sity, exploring subjects he chose himself. His char-
acter 1s in many ways similar to the ever-searching
Ashraf. As Flaubert said of his novel Madame Bo-

vary ‘Madame Bovery, ¢ €st moi," I believe Jud
could say of The Last Migration, 'Ashraf, c'est

mol.'

" was delighted when Jad El Hage rang me
from Beirut to invite me to launch his new
- novel, The Last Migration during Carnivale
at he NSW Writers' Center in October.

The eminent French writer Stendhal, (1783-
1842) wrote on Le Rouge et le Noir: 'A novel is
a mirror which passes over a highway. Some-
times it reflects to your eyes the blue of the
skies, at other times it reflects the churned up
mud of the road.’

hStendhal's ‘Blue of the Skies’ echoes and re-
echoes throughout Jad's novel from the time the After all his searching there 1s a concluswn to
g in intimate detall her day-to-day feelings for her lover, Ashraf. muIeread 1; p ﬁng [hlssf utdﬁga;nﬂélsi lsshau close by quoting Stend-

Clau'e and Ashraf had been deeply in love. Their affair had been a S LB O
¢ hal: ‘I know only one rule, style cannot be too clear, too simple.’

jou ~of souls expressed by a passionate meeting of bod- :

[ el oo Jad’s style in The Last Migration is both clear and simple.

21 | descnbes sl wonderful paracox - a shy jover Marcel Proust borrowed the title of his great work Remem-
§ and an expe | .cmlrtesan. Their love could be described in (oo o Things Past from Shakespeare’s Sonnet (number 30):

“ 'The lmre t.hat moved the sun and others When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

[ summon up remembrance of things past ..
Jad borrows the title for The Last Mlgratlon from The Death of

is .shaken tosthie . = Bird, a brilliant and sensitive poem by A.D.Hope, Australia’s

foremost poet, who died in 2000:
e Tor every bird there is this last migration:
~once more ﬂlecochn year kindles her heart
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For example, at the beginning of chapter six there is this

Skies' .

- passage from Claire's liitle book: I don't know how to tell you how
i- important and dear you are to me. Shall I say 'My days are empty
g without your voice, your hands your laughter, your lips?' No.

| }say ‘You are with me wherever I go?' No. Shall I say 'Wait
= B ‘m r me imfm'ym? No. No. I want to say something like,
Bl ook : / brillia ﬂ:cya:ebecauseof you, how
s for your mr -m _ Ilowlmdmy nipples are be-
t ﬁ . n : dse b“t m 1S NO tlme
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