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edit descriptions of this character Share — copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format for any purpose, even commercially. Adapt — remix, transform, and build upon the material for any purpose, even commercially. The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms. Attribution — You must give appropriate credit , provide a link to
the license, and indicate if changes were made . You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses you or your use. ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you must distribute your contributions under the same license as the original. No additional restrictions — You may not apply legal terms or technological
measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits. You do not have to comply with the license for elements of the material in the public domain or where your use is permitted by an applicable exception or limitation . No warranties are given. The license may not give you all of the permissions necessary for your intended use. For example, other rights
such as publicity, privacy, or moral rights may limit how you use the material. edit descriptions of this character Eva writes to estranged husband Franklin Eva Khatchadourian, separated from her husband Franklin, writes letters filled with reflections on their past and the present. She recounts her struggles with the aftermath of a horrific event involving their son, Kevin. Eva's
letters reveal her isolation and the judgment she faces from her community. She grapples with guilt and the societal expectation to be a perfect mother, while also expressing a longing for the life she once had. Her correspondence serves as a cathartic outlet, allowing her to process her complex emotions and the disintegration of her family. The Unsettling Arrival Kevin's birth
brings unexpected emotions Eva recalls the birth of her son, Kevin, and the immediate disconnect she felt. Contrary to the expected joy, she experiences a profound absence of emotion, which leaves her feeling like a failure. This initial detachment sets the tone for her relationship with Kevin, who from the start seems to reject her. Eva's struggle to bond with her son is
compounded by societal pressures and her own high expectations of motherhood. Her candid reflections highlight the chasm between her anticipated experience and the stark reality she faces. Silent Struggles and Unspoken Fears Eva battles with Kevin's behavior As Kevin grows, Eva becomes increasingly concerned about his behavior. He is a silent, watchful child, and Eva feels
a growing sense of unease. Her attempts to connect with him are met with indifference, and she begins to suspect that something is fundamentally wrong. Despite her efforts to seek help, Kevin's behavior remains a mystery, leaving Eva feeling isolated and inadequate. Her fears are compounded by the lack of support from Franklin, who remains oblivious to the severity of the
situation. A House of Unfulfilled Dreams The new home symbolizes discontent Franklin surprises Eva with a new house in the suburbs, a move he believes will benefit their family. However, Eva is dismayed by the modern, impersonal design, which starkly contrasts with her vision of a cozy, historical home. The house becomes a symbol of her unfulfilled dreams and the growing
distance between her and Franklin. As she navigates this new environment, Eva reflects on the compromises she has made and the life she has left behind, feeling trapped in a reality that is not her own. The Illusion of a Perfect Family Eva and Franklin's contrasting perspectives Eva and Franklin's marriage is strained by their differing views on their son Kevin's behavior. Franklin
remains optimistic, often rounding up the rough edges of their life, while Eva is more critical and precise. Their new suburban home, meant to symbolize a fresh start, instead becomes a battleground for their conflicting parenting styles. Franklin's denial of Kevin's troubling behavior creates a facade of a perfect family, but Eva's letters reveal the cracks beneath the surface. She
struggles with the weight of expectations and the societal pressure to conform to an idealized version of motherhood. Kevin's Disturbing Behavior Unveiled Kevin's actions raise red flags As Kevin grows, his behavior becomes increasingly unsettling. He exhibits a lack of empathy and a penchant for manipulation, leaving Eva feeling isolated and alarmed. Despite her attempts to
address these issues, Franklin dismisses her concerns, attributing Kevin's actions to typical childhood antics. Eva's frustration mounts as she grapples with the realization that Kevin's behavior is not just a phase but a deeper, more sinister problem. Her letters to Franklin become a desperate plea for acknowledgment and understanding, as she fears the consequences of ignoring
Kevin's actions. The Unraveling of Family Dynamics Tensions escalate within the family The facade of a perfect family begins to crumble as tensions between Eva and Franklin escalate. Kevin's behavior becomes more erratic and dangerous, further straining their marriage. Franklin's refusal to acknowledge the severity of the situation leaves Eva feeling isolated and unsupported.
The couple's differing parenting styles create a rift that seems insurmountable, as Eva becomes increasingly desperate for Franklin to see the reality of their situation. Her letters become a lifeline, a way to process her emotions and articulate the growing sense of dread that permeates their home. The Unthinkable Unfolds in Silence Kevin executes a chilling plan On April 8, 1999,
Kevin Khatchadourian meticulously carries out a premeditated attack at Gladstone High School. Using a crossbow, he locks the gym doors with chains and padlocks, trapping his victims inside. He targets nine students and a teacher, killing them with precision. The attack is a calculated display of control and detachment, leaving the community in shock. Kevin's choice of weapon—
a crosshow—ensures that his actions cannot be easily politicized or attributed to gun control debates. The event is a chilling testament to Kevin's cold, methodical nature and his desire to make a statement devoid of societal interpretation. A Mother's Guilt and Grief Eva grapples with unimaginable loss In the aftermath of the massacre, Eva Khatchadourian is consumed by guilt and
grief. Her husband, Franklin, and daughter, Celia, are among Kevin's victims. Eva is left to navigate the wreckage of her family and the community's judgment. She reflects on her relationship with Kevin, questioning her role in his actions and whether she could have prevented the tragedy. Eva's letters to Franklin reveal her deep-seated guilt and the societal judgment she faces.
She is haunted by the possibility that she failed as a mother, and her introspection becomes a means of coping with her profound loss. The Aftermath of a Nightmare Legal battles and societal backlash Following the massacre, Eva faces a civil lawsuit from the parents of one of Kevin's victims, accusing her of parental negligence. The trial becomes a public spectacle, with Eva's
character and parenting scrutinized. Despite being found not liable, Eva feels no relief, only a deeper sense of isolation. The community's anger and the media's portrayal of her as a cold, unfeeling mother exacerbate her suffering. Eva's struggle to find redemption is complicated by the societal expectation that she should have foreseen and prevented Kevin's actions. Her journey
becomes one of seeking understanding and forgiveness in a world eager to assign blame. Searching for Meaning in Chaos Eva seeks answers and closure As Eva continues to write to Franklin, she searches for meaning in the chaos that Kevin has wrought. She visits Kevin in prison, hoping to understand his motivations and find some semblance of closure. Kevin's demeanor is
unsettlingly calm, and he offers little insight into his actions. Eva is left to grapple with the possibility that there may never be a satisfactory explanation for Kevin's violence. Her letters become a means of processing her grief and guilt, as she attempts to reconcile her love for her son with the horror of his actions. Eva's journey is one of introspection and the search for redemption
in the face of unimaginable tragedy. A Glimpse of Redemption Kevin shows a hint of remorse On the second anniversary of the massacre, Eva visits Kevin in prison. For the first time, Kevin appears vulnerable and expresses fear about his impending transfer to an adult prison. He gives Eva a small coffin-shaped box containing Celia's glass eye, asking her to bury it. This gesture,
along with Kevin's admission of uncertainty about his motives, offers Eva a glimpse of hope. She begins to see the possibility of redemption for both herself and Kevin. Eva's journey towards healing is marked by her acceptance of the complexity of her relationship with Kevin and her willingness to forgive both him and herself. Characters Guilt-ridden, introspective, and resilient
Eva is the protagonist, struggling with the aftermath of her son Kevin's massacre. Her letters to her deceased husband, Franklin, reveal her deep-seated guilt and the societal judgment she faces. Eva is introspective and analytical, constantly questioning her role in Kevin's behavior and the disintegration of her family. Her journey is one of seeking understanding and redemption in
the face of unimaginable tragedy. Kevin Khatchadourian Detached, methodical, and enigmatic Kevin is Eva's son, responsible for the massacre at Gladstone High School. His actions are cold and calculated, reflecting a deep-seated detachment from those around him. Kevin's demeanor is unsettlingly calm, and he offers little insight into his motivations. His relationship with Eva is
complex, marked by a lack of emotional connection and a tendency to manipulate those around him. Franklin Plaskett Optimistic, traditional, and oblivious Franklin is Eva's husband and one of Kevin's victims. He embodies traditional values and has a strong desire for a conventional family life. Franklin's optimism and denial create a rift between him and Eva, as he fails to
recognize the challenges she faces. His character represents the societal pressures of conforming to an idealized version of family life. Celia Khatchadourian Innocent, trusting, and vulnerable Celia is Eva and Franklin's younger child, who contrasts sharply with Kevin. She is sweet-natured and trusting, often becoming the unwitting victim of Kevin's manipulations. Celia's
innocence and vulnerability highlight the dysfunction within the family and the impact of Kevin's behavior on those around him. Siobhan Kind-hearted, overwhelmed, and insightful Siobhan is the nanny hired to care for Kevin. She is a kind-hearted and religious young woman who initially admires Eva and Franklin. However, she becomes overwhelmed by Kevin's behavior and
eventually resigns. Siobhan's insights into Kevin's behavior provide Eva with a sense of validation, as she realizes that her concerns are not unfounded. Dana Rocco Supportive, insightful, and tragic Dana is Kevin's English teacher, who recognizes his intelligence and potential. She is supportive and tries to engage Kevin in learning, but ultimately becomes one of his victims. Dana's
character represents the potential for positive influence in Kevin's life, and her death underscores the tragedy of his actions. Plot Devices Intimate, reflective, and revealing The use of letters as a narrative device allows for an intimate glimpse into Eva's thoughts and emotions. Through her correspondence with Franklin, readers gain insight into her internal struggles and the
complexities of her relationships. The letters serve as a confessional outlet for Eva, revealing her guilt, fears, and longing for understanding. This device effectively conveys the depth of Eva's character and the overarching themes of the story. Symbolism of the House Represents unfulfilled dreams and discontent The new house in the suburbs symbolizes Eva's unfulfilled dreams
and the growing distance between her and Franklin. Its modern, impersonal design contrasts with Eva's vision of a cozy, historical home, highlighting her sense of entrapment in a reality that is not her own. The house serves as a metaphor for the compromises Eva has made and the life she has left behind, underscoring the themes of identity and personal sacrifice. Symbolism of
the Crossbow Represents control and detachment Kevin's choice of a crossbow as his weapon of choice is symbolic of his desire for control and detachment. The crossbow is a precise and methodical weapon, reflecting Kevin's calculated nature. Its use ensures that his actions cannot be easily politicized or attributed to gun control debates, underscoring Kevin's desire to make a
statement devoid of societal interpretation. The crossbow serves as a metaphor for Kevin's cold, methodical approach to life and his detachment from those around him. Analysis Exploration of parental guilt and societal expectations "We Need to Talk About Kevin" delves into the complexities of parental guilt, societal expectations, and the nature of evil. Through Eva's introspective
letters, the novel explores the profound impact of a child's actions on a parent's identity and the societal judgment that follows. The story raises questions about nature versus nurture, the limits of parental influence, and the societal pressures to conform to idealized family roles. Eva's journey is one of seeking understanding and redemption, highlighting the challenges of
reconciling personal aspirations with familial responsibilities. The novel serves as a poignant reminder of the complexities of human relationships and the devastating consequences of denial and inaction. Last updated: February 3, 2025 identify and annotate three key scenes, focusing on narrative theory and ideology. The climax The tomato scene Scene where Eva broke Kevin's
arm Martyrdom -> crucifixion imagery throughout the film Washing the hands constantly -> relates to Lady Macbeth, trying to wash away the guilt, literally having blood on her hands The Supermarket Scene: (23:00) Notes: Sound: - Muzak -> flow of diegetic muzak (piped music) is synchronised to speed of Eva's walk -> Greensleeves (lullaby-esque, assoc. w/childhood) -> ironic,
isolates Eva from society, contrapuntal to the scene - Diegetic sound of trolly wheels over music -> about consumerism, buying - Crunching of egg shells -> hyperrealistic -> white noise in background has hallucinogenic quality; Eva reminiscing - Non-diegetic dialogue - mirrors Eva's internal thoughts & Franklin's echo-ic voice, talking to Kevin, sinister & soothing at the same time,
phantasmagorical (dreamlike), lullaby like, envies Franklin as he's dead at this point - Sound bridge at the end of the scene with Eva's non-diegetic words to Kevin (‘'mommy') Mise-en-scene: - Costume: long raincoat - acts as a disguise, originally makes her fit in but then makes her stand out. She's an outsider, marginalised -> dressed differently from others, drab colour - shifts
focus from her clothing, she doesn't car what she looks like. Narrative Features & ideological analysis: In terms of representation of women, it hides her feminine physique - disguises her womanhood from society -> deliberately goes against the male gaze - High-key lighting highlights the colour of her skin, her paleness - Association of eggs = fertility/conception/birth, 'there all
broken' -> a indirect comment on the broken state of her motherhood & her fertility. Idea other mother lost her egg with cut to the next scene - This scene directly parallels to the lychee scene and the egg eating relates to Kevin biting his nails in the prison scene Editing: - The use of editing of the other character in the background conveys the other woman broke the eggs ->
editing technique of intercutting between present and flashback, whilst remembering the shooting -> the cuts get a lot quicker - Stretcher: slow motion used & fast cutting - The Kuleshov effect: the broken eggs, know what Eva's feeling in the present -> know about it through the backgrounds, provides egg eating with meaning - Pacing - slow & tense, when showing flashback
cutting is a lot faster, flashbacks answer as action codes, allievates the tension as most tense when in the present, flashbacks chaotic (can use personal argument to cover own opinion whether it gets tenser in flashback or the present is more tense). - The fast editing cut to the mother crying over her child being carried out of the attack on the stretcher gives the audience the
information as to why she broke the eggs - Constant flashbacks -> lots of shots of the mother and focuses on nature, set up persistent enigma code, gradual reveal of information - We can pinpoint the exact moment we knew Kevin Khatchadourian was pure evil, and it was when he said "the Spice Girls are dumb" (21.8). Right then, we would have given the little snot up for
adoption. The signs are apparent early on, even if they are colored by hindsight. When pregnant, Eva thinks of Rosemary's Baby (6.23), Alien (6.23), Mimic (6.23), and The X-Files (6.23). Stories of alien birth and demonic conception? Sounds like this lady has some issues with being pregnant. Too bad she didn't go to a screening of The Omen.Kevin seems like a flat, one-dimensional
character, although that's not really a surprise, since sociopaths are by definition kind of one-dimensional. His first words are "I don like dat" (11.20). And he doesn't like anything. When we first meet Kevin in jail, he tells his mother, "I hate you" (4.41)—and Eva responds, "I often hate you, too, Kevin" (4.43). On top of that, Kevin expresses no remorse for his crime, instead
sneering: "I knew exactly what I was doing. [...] And I'd do it again" (4.35). Not the kind of guy you'd ever want to be friends with. Kevin's physical description is unsettling, too. For example, he has one dimple, which looks like a scary quotation mark: "There's no close quote on the left, and the asymmetry is disconcerting"” (15.56). Creepy and poorly punctuated. A terrible combo.
The vast majority of the book is simply about coloring in Kevin with darker and darker shades. He wears diapers until he's six. Then he wears weird tiny clothing to school. At home, he pleasures himself with the door open so his mom can see. And don't forget that he probably does something to his little sister that causes her to lose an eye. As Eva says, "Kevin was a shell game in
which all three cups were empty" (19.30). There's nothing to him except pure evil.Mother and ChildWe're allowed to think Kevin is evil for more than half the book. Then something weird happens: Kevin gets sick, and his personality reverses. He is nice to his mom and indifferent to his father. Eva believes that Kevin "could no longer afford [...] the manufacture of apathy"
(19.39).Well, that doesn't mean that Kevin's suddenly become better. It just means he's too tired to be the master manipulator he usually is and is instead going for manipulation lite.Eva often describes Kevin as a foreign country, saying at one point, "I do not pretend any remarkable insight into Kevin's state of mind, the one foreign country into which I have been most reluctant to
set foot" (27.109). Exploring Kevin is like exploring North Korea: it's creepy, dangerous, and the opportunity for trouble lies around every corner. Eva doesn't find anything good when she analyzes Kevin, that's for sure. Eva talks with a teacher who believes that Kevin is who he is because he's bored. Born into a nice upper-middle-class life, Kevin has nowhere to go but down. "In a
sense, it's as if there's nothing more to do," the teacher says. "Except tear it apart," Eva adds (25.69-25.70). While it's hard to sympathize with this behavior, simply understanding it counts for something. Doesn't it? And there's sort of something to it: what really is that fulfilling about the materialistic American dream, at least when it looks like this?More frightening is Eva's
analysis of Kevin's capacity for violence. Like her own traveling, she sees it as an act that is scary at first but that then becomes more and more familiar. She even uses the word "travel" when she describes Kevin's mindset: "It's not the visions or even half-baked plans that set our son apart. It's the staggering capacity to travel from plan to action. [...] Once you have found out that
there is nothing to stop you [...] it must be possible to step back and forth across that threshold again and again, shot after shot" (27.39, 27.110). Yikes. That's cold.Scared StraightKevin, like his mother, seems cold and unfeeling on the outside. But if Eva if a snowman, then Kevin is pure ice. However, the one common emotion we see in both, the feeling that cracks their hard outer
shells, is fear. Kevin is afraid of going to big-boy jail on his eighteenth birthday. He actually shows emotion to his mother when he is going to be transferred. And, as we said in our analysis of Eva, fear is an emotion Eva can identify with. It's the first emotion she shares with us, too.When Eva shows us her fear, she becomes more likable to us. When Kevin shows Eva his fear, Eva
can empathize with him. He finally seems like a human being to her, and she can finally view him as her son, not as creepy demon spawn. Kevin, of course, can only really empathize with himself (which isn't even empathy at all), but Eva can feel it, and it changes her ideas about Kevin a bit.Because this book is told through Eva's perspective, though, we never truly get inside
Kevin's head. Is he actually scared? Or is this a trick? Is Eva's humanizing of her son simply wishful thinking? Does she actually forgive him?Whether Eva forgives Kevin or not, we think a more interesting question is this one: what does it mean that, when Kevin isn't putting on an act, he identifies with his mother? What does that say about her? Maybe this unknown commonality
between them is why Eva is writing these letters. By learning more about Kevin, she learns more about herself.Kevin Khatchadourian's Timeline Welcome to the LitCharts study guide on Lionel Shriver's We Need to Talk About Kevin. Created by the original team behind SparkNotes, LitCharts are the world's best literature guides. Lionel Shriver was born Margaret Ann Shriver in
Gastonia, North Carolina. Shriver changed her name to “Lionel” at the age of 15, as she thought it was more fitting to her stereotypically masculine style. Shriver’s father was a Presbyterian minister, and she was raised in a religious household. Shriver attended Barnard College, where she earned a BA before going on to receive an MFA from Columbia University. She has traveled
extensively, living for extended times in Egypt and Thailand. She now resides in London with her partner. Shriver's novels are known for their exploration of complex social and psychological issues. Though We Need To Talk About Kevin does not directly mirror any specific school shooting, the novel was published soon after the infamous Columbine High School massacre in 1999,
in which two students killed 12 other students and one teacher on school grounds. The event prompted what is now known as the “Columbine Effect,” influencing a number of teenagers who then committed murders at their own schools. In We Need To Talk About Kevin, Kevin witnesses an epidemic of school shootings and becomes influenced himself. The Columbine massacre is
seen as having influenced the more recent Virginia Tech, Sandy Hook, Stoneman Douglas, and Robb shootings. The collection of mass murders has sparked debate over gun control and has encouraged schools to implement tighter security restrictions and safety measures. Shriver has said the novel Absalom, Absalom! by William Faulkner has influenced her writing the most in
terms of its poetic literary devices. Defending Jacob by William Landay is a more recent novel (published in 2012) that is relevant to We Need to Talk About Kevin, as it’s about a teenager accused of murder and the effect this has on a family. Like We Need To Talk About Kevin, Landay’s novel explores the limits of parental responsibility and the legal system’s role in determining
fault. The nonfiction book Columbine explores the Columbine High School massacre in 1999—the deadliest school shooting in history before We Need To Talk About Kevin was published. This book examines the lives and psychologies of the two perpetrators. On another note, Celeste Ng’s 2017 novel Little Fires Everywhere explores the themes of motherhood, family, and coming of
age, and the impact that violent crime has on a community. Key Facts about We Need to Talk About Kevin Full Title: We Need to Talk About Kevin Where Written: London, England When Published: April 14, 2003 Literary Period: Contemporary Genre: Epistolary Novel, Thriller Setting: New York City and Gladstone, NJ Climax: Kevin murders 10 people in his school gymnasium.
Antagonist: Kevin Khatchadourian Point of View: First Person Film Adaptation. We Need To Talk About Kevin was adapted into a movie in 2011. The film was acclaimed by critics, and some consider it to be one of the best movies of the 2010s. Previous Work. Lionel Shriver published seven novels before We Need To Talk About Kevin. Her previous novels were well-received too, but
We Need To Talk About Kevin won the prestigious Orange Award, bringing the author to the public eye. The novel We Need to Talk About Kevin by Lionel Shriver is a chilling depiction of the actions of a son and the effects that it has on his mother, however under the surface, the true story depicts the dark side of motherhood. The novel is presented in a series of letters by Eva
Katchadourian to her estranged husband Franklin, whom the reader is led to believe is reading these letters, however at the end of the novel it is uncovered that he in fact died “"that Thursday”. In these letters Eva describes the life of Kevin form before he was conceived to the events that led up to Kevin’s shooting spree. The first letter or chapter is especially effective because it
does not disclose what the incident is, the connection of the deaths and Eva is shown through the overlying sense of guilt shown in the language, such as “she lacks incentive these days”. The focus of many of the earlier letters is on the judgment from other people, and how it appears to make her feel like a “fugitive”. As she is writing these letters, Eva is living alone and without
much money and many of the letters are littered with flashbacks of a time when she was successful, happy, married, and childless. There is a very heavy sense of regret throughout the novel, seen in the response to Kevin’s question, “you never wanted to have me, did you?” which was “I thought I did”. This harsh response finally gives closure the Eva, however, because all
throughout the novel she had debated whether she really had wanted Kevin. This makes the reader feel just how much strain Kevin and his actions have put on her life and how his picking and berating finally forced her to snap and no longer be able to stay civil. This outburst of emotion is rare for Eva because the tone of the early parts of the book is almost impassive and out of
the body. This contrast is very effective in showing the impossibility of remaining composed in situations such as is. Eva recalls the decision to have children was not easy. She was thirty-seven at the time and while Franklin was desperate to have children, Eva was wistful at how much the parents changed. They go back and forth until they agree that it will give them “something to
talk about” a new challenge in their lives. One-night Eva becomes terribly distraught over not knowing where her husband is and decides that she needs to conceive. Upon reflection the reader can clearly see that having “something to talk about” is not a justified reason to take the responsibility of another life on them. The lack of emotion involved in this choice is very harrowing
for the reader ad could create a sense of foreboding for the kind of child Kevin was going to be. Eventually, Eva becomes pregnant but as she puts it, she feels “strangely cold”. She is not excited, as often expected, but fearful. This creates an impending sense of fear and makes the reader believe that even before his birth Kevin is full of malice and lacking emotion. This fear is
confirmed as throughout the letters depicting Kevin’s childhood he is seen to “shriek with hatred” when he and Eva are left alone together, and even before that Kevin refused to suckle his mother. There are so many clues littered throughout this book to show that Kevin is not a stable child, “only eating the saltiest of foods”, repeating everything his parents said in “mocking
nonsense syllables” but the worst of it was what he did to his younger sister Cecilia. Cecilia is depicted as the polar opposite of Kevin, she is sweet but not too smart and has an unsettling trust in Kevin, which unnerves Eva. The effect of creating an opposite to Kevin highlights the oddness of Kevin’s behaviour and introduces the argument of nature over nurture. What Kevin did to
his sister when he was just 14 was a major red flag. To instill a sense of responsibility, Eva and Franklin decide to let Kevin babysit Cecilia. But one afternoon a terrible accident occurs and although Kevin attests, he is blameless, Eva suspects otherwise. Cecilia is rushed to the hospital after pouring Liquid-Plumr down her eye, she survives but loses her eye. As the novel is written
in retrospect the reader is unsure if the suspicions were immediate or after a nerve-wracking wait in the hospital her thoughts wandered. Before this fateful event, Eva thought she had made progress with Kevin as they had an actual conversation about the general ugliness but from a reader’s view, it is seen not as a moment of bonding but the fueling the fire for Kevin’s attack.
And this suspicion of Kevin not engaging with the conversation for a positive effect is seen as he eventually cuts her off and tears her down in a cruel tirade, ending with his line: “maybe I'd rather have a big cow of a mother who at least didn’t think she was better than everybody else.” Meanwhile, school shootings are occurring across the country at what seems like an alarmingly
frequent interval but instead of being shocked by what is being done by the shooters; Kevin rolls his eyes at the unoriginality and ineffectiveness of the shooters. This creates a blinding sense of foreboding for the reader as the cruel “accidents” that Kevin always seemed to be involved in were often well planned and meticulously executed. The penultimate act of Kevin’s cruelty
occurs in the first semester of Kevin’'s sophomore year when he managed to remove a teacher from her position by fabricating a fictional story of how she sexually harassed him after classes. This was done to purely ruin a life, but clearly ruining a life was not enough he had to end them. This intent and precision are seen when discussing his actions, “My crowd was handpicked”.
The casual tone of his language makes it seem very conversational and the subject much lighter than it really was. This makes the reader feel very aware of how there was much more calculation than emotion involved in his decision-making. Eva describes Kevin’s killing spree in chillingly exact detail as if it is engraved in her mind. Inside the kit, he took to school was a crossbow
not the bow and arrow for his independent physical studies course. A few days prior to this Kevin sent a letter typed on school stationary to eight students and one teacher. He stood on the balcony and shot them one by one, the first dead before they hit the ground, and watches as the rest bleed to death. One survives by playing dead under two other students. The survival mirrors
how Eva feels because at the end of the novel we see that Cecilia and Franklin were both mowed down that morning by Kevin’s crossbow. This creates a huge sense of isolation for Eva because not only did she lose her husband and daughter, but she lost her son, despite how strained their relationship was. The novel finishes with an honest conversation between Eva and Kevin as
he is nearing his 18th birthday, she asks him why he did it and to that he replies, “I used to think I knew” “but now I'm not so sure”. Kevin then gives Eva a present, a small wooden box he’s crafted but he asks her not to open it, and she realizes that it contains Cecilia’s glass eye; it dawns on her that Kevin is asking her to bury it for him as some kind of apology. In Eva’s final letter
she proclaims she has come to a full circle and finally, against all odds, she truly loves her son, and then when Kevin serves his full sentence, she will welcome him home. Eva never really wanted to be a mother - and certainly not the mother of a boy who ends up murdering seven of his fellow high school students, a cafeteria worker, and a much-adored teacher who tried to befriend
him, all two days before his 16th birthday. Now, two years later, it is time for her to come to terms with marriage, career, family, parenthood, and Kevin’s horrific rampage, in a series of startlingly direct correspondences with her estranged husband, Franklin. Uneasy with the sacrifices and social demotion of motherhood from the start, Eva fears that her alarming dislike for her
own son may be responsible for driving him so nihilistically off the rails. edit descriptions of this character edit descriptions of this character Estimated read time: 4 min readNameDescriptionEva KhatchadourianThe protagonist and Kevin's mother.Franklin PlaskettEva's husband and Kevin's father.Kevin KhatchadourianEva and Franklin's son.Celia KhatchadourianEva and
Franklin's daughter.Eva Khatchadourian serves as the protagonist and narrator of the story. She is a complex character who grapples with the aftermath of a horrific event involving her son, Kevin. Franklin Plaskett is Eva's husband, who plays a pivotal role in the family dynamic. Kevin Khatchadourian is the central character, whose actions drive the narrative. Celia
Khatchadourian, Eva and Franklin's daughter, also plays a significant role in the family's dynamics.Character DescriptionsEva KhatchadourianEva is a conflicted, introspective woman who struggles with her role as a mother and the complexities of her relationship with Kevin. She is portrayed as intelligent, independent, and fiercely introspective.Franklin PlaskettFranklin is
depicted as a caring and optimistic man who often finds himself at odds with Eva over their son's behavior. He represents the more conventional parental approach, in contrast to Eva's more skeptical and critical perspective.Kevin KhatchadourianKevin is a deeply enigmatic and troubled character. From a young age, he exhibits signs of sociopathy and manipulation, leading to
catastrophic consequences. His character is marked by a lack of empathy and a penchant for violence.Celia KhatchadourianCelia is portrayed as a more "normal" child in contrast to Kevin. Her innocence and vulnerability serve as a stark contrast to her brother's disturbing behavior.Character TraitsEva KhatchadourianIntrospectiveIndependentComplexEmotionally distantFranklin
PlaskettCaringOptimisticConventionalNaiveKevin KhatchadourianManipulativeSociopathicViolentLack of empathyCelia KhatchadourianIlnnocentVulnerableNormalSensitiveCharacter BackgroundEva Khatchadourian is a successful travel writer who grapples with the complexities of motherhood and her strained relationship with Kevin. Franklin Plaskett is a kind-hearted and
optimistic man, often struggling to bridge the gap between Eva and Kevin. Kevin Khatchadourian is portrayed as a troubled and manipulative child, whose actions have a profound impact on the family dynamic. Celia Khatchadourian is presented as a typical, innocent young girl caught in the turmoil of her family's dysfunction.Character ArcsEva KhatchadourianEva's character
undergoes a profound transformation as she navigates the aftermath of Kevin's actions. She transitions from a conflicted and guilt-ridden mother to a woman grappling with the horrifying truth about her son.Franklin PlaskettFranklin's character arc revolves around his gradual disillusionment as he comes to terms with the reality of Kevin's nature. His initial optimism gives way to
a deep sense of despair and helplessness.Kevin KhatchadourianKevin's character arc is marked by a consistent display of manipulation and malevolence, culminating in a shocking act of violence that alters the course of the narrative.Celia KhatchadourianCelia's character arc is shaped by her gradual understanding of her family's dynamics and the impact of Kevin's actions on her
own life and well-being.RelationshipsCharacterRelationshipEva KhatchadourianStrained relationship with Kevin, conflicted dynamic with Franklin.Franklin PlaskettStruggles to understand Kevin, strained relationship with Eva.Kevin KhatchadourianTumultuous relationship with Eva and Franklin, manipulative behavior.Celia KhatchadourianProtective of Celia, strained relationship
with Kevin.The intricate web of relationships in "We Need to Talk About Kevin" is central to the narrative's exploration of the impact of Kevin's actions on the Khatchadourian family. Eva's tumultuous dynamic with Kevin and the strain it places on her relationship with Franklin form the core of the story, while Celia's vulnerability amidst the chaos adds another layer of complexity
to the family's dynamics.In conclusion, "We Need to Talk About Kevin" presents a deeply compelling cast of characters whose intricate relationships and individual journeys drive the narrative's exploration of family, guilt, and the complexities of maternal love. "Impossible to put down." -- Boston Globe"Ms. Shriver takes a calculated risk...but the gamble pays off as she strikes a
tone of compelling intimacy." -- Wall Street Journal Eva never really wanted to be a mother—and certainly not the mother of a boy who ends up murdering seven of his fellow high school students, a cafeteria worker, and a much-adored teacher who tried to befriend him, all two days before his sixteenth birthday. Now, two years later, it is time for her to come to terms with
marriage, career, family, parenthood, and Kevin’s horrific rampage, in a series of startlingly direct correspondences with her estranged husband, Franklin. Uneasy with the sacrifices and social demotion of motherhood from the start, Eva fears that her alarming dislike for her own son may be responsible for driving him so nihilistically off the rails. Lionel Shriver's fiction includes
The Mandibles; Property; the National Book Award finalist So Much for That; the New York Times bestseller The Post-Birthday World; and the international bestseller We Need to Talk About Kevin, adapted for a 2010 film starring Tilda Swinton. Her journalism has appeared in the Guardian, the New York Times, the Wall Street Journal, and many other publications. She’s a regular
columnist for the Spectator in Britain and Harper’s Magazine in the US. She lives in London and Brooklyn, New York. A NovelBy Lionel ShriverCopyright ©2006 Lionel ShriverAll right reserved.ISBN: 006112429XNovember 8, 2000Dear Franklin,I'm unsure why one trifling incident this afternoon has moved me to writeto you. But since we've been separated, I may most miss
coming home todeliver the narrative curiosities of my day, the way a cat might lay mice atyour feet: the small, humble offerings that couples proffer after foraging inseparate backyards. Were you still installed in my kitchen, slatheringcrunchy peanut butter on Branola though it was almost time for dinner, I'dno sooner have put down the bags, one leaking a clear viscous drool,
thanthis little story would come tumbling out, even before I chided that we'rehaving pasta tonight so would you please not eat that whole sandwich.In the early days, of course, my tales were exotic imports, from Lisbon,from Katmandu. But no one wants to hear stories from abroad, really, and Icould detect from your telltale politeness that you privately preferred anecdotaltrinkets
from closer to home: an eccentric encounter with a toll collectoron the George Washington Bridge, say. Marvels from the mundanehelped to ratify your view that all my foreign travel was a kind of cheating.My souvenirs -- a packet of slightly stale Belgian waffles, the British expressionfor "piffle" (codswallop!) -- were artificially imbued with magic by meredint of distance. Like those
baubles the Japanese exchange -- in a box in abag, in a box in a bag -- the sheen on my offerings from far afield was allpackaging. What a more considerable achievement, to root around in theuntransubstantiated rubbish of plain old New York state and scrounge amoment of piquancy from a trip to the Nyack Grand Union.Which is just where my story takes place. I seem finally to
be learningwhat you were always trying to teach me, that my own country is as exoticand even as perilous as Algeria. I was in the dairy aisle and didn't needmuch; I wouldn't. I never eat pasta these days, without you to dispatchmost of the bowl. I do miss your gusto.It's still difficult for me to venture into public. You would think, in acountry that so famously has "no sense of
history," as Europeans claim,that I might cash in on America's famous amnesia. No such luck. No onein this "community" shows any signs of forgetting, after a year and eightmonths -- to the day. So I have to steel myself when provisions run low.Oh, for the clerks at the 7-Eleven on Hopewell Street my novelty hasworn off, and I can pick up a quart of milk without glares. But our
regularGrand Union remains a gauntlet.l always feel furtive there. To compensate, I force my back straight, myshoulders square. I see now what they mean by "holding your head high,"and I am sometimes surprised by how much interior transformation aramrod posture can afford. When I stand physically proud, I feel a smallmeasure less mortified.Debating medium eggs or large,
I glanced toward the yogurts. A fewfeet away, a fellow shopper's frazzled black hair went white at the roots fora good inch, while its curl held only at the ends: an old permanent grownout. Her lavender top and matching skirt may have once been stylish, butnow the blouse bound under the arms and the peplum served to emphasizeheavy hips. The outfit needed pressing, and the
padded shouldersbore the faint stripe of fading from a wire hanger. Something from thenether regions of the closet, I concluded, what you reach for when everythingelse is filthy or on the floor. As the woman's head tilted toward theprocessed cheese, I caught the crease of a double chin.Don't try to guess; you'd never recognize her from that portrait. Shewas once so neurotically
svelte, sharply cornered, and glossy as if commerciallygift wrapped. Though it may be more romantic to picture thebereaved as gaunt, I imagine you can grieve as efficiently with chocolatesas with tap water. Besides, there are women who keep themselves sleek andsmartly turned out less to please a spouse than to keep up with a daughter,and, thanks to us, she lacks that incentive
these days.It was Mary Woolford. I'm not proud of this, but I couldn't face her.I reeled. My hands went clammy as I fumbled with the carton, checkingthat the eggs were whole. I rearranged my features into those of a shopperwho had just remembered something in the next aisle over and managedto place the eggs on the child-seat without turning. Scuttling off on this pretense of
mission, I left the cart behind, because the wheels squeaked. Icaught my breath in soup.I should have been prepared, and often am -- girded, guarded, often tono purpose as it turns out. But I can't clank out the door in full armorto run every silly errand, and besides, how can Mary harm me now? Shehas tried her damnedest; she's taken me to court. Still, I could not tamemy
heartbeat, nor return to dairy right away, even once I realized that I'dleft that embroidered bag from Egypt, with my wallet, in the cart.Which is the only reason I didn't abandon the Grand Union altogether.I eventually had to skulk back to my bag, and so I meditated onCampbell's asparagus and cheese, thinking aimlessly how Warhol would beappalled by the redesign.By the time I
crept back the coast was clear, and I swept up my cart,abruptly the busy professional woman who must make quick work of domesticchores. A familiar role, you would think. Yet it's been so long since Ithought of myself that way that I felt sure the folks ahead of me at checkoutmust have pegged my impatience not as the imperiousness of the secondearnerfor whom time is money,
but as the moist, urgent panic of a fugitive ...Continues...Excerpted from We Need to Talk About Kevinby Lionel Shriver Copyright ©2006 by Lionel Shriver. Excerpted by permission. All rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in writing from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use of
visitors to this web site. Grew Up... different than the rest. As a toddler, Kevin would not play with toys like normal children. He was less receptive to outer stimuli. His mother Eva was unable to identify exactly what was wrong with him. They quickly ruled out serious developmental disorders and just went ahead with life, assuming - hoping - everything would work itself out.
Living... under a mountain of teenage angst. It’s not unusual for teenagers to occasionally find cruel ways to take out their anger. But Kevin’s lack of sensitivity and emotional regard for others might lead him to take cruelty to the next level - violence. Although he sometimes shows a soft spot for his sister, Celia, Kevin appears to have no emotional connection with his mother or
father, and doesn’t have any real friends from school. Profession... high school student. Although Kevin is very intelligent, he doesn’t show much interest in his school work, which continues to concern his mother and father. Interests... archery. Besides archery, Kevin doesn’t seem to have many interests, a strange characteristic that separates him from most teens. But he’s very
serious indeed about his bow and arrow. Relationship Status... single. Kevin also hasn’t begun to show interest in girls, even though he has already gone through puberty. Really, he doesn’t show much affection toward anyone of any sex. Dating seems to be the last thing on his mind. Challenge... coping with his demons without exploding. Eva has long worried that there is
something very, very wrong with Kevin, and he often seems to be drowning in a world of anger, pain, and torture. Hopefully he’s not so far gone that there is no way to come back. But without a great deal of willpower, he may lose sight of any moral compass due to his lack of emotional response to others. Then again, his problems might be more than can be dealt with by sheer
willpower. Personality... unemotional and angsty. Kevin feels no compassion, and it seems like the only emotion he does feel is a dull anger. That anger is usually directed at his mother Eva, and occasionally at his sister and his father. If it were ever re-directed to the world at large, watch out. Jump to ratings and reviews The gripping international bestseller about motherhood gone
awry.Eva never really wanted to be a mother - and certainly not the mother of the unlovable boy who murdered seven of his fellow high school students, a cafeteria worker, and a much-adored teacher who tried to befriend him, all two days before his sixteenth birthday. Now, two years later, it is time for her to come to terms with marriage, career, family, parenthood, and Kevin's
horrific rampage in a series of startlingly direct correspondences with her estranged husband, Franklin. Uneasy with the sacrifices and social demotion of motherhood from the start, Eva fears that her alarming dislike for her own son may be responsible for driving him so nihilistically off the rails. GenresFictionBook ClubThrillerContemporaryHorrorCrimeDrama 8362 people are
currently reading230378 people want to readLionel Shriver's novels include the New York Times bestseller The Post-Birthday World and the international bestseller We Need to Talk About Kevin, which won the 2005 Orange Prize and has now sold over a million copies worldwide. Earlier books include Double Fault, A Perfectly Good Family, and Checker and the Derailleurs. Her
novels have been translated into twenty-five languages. Her journalism has appeared in the Guardian, the New York Times, the Wall Street Journal, and many other publications. She lives in London and Brooklyn, New York. Author photo copyright Jerry Bauer, courtesy of Harper Collins.Displaying 1 - 30 of 18,299 reviewsJanuary 27, 20161 am a little apprehensive as to how I
should begin this review: there are so many things to talk about.First of all, I consider this to be truly a great work of literature, not simply "fiction". As a great writer of my native language said: "The real story is on the unwritten pages"; that is, it is the gaps, the pauses and the undercurrents between the characters (which the reader is forced to complete or imagine) which is the
mark of great literature. This is one hundred percent correct as far as We Need To Talk About Kevin is concerned. The novel makes us think, long after we finish it.It is not a fast read: even though Lionel Shriver writes beautiful prose, she writes about ugly things. Reading it is almost like self-torture under hypnotism; you don't want to do it, but once you are into it, there's no way
to stop.The story is told in epistolary form, through the letters Eva Khatchadourian writes to her absent husband Franklin Plaskett. Eva is the mother of the infamous Kevin Khatchadourian, the architecht of the Gladstone High School massacre. Eva's letters are divided into two parts. One talks of the current time, her travails as the universally shunned mother of the infamous teen:
the bereaved parents of Kevin's late classmates have slapped a civil suit on her, which she is fighting in her typically disinterested manner, and visiting her son regularly in the correctional facility where he is incarcerated. The other part of the letters traces Kevin from his conception up to the fateful Thursday.As the story unfolds, we get a picture of Eva and Franklin. She, spirited,
independent, liberal, proud of her Armenian heritage and a little contemptuous of her adoptive country: he, more conventional and boringly American. Eva as the propreitor of the highly successful travel guidebook franchise A Wing and A Prayer never wanted a child. But she succumbs to Franklin's entreaties and conceives Kevin. And from the moment he sets foot on earth, Eva's
life becomes a horror story.Kevin, through Eva's eyes, is portrayed as so evil that we shudder; as he grows up, his evil nature also expands. To Eva's frustration, Franklin remains oblivious to his son's true nature, trying to recreate some fictitious "American Dream" in his backyard. Eva and Kevin face off many times during the sixteen years leading to the apotheosis of his career on
that Thursday afternoon, with Eva always the loser.Kevin is an odd child from the start. He shuns breast milk, does not talk (even though he has learnt how to) until he is three years old, and refuses to be toilet trained. He is apathetic to everything, seeming alive only when he manages to goad Eva into a rage. With Franklin, he plays the part of the All-American Child, but
mockingly, as Eva suspects.Kevin's crimes are inferred rather than seen: apart from one incident during childhood when he sprays red ink all over Eva's darling maps tacked to the walls of her study, his mother does not see a single instance of his misbehaviour (if we leave aside that masturbation scene with an open bathroom door). But she is oddly sure that in almost all of the
"incidents" he has been in (and they are many, including one in which his sister is maimed for life), he is implicated: but she is also convinced that her son is so clever as to hide his true nature from all except a perceptive few.So the novel slowly moves towards its destructive climax, picking up speed, and when it occurs, it is much more than we expect. It is a one-way ride into
darkness.Lionel Shriver says in the afterword that people who read the novel fall into two camps: those who see Kevin as truly evil and Eva as victimised, and those who see him as a victim of circumstances, mainly an indifferent mother. It is easy to see why. Ms.Shriver has managed to frame the narrative from the POV of Eva Khatchadourian in such a way that the whole veracity
of the tale depends on whether we trust her or not. The reader is forced to make a judgement of character and stick by it. In short, how we see Eva and Kevin will depend a lot on who we are.For such a dark novel, more frightening than any horror story, the novel ends on such a sweetly sentimental note that there was suddenly a lump in my throat. Suddenly I remembered that for
all his monstrous faults, Kevin is still only a child.This book will stay with you for a long time after you walk away from it. More importantly, it will set you thinking, if you are a parent... which is not a bad thing.For you see, as parents, we do need to talk about Kevin. We have been silent too long.August 15, 20160verwritten. Arduous. Boring.Seeing as We Need to Talk About Kevin
is famous for being such a gritty, disturbing read, I always expected to love it in a sick, twisted kind of way. Unfortunately, it is not what I expected at all. I had to force myself through one overstuffed sentence after another, only to be left feeling drained and dissatisfied.l knew I was in for a paint-dryingly slow read almost immediately. Every sentence is padded out with big words
and details that are clearly there to impress, but actually only weigh the narrative down. Damn, it was hard work. And it was made even worse because it's an epistolary novel - I couldn't get past the fact that no one would ever talk this way in a letter. This is the second sentence (and they are all like this): But since we've been separated, I may most miss coming home to deliver the
narrative curiosities of my day, the way a cat might lay mice at your feet: the small, humble offerings that couples proffer after foraging in separate backyards. Holy shit.Kevin's crimes are revealed in the very first chapter, so it's a struggle to see what we're really reading for. I suppose it is an attempt to show how he got to there - built up through tedious anecdotes from his
childhood - but without mystery or action, it was merely dull. We already know Kevin is a sociopath; we already know he killed a bunch of his fellow students.I also had no sympathy for Eva. In fact, I felt a certain amount of anger towards Eva for deciding her baby had an evil agenda (that's honestly not even possible!*) and mistreating him. I don't buy into any interpretations that
Kevin's psychopathic nature was something he was born with - it seemed pretty obvious to me that his mother fucked him up from day one. Eva was unlikable, Kevin was unlikable and Franklin's blind defense of his son despite the contradicting evidence was just plain annoying.There was nothing to like here.Blog | Facebook | Twitter | Instagram | Youtube | StoreOctober 22,
2007The pull-quote on the cover of the edition I read suggests that it's impossible to put this book down. That's almost entirely false. Out of the book's 400 pages, the first 300 were kind of like pulling teeth. Creepy, maternal teeth. The last 100 pages, however, were actually and physically impossible to look away from, and the brisk pace of the climax, after so. many. pages. of
buildup, actually created a really wonderful, complete story that was very satisfying and which (god help me) made me cry out of a bizarre sense of *happiness* at the end.This book is a series of letters (irritating) written from a travel-writer wife (unsympathetic and irritating) to her separated husband (tiresome and, given 20 seconds and a familiarity with Western literature,
leading up to an entirely transparent "twist"). These letters start out being about her day-to-day life and a mediation on their slowly decimated marriage (something I really can't relate to), but soon they become All About Kevin. Kevin being their oldest kid, their son, and who recently (in 2000) shot up a bunch of his fellow high-schoolers. It's a post-Columbine book set in pre-911
America, and it's freakishly refreshing to read an entire novel about a national tragedy that neither mentions nor cares about terrorists, threat levels, Iraq, or What's Wrong With America?Actually, it's vaguely framed around the Florida debacle in the 2000 presidential elections, but that event is used to throw into relief how little political issues matter when your family has been
destroyed. For the most part, the narrator (Eva) talks about Kevin, why she decided to have him, what it was like to raise him, and examine the ways in which she failed as a mother and a wife.It's weirdly inspiring. I mean, she is a bad mom. Not beating-the-kids bad, but neglectful, cold, self-centered...she is, essentially, the kind of woman who could only love a child if that was all
she had left. And so in a way, she ends up raising a child who, in a bid for her affection, will take everything else away from her. It's both sick and touching, and a fascinating examination of how we're supposed to move on from tragedy, how life continues no matter how much you wish it didn't.Kevin himself is perfectly written - both sympathetic and absolutely monstrous. By the
time he's 14 and terrorizing his mother behind his father's back, I found myself completely unsurprised by everything as it unfolded. Of course he ended up killing 11 people. Of course he doesn't regret it. Of course. I'm not sure at what point, if any, decent parenting could have saved him, and I like that Lionel Shriver managed to write a lengthy book without answering, or even
addressing, that question.What struck me as the most disturbing thing, in the long run - and what's stuck with me most - is that the only thing that seems to scare the kid, and the only thing that seems to at least begin to make him snap out of his narcissistic power trip, is his impending transfer from juvie to the gen pop of a federal prison. The book never gets into it, but I found it
deeply upsetting that the prison system is so horrible, mass murderers are scared of it. I kind of felt as if we're supposed to be happy that Kevin's actually scared, but I mostly was just creeped out that the system itself had managed to create something even worse than Kevin.December 13, 2020A novel that's elegant & overly articulate--yet VERY readable. So much dexterity is on
display here ("Damn what an amazing writer!" is a perpetual thought while reading this), with a prose made by some wizard's alchemy, a talent-filled intuition, & a distinct view that's brutal & uncomfortably honest. Shriver outshines even Flaubert himself: THIS is the very core of feminism, of individualism (move over Madame Bovary... you cared more for the idea of love than
anything else, anyway, & never really gave a hoot about child rearing). An epic book like "We Need to Talk About Kevin" is rare, yeah. I can see this as some rather strikingly beautiful monster composed of the few scary parts from Ira Levin's "Rosemary's Baby" and the more ominous tones of "The Omen". It's a modern psychology (dissected with words so carefully chosen, both
intellectual and to-the-core precise) that deconstructs a past for the sake of...something. I won't tell. This one has a DYNAMITE ENDING that will rattle you, and then some. It is, truly, pretty much everything you'd ever want in a book (Shriver's account is WAAAAAY more compelling than Philip Roth's Pulitzer darling "American Pastoral", & they share the theme of the American
dream-gone-bad, as parents are betrayed by their own American flag-toting offspring).Recommended 100%. It's a Grade A+ brilliant, contemporary, & (even!) historically-relevant novel.(2015)March 17, 20111 did not like this book. Honestly, what was to like about it? The topic is horrifying, the characters are hateful (and not just the characters that commit mass murders) and the
writing style is the worst of all. From the first page I was SO irritated by the writing. I'll bet that the first purchase Ms. Shriver made after finding a publisher for this book was a new thesaurus. I'm positive that hers was absolutely worn out. It was like, "Hi! Let's see how fancy we can sound!" Especially for a book that is supposedly made up of letters written to one's estranged
husband. The letter format was an especially poorly-chosen literary device. I get that we, the reader, needed background, but did Eva really think that her husband needed to be reminded, among other things, about all the random little details of his childhood? They were his memories, after all. Why did she need to repeat them to him, and in such an arrogant, condescending way?
And the lists of other school shootings. Blah. I became extremely tired of reading about those as Eva ticked them off. I felt like I was hearing a lecture or a compilation of NPR news stories. But speaking of arrogant and condescending, here's another problem that I had with this book. I happen to reject the idea that the parents are 100% responsible for their children's failures or
successes. Some children have crappy parents and turn out great, and I've seen the opposite happen as well. However, if any parent could cause a child to go crazy/homicidal, it would be this woman. Hello, being bored=not a good reason to have a child. (Did I really need to say that?) Eva was mean, negative, and overbearing throughout the book. And again, I realize that with the
letter format, we are only getting the viewpoint of one, limited, character, but that's not an excuse for making the characters so completely one-dimensional. Kevin was evil, Celia was demure, Franklin was naive, Eva was obnoxious, etc. Finally, the question of the big reveal. And I actually do have a question about this. It was pretty obvious what was going on, that there was going
to be a big reveal, after about page 3 of the book (and I'm not talking about the fact that Kevin killed his classmates. That was not meant to be a secret. It was written in the description on the back of the book). My question is this--was this just poorly written so that what was meant to be a big reveal was, well, not? Or did Shriver make it obvious on purpose, in order to make it
more awful to read--we knew what was going to happen, and we didn't want to read it, but we were going to have to and were coming closer to it with each page. I'm going to give Shriver the benefit of the doubt on this one, because if that's what she meant to do, it worked. Petra in Hawaii doing hulaAugust 16, 2022At first, this book seems to be about a mass-murdering
Columbine-style kid and whether or not he was born that way or his mother, who didn't love him, made him that way. Nature v nurture. Old.Or perhaps it's the lonely ramblings of a woman who has nothing left except guilt, and it's only guilt and anything that feeds it that sustains her. Like a drug addict she gets her fix from visiting her son, then the rush, the letters, free-flowing
words, all the guilt tumbling almost joyously out, no details spared. But she isn't taking drugs and she isn't really writing letters either.I really enjoyed it. A good read.Jennifer (formerly Eccentric Muse)June 21, 2009This book is just devastating ... and devastatingly good. I've just finished it, and had a little cry on the balcony in the bright sunshine, thinking about my mom and
motherhood and blame, self-recrimination, guilt and remorse and parental love and the painfully ambiguous, sometimes tortured complexity of it all.And that is underselling it.Suffice for now to say, you might not enjoy this if:- You believe that a lack of maternal instinct or feeling is a character flaw or a moral failing;- You come out soundly on the nurture either side of the
nature/nurture continuum;- You believe parents always, at some point and for most things, need to be held accountable for their child's behaviour;- You seek the anxiety-quelling solace that pat sociological and psychological theories and labels offer: post-partum depression, sociopathy, unconditional positive regard.This novel should, I hope, blast through any of those
preconceptions--some of which, at some times in my life, I've believed.Shriver turns all of this on its ear, and twists some literary and plot conventions to her own purposes at the same time. She is steadfast and clear-eyed in her determination to dismantle the 'blame the parents' catechism that passes for analysis and explanation of that which is inexplicable, in this case a school
shooting and the lives, events and choices that led to it. To do so, she creates characters who are unlikeable, sometimes deeply so, but oh-so-human: even Kevin. Unless you're a sociopath, which I think is one of her points, you cannot help but empathize with each of them at times; hate them at others; give them the benefit of the doubt frequently, too frequently perhaps, which is
another.Whether or not you are a parent (I am not), you cannot help but feel that you've been given a rare insight into someone's worst nightmare, because you have -- whatever angle you are viewing from -- and there is nowhere to go to depersonalize or escape it.Shriver sidles up to her characters, cycling through the subjectivity of a first-person narrative from a defense into a
self-flagellation into an exposition. Though the jig was up half-way through for me in terms of one of the last plot twists, it didn't matter and didn't detract from the facility with which the author employed the epistolary style, and the emotional punch it levelled.Eva's retrospective self-analysis, through a lens tinged by tragedy, guilt and shame, gives us a perspective into events and
motivations both in hindsight and as they unfold, retaining the immediacy and intensity that only a first-person account can provide. It happened but it is never past, because the telling makes it happen in perpetuity, which is exactly how trauma works. Because of who she is, Eva is able to present with alarming clarity that which is unambiguously evil, and therefore that which
remains ambiguous is doubly so. Shriver does not let anyone off the hook--these characters are so complex in their humanity, and yet they are also Boomer-upper middle-class shallow, which is never reduced to a cliche. She also never fails to produce horror--infused with the dark comedy to which only its victims or observers from a comfortable distance are entitled (and we are
neither)--from sometimes mundane domestic details (an "eviscerated" 3-yr old's birthday cake. An exotic pet, a clogged drain and a shaver with an inordinately large amount of hair in it. A glass-eyed antique doll given as a Christmas present.) Kevin's rampage, like Shriver's prose, is revealed in poetic detail. I was sometimes shaking with anger while reading. I would have smashed
the water pistol a half-dozen pages earlier, yet when Eva finally did, her remorse at her ink-stained yellow shoe left the justification for the act coloured with her materialistic shallowness and hypocrisy. This scene, one of so many, revealed character in a way that only an absolutely top-notch novelist can ever produce.Have I said? The writing is brilliant. God is in the details in this
novel, in which every page needs, probably, to be read a dozen times (not that I could bear it). And there is substance to go with that style: Eva's agoraphobic mother's offer to fly to her after Thursday reduced me to tears, as one mother's unconditional love and courage reflected on the other's--in a mirror, or in relief? Hard to say. There are no easy answers here, for Eva or for us.
There is no clear truth or explanation why, a matter on which all sides, including the reader, must--against our human desire for explanation, order-out-of-chaos, resolution--reluctantly come to agree. This review, now, is an incoherent ramble--unlike Eva's self-confessional, bibliotherapeutic letters and the novel itself. It is still a fresh wound for me, and I will need to come back
later when I've stanched the flow a bit.March 7, 2016---Immediate reaction after reading---I'm so horrified that I feel sick, and I'm nearly crying, not because of Kevin but for Kevin, and I don’t know who to blame anymore, or what to feel, or what to think. I only know that this book is unlike anything I've ever read, and in all likelihood, will ever read.How can I so deeply love a book
that is this agonisingly ugly??---Full review---I knew before I started that reading this was going to be hard. We Need to Talk about Kevin is listed as one of the most disturbing books on GR. So, in an attempt to limit the coming agony, I made a few rules:RULE 1: Do not get emotionally involved.RULE 2: Do not take sides.RULE 3: Do not dwell on the disturbing parts.A hundred
pages later, when I put the book down and went to bed only to replay and obsess over Eva’s commentary in my head, I realised my rules were long broken.I got emotionally involved. I always do. I wish I could say that Eva's so horrible that I couldn't relate to her but a teeny-tiny part of me did, especially at the start. Crying babies terrify me and I've always harboured a lot of
reservations about having kids. I'm not saying I never want to have kids; that would be a stupid thing to say considering I wasn’t even an adult four years ago. But I'm the kind of girl who gets a panic attack when she's asked to babysit her hyperactive nephews.I took sides. Right from the start, I unconsciously sided with Eva. True, the way she thought of her son repulsed me at
times, but I felt Kevin’s actions were more repulsive. For me, Kevin was quintessentially evil, and Eva was the poor woman who had the misfortune of bearing him. The fact that she didn’t want to have him in the first place just seemed to make her more of a victim.As for not dwelling on the disturbing parts...well, there are NO PARTS. The book in entirety is a systematically
harrowing tale with no escape. The only way to skip the distress would be to stop reading the book itself, and while that thought did cross my mind, the bibliophile in me couldn’t stay away. So I persisted. I bore the mental anguish. I let Eva’s commentary drill into my brain.And that's my answer to why I love this ugly, ugly book. It caused me to recoil in horror so many times, but
also made me come back to it every single time. Every minute I was reading, I wanted to stop; yet when I put the book down, I wanted to pick it up again. Like being addicted to something unpleasant and craving it, even when that voice in your head begs you not to.This is an uncharacteristically long review, but there’s one last thing I want to add. This book left me with a question
that’s bothered me for days. Like I said, I’'ve always been on Eva’s side, but the last 4 pages made me reconsider. I mean, whatever Kevin did is inexcusable and gruesome, and I still feel for Eva, but who’s the culprit and who’s the victim? What’s the cause and what’s the effect?Is Eva such a cold mother because Kevin is who he is? Or did Kevin become who he is because Eva is
such a cold mother?In the end, who do we really need to talk about? Kevin? Or Eva?I’ve ruminated over this question for days, but I feel it’s best to leave it unanswered. Because whatever the truth may be, it’s bound to be hideous. “It must be possible to earn a devotion by testing an antagonism to its very limit, to bring people closer through the very act of pushing them away.
Because after three days short of eighteen years, I can finally announce that I am too exhausted and too confused and too lonely to keep fighting, and if only out of desperation or even laziness I love my son.” disturbia five-stars for-my-future-library Adina (notifications back, log out, clear cache) April 27, 2020We need to talk about Kevin is a cautionary tale about motherhood and
should be read before one decides to take the big step. If you have a child and you don’t want to, he/she might become a mass murderer so better mind your own business and stay childless. I am joking but the novel doesn’t.We need to talk about Kevin was painful to read/listen to. It felt like with every sentence that I was advancing through a mass of skewers that were poking my
brain and heart. However, I could not stop listening, no matter how uncomfortable it made me going forward. I felt like a voyeur into a woman’s deepest secrets, like I shouldn’t be there. The narrator admits what no mother should, the unspoken taboo, that she did not want to be a mother and that her life was destroyed after giving birth. Did her feelings make her son the monster
he became, capable of murdering 9 kids and his teacher? Or was it nature? Could she have changed what happened? Kevin was an almost 16 year old boy who one day decided to murder 9 colleagues and his teacher. The novel is structured as a series of letters written by his mother and addressed to Kevin’s father Franklin. Each letter has two parts; one is a summary of the daily
life after the Event such as the visits to prison, the burial of the victims, and the reaction of the public. The 2nd part is a chronological account of Eva’s life before Kevin, the decision to have a baby, pregnancy and the years leading to the day of the murder.Eva spares no painful detail in her letters. Drove by guilt and the need to let it all out, we learn how she ran a successful
business, traveled extensively to exotic countries, had a husband she adored and led in general a carefree life which she did not intend to change. Her torment before taking a decision regarding maternity, her fears and also the need to make her husband happy got to me. Even If I did not share her opinion overall, I understood her and felt her pain. More and more women are now
successful, independent, enjoy good food, travel, have a good life in general. Taking care of another human being might not be on the list of priorities. Why stop the fun? But time is ticking; social pressure is still high to fulfill the purpose women were genetically made for etc. The husband wants a baby boy to play sports with? What to do and when is the right time to do it? A lot of
questions, no clear answers. What all her doubts did not take in account, and they can'’t, is the love for your child. Something one cannot understand until he/she feels it. But what happens when you don’t? Motherhood is hard, especially at the beginning. All those sleepless nights, puke and shit, all the time spent putting the baby to sleep, all the feeding attempts, some successful
others not so much, all the worrying. And all that fun. All worth it because they give back everything you give to them and more. Their laugh, their love. But what happens when you get nothing back? No smile, no love, only scorn and malice. At least, that’s what Eva wants us to see in Kevin. While we go over Kevin’s childhood it felt that there are no redeeming qualities to the boy.
Which makes me wonder (and the reader) if it was his nature that made him do what he did? In the same time the question is would the baby/child/ teenager have been different if he were wanted/ loved more. Or would he have been loved more if he were different. I go towards nature but the way that kid behaved in the novel was too unreal, too extreme. Admittedly, I never met a
sociopathic murderer and I have no idea how they are as children. Maybe like Kevin. In the same time few children with unhappy childhoods become criminals. Most grow up to lead a normal life, admittedly with some trauma that might or not resolve with time and love. There was a plot twist that I saw coming from the beginning of the novel so it wasn’t too much of a surprise.
The writing and the format were both annoying and captivating. I kept telling myself I will read one more letter and then call it quits but I went on. I was angry and sad, I was in disbelief most of the time. I wanted to punch Franklin in the face more times than I can count but then I remember we are in Eva’s head so the truth might not be exactly as she sees it. This book made me
think a lot, I both hated it and was attracted it by it.September 28, 2014Some readers really don't like this book and I'm not entirely sure why.Maybe it's because I'm not a mother and I did find it believable that Eva doesn't love her son completely. Maybe it's because I enjoy the big words that were used in the letters and found it believable that she would write this way.Maybe I'm
a sucker for good endings and this one ended with a bang.I think the writing was superb and despite it being a hard book to read (the incident with the maps was particularly brutal), it was worth it. I think this dealt with the issue of school killings much more effectively than Jodi Picoult's Nineteen Minutes. The character of Kevin did come alive for me and he was believable. I
didn't even think that counseling might be an option because Franklin 100% believed that his son was fine and probably would have opposed Eva if she had suggested it. Just like she never thinks about them divorcing, she also never considers giving her son help. Overall, I'm glad I was able to finish it and I'm going to read more of the author's works.Florence (Lefty)
MacIntoshAugust 3, 2016This book should be sold at the pharmaceutical counter right next to birth control pills, I can’t think of a better deterrent for unwanted pregnancy. It did a great job of confirming a few truisms, maternal instincts are not a given, some children are just born bad, and the worst mistake a couple can make is to allow a child to divide them. It’s the story of
Kevin, a lethal mix of nature and poor nurturing resulting in the child from hell. Yet it’s the character of his mother Eva that I found the most disturbing. Totally self-absorbed, high-octane critical; full of discontent, no wonder she’s completely unable to form healthy relationships with anyone including the husband she purports to adore. Ergo a neurotic son. It’s not as sensationalist
as I expected, this is a terrific book. Would I recommend it? Oh yeah, but with disclaimers; it could easily offend and it’s horrific, so read at your own risk. It will make you think and it will stay with you, ‘Rosemary’s Baby’ for the 21st century only way scarier because it’s based on reality. The writing style is unusual, at times painfully raw, often elegant and always intelligent. Be
forewarned, she tends too overkill in the adjective department - like me:) Memorable Quote: "You can only punish people who have hopes to frustrate or attachments to sever. Impenetrable passions have never made Kevin laugh. From early childhood they have enraged him. They were determined to find something mechanically wrong with him, because broken machines can be



fixed. It was easier to minister to passive incapacity than to tackle the more frightening matter of fierce, crackling disinterest."May 14, 2022Some books stay with us forever! After reading them we cannot stop thinking about them. We keep contemplating each chapter on our minds and thinking of different scenarios about what we would do if we were in the characters’ shoes!
When you’re not ready to be a mother but you gotta raise a child, how to manage to do it? Especially it could be so compelling when you are forced to raise a child who is suffering mental illness keep pushing your buttons till you lose your control! Eva and Franklin never think to raise a kid who will be responsible of killing his seven classmates and one cafeteria worker at his age
of 15! Now Eva writes letters to her husband confessing how she loses her control to break her son’s arm and surprisingly Kevin never gives anything away even though he turned her life into hell and Eva visits her son in the prison as well. What has she done wrong when she was raising him? Does her reluctance to bring a child to this world is the main reason how her life turned
into hell? Could she do something different to prevent the harm her child created? So many question mark balloons are flying above my head with no concrete answer! What an amazing book that truly haunts your soul and don’t miss the fantastic movie adaptation ( Tilda Swinton as Eva Khatchadourian and Ezra Miller as Kevin were the definition of pure perfection! )June 6,
2020Parenting Tips: Don’tl have no doubt that fertility rates among women who have read this book have dropped significantly from the average. It is a Proustian-like meditation on the overwhelming irrationality of having children in the modern world. The upside potential of children is marginal in a post-industrial society; and the downside is... well too tragic to think about.The
risks only start with possible physical abnormality. Personality is far more of an issue. And ultimately one has to consider the amount of pain being introduced into the world, not just for oneself and the child in question, but also for all those who might be harmed overtly or not, intentionally or not, by this new life form.A serious consideration of these risks is what leads to the
philosophy of Gnosticism. In fact Gnosticism is the thinking person’s heresy. The world is, empirically speaking, evil. We are thrown into it involuntarily and the only thing we’re entitled to expect from it is frustration, disappointment, and pain. Sex and the cultural lures of parental virtue are the fountainhead of this evil.Escape from the snares of connubial attraction is rare but
possible. The Manicheans, the Bogomils, the Cathars, and the Shakers all had proprietary techniques for surviving until they could be rescued from a world that was obviously created by a cruel demigod. But all these groups shared the view that sex and its consequences were to be avoided at all costs. Christianity picked up more that a taint of Gnosticism in its formative years. It
is this and not biblical literalism that is the source of so much religious aversion to sex.Shriver’s novel is a sort of modern Gnostic cautionary tale. It is uncomfortable to read mainly because it is so irrefutable. Children, and therefore the decisions which allow them to be produced, are an unwarranted imposition on the world. At least as many homicidal maniacs as self-sacrificing
heroes will be produced; and in any case both will suffer in their own way. Just as many children will despise and reject as will love and respect their parents; and among the latter group will be those like the offspring of Fred West and other sociopaths whose love itself is sociopathic.The reasons people engage in sex are fairly obvious, even if only vaguely understood. But, despite
religious objection, sex today is in principle independent of procreation. The reasons people have children are generally trivial when not downright nonsensical - to have a ‘real’ family, to satisfy the ‘needs’ of the other, to be able to shape another human being, to expand the possibilities for love, and dozens of other sentimental shibboleths which Shriver does an excellent job of
cataloguing. None of these reaches the level of meaningful thought. Nor do they recognise the essential crap-shoot character of bearing and rearing a child.We Have to Talk About Kevin is a horror story worthy of Thomas Ligotti. Within it, otherwise normal people become enmeshed in a sort of conspiracy of which they had no prior knowledge. This conspiracy at best involves an
open-ended commitment to continuous worry, financial stress, and the occasional emotional devastation. At worst, it orchestrates psychosis, social ostracism, and personal annihilation. But however you look at it, children are a nightmare.March 13, 20221 give this one a couple of meager points for addressing the difficult subject I realise I'm supposed to love my own child but
actually I don't because frankly he's a weirdo and always with the backchat, if he fell in a cementmixer how much better would my life be, a lot, and would the world be any the worse, no.Doris Lessing addressed the topic also in her weedy novel The Fifth Child. It's a big taboo, and all that.For my money though, bypass these poor excuses and go straight to nettyflix or where you
get your movies and rent IT'S ALIVE!This is a snappy underrated movie about a baby who is frankly unloveable because he tends to slaughter everyone within a 25 foot radius of himself. He's very difficult to get close to. Because he keeps scuttering away into the sewers.So Kevin, of whom we must speak, is this dweeby young sociopath and yes, there are such people, and we
should talk about them, yes, that's true, but not - please - not like Lionel Shriver talks about them. Any more of those creepy overwrought letters and I would have been reaching for my Kalashnikov. They are like an overstuffed Edwardian drawing room with beautifully framed autopsy photographs hung all around and poisoned angelcake waiting for you on a plate on the
reproduction Sheraton. It's all more than a little sicky. The writer of these letters which make up this novel needs her head shrunk too, as well as her jolly son. As do I for reading this hunk of chewy gristle. Frankly ridiculous 1970s movie : 1Much talked about big fat socially concerned novel : OMay 24, 2012I've started this review 6 times now, and each time, I've deleted it because
it doesn't quite convey the right thing. I think the problem is that I'm not sure just what that thing is. But one thing I do know is that I love books that make me feel like this... that "I don't know what I need to say but I need to say something, to talk about this with someone because this book won't keep quiet in my mind" feeling. I guess it's lucky that this was chosen for our latest
group read then, because I filibustered there with every jumbled, messy, half-formed thought that my tired-because-I-stayed-up-until-nearly-2am-with-this-book-then-worked-a-full-8-hours mind could think of... Because this book won't keep quiet in my mind. I finished it last night around 1:30am, tears streaming down my face, hurting for everyone and furiously heartbroken over
something so unnecessary and so seemingly unavoidable as what was depicted. Then I slept, and I dreamed about this book, with hazy, distant figures without names or faces, but bigger than life aspects. It's rare that I dream about books. It doesn't matter if I read it up until the minute I drop off; I only dream about a book I'm reading, or have read if it pulled me into its world first.
I dream about the books that touch my soul. *cue dramatic music*This book was just... wow. If I were to nitpick anything, it would be that Eva's pen wandered a tiny bit too much into the outside world. I wanted to see her world, the world of her family, or her lack thereof. It took a little bit to get there, and for a while, there were hints but the narrative meandered along in its own
time. But oh my, once it got going, it really got going. I don't think it was just my last minute mad dash to read this the day before my bookclub meeting that helped me to read 75% of this book in one night after work... it was unputdownable. Once I glimpsed this family's world, I couldn't look away. There is... so much to talk about in this book. And I don't think that I could even
attempt to do the topics or themes any justice (as I didn't in my bookclub, not for lack of trying). This is a book that begs to be turned around to the beginning again and immediately re-read. It's like one of those optical illusions. At first, the picture is simple, but then once you see the hidden picture within it, you gain a new appreciation for the whole. This book was beautifully
written, insightful, questioning and heartbreaking. It was nothing at all like I expected, and even guessing the things that I guessed (which turned out to be true), it didn't make the impact any less. This book was so incredible at making me sympathize and empathize with each person's perspective, though we only see these through Eva's brutally honest memory, that it was
impossible for me to lay blame anywhere, even though the potential for assigning blame was huge. This was expertly executed (pun intended), and it is not one that I will forget any time soon. ebook nook highly-recommended horror May 14, 2022We Need to Talk About Kevin, Lionel ShriverWe Need to Talk About Kevin is a 2003 novel by Lionel Shriver, It is written from the first
person perspective of the teenage killer's mother, Eva Khatchadourian, and documents her attempt to come to terms with her son Kevin and the murders he committed, as told in a series of letters from Eva to her husband. In the wake of a school massacre by Kevin, the 15-year-old son of Franklin Plaskett and Eva Khatchadourian, Eva writes letters to Franklin. In these letters, she
relates the history of her relationship with her husband, and the events of Kevin's life up to the killings, and her thoughts concerning their relationship. She also reveals events that she tried to keep secret, such as when she lashed out and broke Kevin's arm in a sudden fit of rage. She is also shown visiting Kevin in prison, where they appear to have an adversarial relationship. ....lLe
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Ramsay, 2011.La signora Shriver nasce Margaret Ann, poi a 15 anni decide che quel nome non le piace e che per lei un nome maschile & sicuramente piu adatto: forse per protestare contro una famiglia eccessivamente religiosa, forse perché troppo spesso si sentiva definire ‘maschiaccia’. Cosi, sceglie e adotta per sé il nuovo nome di Lionel.Quasi una dichiarazione di guerra.Il papa
(John C. Reilly) con Kevin.Lionel Shriver & consapevole del patto che sottoscrive col lettore: ti porterod in una terra e ti faro fare un viaggio che, a te, mio lettore, sembrera autentico, mentre invece € frutto della mia fantasia.La storia di Kevin € nutrita dei e dai fatti di tanta cronaca nera, di quegli episodi che si raggruppano sotto la stretta etichetta di “adolescenti violenti”, che fanno
la gioia di pessimi esperti e biechi talk show.Se la storia € vera, o inventata di sana pianta, o invece assemblata, modellata su fatti esistenti, tutto questo ha poca importanza: cio che conta per me lettore e che la storia sia credibile. Shriver sicuramente riesce a rendere le sue 480 pagine magistralmente verosimili e credibili.Kevin (Ezra Miller).Chi sono io lettore, sono Eva o sono
Kevin? Posso restare a guardare o devo prendere parte, e schierarmi? Pensieri ed emozioni viaggiano a mille leggendo queste pagine, impossibile restare indifferenti, restare a guardare, si & trascinati in una centrifuga che non lascia scampo: molti di noi sono genitori, tantissimi di noi sono figli, e tutti siamo nati - tre esperienze base che Shriver sa come usare e manipolare.Alla
lunga, la prosa di Shriver risulta un pochino troppo piatta: neppure una sottolineatura, o un appunto, una nota - scorre identica a se stessa, e qualche taglio qui e 1a, personalmente, 1’avrei introdotto. Alla lunga, Franklin, il padre, sembra un po’ troppo cieco e sordo, e non si capisce come faccia Eva a esserne ancora cosl innamorata. La stessa Eva cresce sempre piu nella direzione
del classico ‘grillo parlante’, si staglia sempre piu come persona che su tutto ha un’opinione e che mai rinuncera a esprimerla a chiare lettere.Ma Shriver non fa sconti: se Eva sia 0 meno la madre nella quale identificarsi e specchiarsi conta relativamente, perché Eva & la madre di tutte le madri.E Kevin e la madre di tutti i figli, con la sua dilagante ferocia, la purezza della sua
rabbia, 1’abisso della sua infelicita. Ah, Kevin, perché hai scelto proprio tua madre come pubblico del tuo gesto? Ed esiste qualcuno che avrebbe potuto fermarti in tempo? Quanto hai sofferto nei tuoi sedici anni? Fino al punto di moltiplicare la sofferenza e distribuirla a pioggia di sangue?Da questo libro, una bravissima regista inglese, Lynne Ramsey ha tratto un film: ha impiegato
anni a scrivere la sceneggiatura, I’ha modificata secondo le esigenze del budget, e alla fine ha realizzato un film dallo stesso titolo, che € semplicemente magnifico, stupendo, devastante, come e oltre il libro. Un adattamento superbo, che conserva intatta tutta I’anima del libro, rimedia alle sbavature del romanzo, e crea un’opera a se stante, che io avvicino ai capolavori. Dove i fatti
mostrati sono reali, o forse immaginari, sempre difficile capirlo, perché siamo dentro la testa di Eva. Tilda Swinton € perfetta nella parte di Eva - e Kevin € indimenticabile.PSContinuando a pensare a madri presunte 'cattive', a depressioni post parto, a madri non accoglienti d'istinto, mi viene in mente la magnifica Ferrante di La figlia oscura - penso anche a 'Quando la notte' di
Comencini: e mi pare evidente che la gente non sghignazza alla proiezione o ride di fronte alle pagine perché lI'argomento & ostico, tabl, scivoloso - ma, semplicemente, rifiuta le cose brutte e fatte male, e invece accetta e apprezza quelle belle e fatte bene.January 13, 2022 Que si, que si, que esto es un completo librazo y obviamente ya estd encabezando el afio como la mejor
lectura. Tenemos que hablar de Kevin es conocer a Eva, una madre arrepentida, presionada y castigada por la sociedad ante un hijo por el que dié todo lo bueno que pudo y atn asi no sirvié de nada porque Kevin le quité absolutamente todo. Eva narra su historia a partir de cartas, escritas y dirigidas a su marido luego del terrible suceso que da lugar en la escuela donde estudia su
hijo. Al estar narrada de forma epistolar, la trama transcurre de manera lenta ya que se toma su tiempo para contar su vida antes de tener al nifio y luego el posterior proceso que conllevé tenerlo y criarlo durante tantos afios hasta el terrible desenlace al que ha llegado. Todo esto lo hace de manera introspectiva, intimista y profunda para conocer mucho sobre lo que pasa por su
cabeza. No estd de mas decir que estas cartas son la terapia personal de la protagonista. Una catarsis que le sirve para tratar de sobrepasar lo que ha vivido, logrando sacar todo lo que lleva dentro haciendo una especie de purga para por fin sanar; superando todo aquello que guardo por tanto tiempo entorno a la relacién con su marido y el hijo no deseado.La novela me ha gustado
tantisimo por atreverse, por ser frentera y tocar sin tapujos la otra cara de la maternidad, ese lado del que mucha gente prefiere no hablar o ignorar. En el mundo hay mujeres que saben que quieren ser madres, otras que no y hay algunas que tienen dudas y deciden probar a ver qué tal (como Eva) para luego todo terminar en un desastre al darse cuenta que nada es color de rosa,
como te lo pintan varias personas. Eva vive un bluce sin fin de poca aceptacion hacia el nifio que carga en el vientre e incluso, en el parto pasa un momento traumatico que la lleva a replantearse muchas cosas. Cuando su hijo nace espera ver su vida transformada y amarlo profundamente, sin embargo nada de eso pasa; no lo ama, es més, finge para su marido y para la sociedad
que lo hace. Vive constantemente tratando de crear un vinculo con el pequeiio por una compleja obligaciéon moral y social que no le satisface absolutamente nada. Es tan fuerte su situacién, que busca aferrarse hasta lo mas minimo para quererlo como su esposo lo hace pero al final siente que Kevin le ha despojado de tantas cosas que verdaderamente la hacian feliz: su libertad, el
poder viajar y trabajar constantemente. Lo cual ha sido sustituidos por pafiales, juegos y llantos cada dos por tres. Porque al final, no todas las mujeres estan preparadas para asumir tanta responsabilidad y dedicaciéon que consume tiempo en un sociedad dénde algunos son paternalistas, machistas y/o misdginos.Y luego esta el tema de Kevin, lo vemos crecer y hacer cosas a través
de los ojos de Eva. Comenzamos a sentir escalofrios por cdémo poco a poco las cosas toman un cariz tremendamente siniestro. Y asistimos a la constante incognita del ¢Por qué lo hizo?; una pregunta que pesa sobre los hombros de ella, sintiéndose una mala madre y la responsable detras de los actos psicopatas de su hijo. El padre, podria hablar de lo mucho que lo detesté, encarna
muchas de las cosas que odio en una persona pero no me voy a detener en esto ya que su papel se resume en ignorar, idealizar y fingir que nada pasa. Que son la familia perfecta y feliz, viviendo en su casita igual de impecable. Lo cual es un completo engafio.Lo tinico que sé que es una novela escalofriante, dura, certera, realista y muy compleja. Que me ha encantado que mas alla
de centrar solamente la mirada sobre el mal encarnado que es Kevin, pone el foco sobre un proceso tan duro y complicado como lo es la maternidad, que aqui no estd romantizada, mucho menos idealizada y por si fuera poco, retrata la bajada a los infiernos en el sentido de como un matrimonio puede irse destruyendo pedazo a pedazo mientras hace una critica al sistema de los
estados unidos sobre la posesion de armas.Es que lo hace todo de maravilla, la historia estd perfectamente hilvanada y contada para comprender en su complejidad a Eva, la protagonista de esta historia y con la que pude empatizar demasiado. Y quizds también para hacerse una vaga idea de lo que piensa alguien como Kevin o Franklin. Porque si, el libro deja algunas cosas al aire
entorno a ellos pero ti como lector te haces idea y decides confiar en lo que te cuenta Eva, aunque solo sea un lado de la historia. Y si, la trama es lenta. Asi que si, eso significa que no es una lectura para todo el mundo y que debes ir a tu rollo para poder llegar hasta el escalofriante final, el cual creo que jamas voy a olvidar. Me resulta imposible incluso no pensar en
el.criticasocial drama-melodrama terror-horror-suspenso-psicolégicoSeptember 5, 20235 pedazos de Recuerdo que me dejé con una sensacioén de angustia que atn a dia de hoy perdura cuando pienso en esta novela. Muy recomendable, pero sélo si te sientes fuerte animicamente, sino, déjala para otro momento. Posteriormente vi la pelicula, y me parecié una magnifica adaptacion.
Ambas, novela y pelicula, altamente recomendables, pero desgarradoras. Muy recomendable, aunque es posible que sufras. January 12, 2009]Jesus christ this book was a waste of time.I bought it with high hopes. Boy was I wrong. I don’t even know where to begin. Basically every character in this book is an intolerable asshole. You're supposed to sympathize with them, but it's
impossible because they are all such horrible people. The whole escapade turns in to a frustratingly unsatisfying schaudenfraud.Chapter after chapter contains nothing but the characters going OUT OF THEIR WAY to make you hate them. I hope this was intentional because I don’t think anyone could write about people so blatantly unlikable without catching on at some point. And
Christ, the writing style is even worse. This book reads like someone who had one window open on Microsoft Word and the other on Thesaurus.com. Thankfully this lets up as you get into the book but it still oozes of someone who put the words down because they thought “Gee, this will be really impressive and make me seem very edgy and intellectual”. It’s writing to impress
rather than writing for the love of writing. I'm sorry I didn’t get tipped off by the plot itself. She took an interesting idea, but she took it for all the wrong reasons.I wanted to hit myself over the head with this book repeatedly while reading it. Actually, I did at one point. It didn’t make me feel any better.November 14, 2024This is an unsettling book, although I would not say (as one
critic did) that it is harrowing. It lacks the immediacy that this would need, as it is exclusively told in flashback, and furthermore the structure is epistolary - in fact it could almost qualify as a series of soliloquies.The main character (Eva) is trying to search through her memories to establish whether she could be responsible in any way for her 15 year old son's killing of several of
his schoolmates and two adults. This is not a promising premise for a interesting lengthy novel, but I did find it absorbing. Although Eva has been found unlikeable by some, I found her to be a many-layered believable character. However there are a few minor quibbles.Eva, I worked out, was born in 1945. Part of the time therefore when she would have been considering having a
child would have been in the late 1960s, when Paul Ehrlich's The Population Bomb was hugely influential. With the plethora of reasons for and against having a child that Eva muses on, it is hard to credit that she would have completely missed out on agonising about the problem of over-population. In fact her eventual reason for having her son seems to have been an impromptu
masochistic one, which I found barely credible. Similarly, when she chose to have a second child, I cannot believe she would have ignored the warning bells about Kevin, especially when she would not even have a pet dog for fear of what he might do to it.The structure of the novel too is rather contrived. It has been said that "nobody writes in this way to someone they've lived with
for 30 years", and that it is "self-consciously literary". Whereas I rather enjoyed the sardonic wit of the narrator, it did begin to dawn on me that there was a reason why these letters were not answered. They were clearly partly cathartic and partly an attempted analysis of where (if anywhere) to apportion blame. Eva was an intelligent and educated woman, familiar with the Nature
v. Nurture controversy and many psychological disorders, especially of children. But it was also a cry for help, so why was it unanswered?Personally I guessed the reason for this about a third of the way through the book, and expect others would too, though I doubt whether this was intentional on the part of the author. It had already been mentioned that teenage killers such as
Kevin tended to kill close family members or themselves too. But when the "shock" came very near the end of the book I realised just how deliberately this fact had been hidden. For the patricide not to have been mentioned in Eva's retelling of her many encounters and musings was just unrealistic. Ultimately this was irritating; the reader feels manipulated. From reading what
apparently is a serious and believable portrayal of a nightmarish situation, this obscuring of a hugely important fact just seems like a cheap trick. I also find it hard to credit that the couple did not even seem to consider alternative methods of child-care. Eva loved her work; her husband adored Kevin, never believing in his malevolence. They were both in their own private hell
when Eva stayed at home with the child. Wouldn't any sane person living in the society they did, at the time they did, at least have considered swapping roles? And would Eva really have slotted quite so happily into the nurturing/cooking/cleaning/50's housewife model?But it is always possible to nit-pick. Ultimately this is a novel, and not a case-study. As such it is a very good read,
and deserving of its Orange prizewinner status.mystery-crime read-authors-g-tJanuary 30, 20254.5/5 EstrellasUna de las pocas cosas que recuerdo de Filosofia es la controversia entre Rouseau y Hobbes en cuanto a la naturaleza del hombre. El primero mantenia que el hombre es bueno por naturaleza y es la sociedad, su entorno, quien lo corrompe, mientras que Hobbes sostenia
que el hombre es malo por naturaleza y que son las leyes, la sociedad quien nos mantiene sujetos e impide que nos despedacemos.Como buen pesimista, estoy falto de confianza en la naturaleza humana y siempre he sido partidario de Hobbes (es este tema, que no hay que generalizar). Pues parece que nuestra autora también sigue esta via filoso6fica.Nos presenta a Kevin. Bueno,
su madre, Eva, nos presenta a Kevin, en forma de una serie de cartas dirigidas a su marido. Un mal bicho (Kevin) desde el mismo momento de su nacimiento, un psicépata de manual, un Damien redivivo, un hijo de la GP, que hace dafio a a todo y a todos los que le rodean.Lo que hizo Kevin se via venir ¢Seguro?. La madre se vuelve loca analizando todos y cada unos de los hechos,
la mayor parte malignos, protagonizados por su hijo a lo largo de los afios. La pregunta clave es ¢Pudo hacer algo més, pudo evitarlo?. La respuesta facil seria: tendria que haberlo encerrado y tirado la llave. Pero ti como padre ¢Haria esto? Es facil decirlo, pero con nuestros hijos es muy dificil ser objetivos y muchas veces estamos ciegos y no tomamos las decisiones correctas, si
es que se puede tomar alguna.El libro es muy jodido, plantea temas muy peliagudos, desde la maternidad, con los tan manidos clichés acerca de lo que debe ser una buena madre, méas en una sociedad conservadora como la norteamericana. La educacién de los hijos, el papel del padre y de la madre, el consumismo capitalista, la falta de comunicacién. Poco pudo hacer Eva, a mi
entender, con un marido al que quiere mucho, pero que es un palurdo que no ve mas alla de sus narices, auténtico estereotipo del hombre de mediana edad y de clase media americana. Ella intenta ver su influencia roussoniana en su hijo. Intenta analizar en qué ha fallado. Si lo ha consentido mucho, si no le ha puesto limites, si su educacién ha sido penosa, si no ha hablado con él
lo suficiente, si no ha controlado suficientemente sus actividades extraescolares, sus amigos, si no lo ha entendido. Pero ¢{Quién puede entender a Kevin?Pobre Eva, yo la exonero totalmente.Pocas veces un libro que, hacia la mitad, se me hacia plimbeo por momentos, ha remontado tanto y tan bien en la segunda mitad. El final, no por menos esperado, es brutal y agénico. No
considero que esté especialmente bien escrito, porque hay parrafos en los que desconectas, irremediablemente perdido en las circunvoluciones mentales de la madre. Pero aguantad, que merece la pena.Y la pregunta del millén que ronda en mi cabeza es: ¢Qué haria yo si me pasa una cosa asi?Una cosa tengo clara: no cémo la madre, hay cosas que no se perdonan.Leedlo si tenéis
bemoles.PD: hay peli, pero no la he visto.Hannah Greendale (Hello, Bookworm)April 28, 2024I'm speechless.Want to see my 16 Must Read Women's Prize Nominees on BookTube? Come join me at Hello, Bookworm. We Need to Talk About Kevin is among the most startling works of literary fiction I have ever read. It’s about a woman named Eva who comes reluctantly to
motherhood and finds herself raising a strange son with manipulative inclinations and violent tendencies, who later plays a central role in a massacre at his high school. The story is conveyed through Eva’s letters to her estranged husband, in which she recounts what happened with her son and wonders if her disinterest in being a mother played a role in her son growing to
become a monster. This book has one of the most disturbing conclusions of any book I've read. The final page left me speechless.adult best-of-the-year fiction June 16, 20171 don't think a book has ever made me teary-eyed before! I have been known to sob while watching a movie but haven't actually while absorbed in a book. We Need to Talk About Kevin was it "Impossible to put
down" as suggested on the front cover? No, out of the 400 pages of this book, I thought that the first 200 or so pages were extremely hard to get through because this was not an easy read for me. I did not particularly like the authors writing style, choice of words used, and all the details crammed together in a sentence. It was quite exhausting at times. The last 100 pages were
actually hard to put down. After so many pages of build-up the climax was fast-paced and I felt that it was a complete, satisfying read in the end.The book was told in a series of letters by Kevin's mom, Eva to her husband, Franklin. Most of the letters Eva talks about Kevin, why she decided to have him, what it was like raising him, ways that she might of failed at being a mother,
and confessions of her own about Kevin.So was Kevin born that way or was he made that way because he didn't have a mother that wanted, loved or nurtured him?That is the question you will be asking yourself throughout the novel as you read. It was a thought-provoking, slow-paced, disturbing, emotional, and difficult read but I think it was well worth it. I was completely
satisfied with the very emotional ending. That yup actually made me cry.May 17, 2012It is now abundantly clear to me why this novel is such a popular selection for book clubs the world over -- it is a family saga that features a sordid tragedy, filled with abhorrent, compelling, wretched, titillating detail. It is a book meant to conquer and divide its readers, elicit strong emotion, a
take-no-prisoners approach that leaves you anything but detached and unmoved. I can't imagine anyone coming to the end of this ordeal (for it is an ordeal) and not have some opinion, if not a plethora of them, on the nature vs. nurture debate and parental culpability in a child's deviant behavior. The power of the book is not in its brilliance or originality (because it can claim only a
trace amount of both) -- its power lies in its subject and the passive-aggressive way in which it is delivered in the first person -- a cloying, nails-on-a-chalkboard supercilious tone surely meant to inflame. Its power is not in the reading, but rather what follows -- the heated, emotional, no-holds-barred tempest of feeling it can only serve to generate at its conclusion. It's an A-bomb
type of deal -- right up there with abortion and capital punishment -- and it will make you question the very core of many of your beliefs. But I didn't enjoy it. It's not a book to savor. Even the prose is overwrought, perfectly capturing Eva's hapless condescension and sense of superiority brimming over in her letters to husband Franklin, as much a part of her character as Kevin's
sociopathic tendencies. And herein lies my biggest problem with the novel -- it seems to me Shriver goes out of her way to present Kevin as a "born psychopath". Over hundreds of pages, the portrait builds, the evidence mounts, layer upon layer, Kevin as The Bad Seed. That I don't have a problem with. I actually fall into the camp who believe sociopaths can most definitely be born
-- a true by-product of nature with very little if nothing to do with nurture. I first thought Shriver was taking the easy way out to explain Kevin's mass murder as the product of a truly evil, unstoppable, beyond redemption monster. Real life is usually much more complicated and contradicting than that. Then I began to see the real horror for what it was -- an unlovable child, who
could not feel love, who could not feel much of anything really and the deep-seated terror and repulsion that would accompany that realization, to recognize this thing in your midst that is of your flesh and blood as alien, unknowable, menacing, monstrous. Then I wondered ... okay ... what came first? Kevin's sociopathy which evidenced itself at birth, or Eva's cold rejection of her
son, her unwillingness to embrace him in a mother's love the sure cause for his later descent into darkness? You could even accuse Eva of being an unreliable narrator of the worst sort, painting a portrait of Rosemary's Baby even while she flagellates herself with guilt over her inability to see him as nothing other than Damien-esque, a self-fulfilling prophecy if ever there was one.
Despite any of Eva's shortcomings as a mother and a human being, in the end there was no doubt in my mind that Kevin was not made but born. The frigid embrace of a hyper-critical, suspicious mother aside, Kevin came out of the womb absent some fundamental building blocks to engage in life and experience empathy. His above-average intelligence became a weapon to better
wield cruelties and abuses upon his victims who he saw as no more significant than ants under a magnifying glass. Ironically, the only person he had any semblance of respect for was Eva herself, if only because she was the only person to see past the artifice into Kevin's dark heart. I also think Kevin responded to Eva's sense of superiority as well, that she thought she was better
than most appealed to his own arrogance and self-inflated importance. But then ... towards the end, we see Kevin showing some level of remorse and regret, at least that he had hurt his mother in a profound way, if not for his other hapless victims including his father and little sister. This is what disappointed me and pissed me off, because it felt like a cop out. After writing a
convincing and chilling portrayal of a child sociopath, Shriver now seems to backtrack. It's like she wants it both ways -- Kevin a born sociopath AND a misunderstood teen -- a by-product, nay victim, of his mother's inability to love him unconditionally. This duality might work stylistically if your intent is to stimulate the nature vs. nurture debate, but I think it weakens the story
considerably. To have Kevin visibly shaking at the daunting prospect of adult incarceration, to cling to his mother in a helpless childlike embrace, is so OUT OF CHARACTER for everything that's come before as to make it meaningless.What did chill me -- and maybe this was the point all along -- is Eva's final acceptance of her son now that the worst has happened. The fact that she
has a room waiting for him when he gets out of prison did not strike me as a mother "standing by her child no matter what" (finally!) but that Eva's mind had broken and this was no more than a twisted, gothic grotesquerie to claim the only family left to her. That she did not whisk her daughter away from the monster in her midst WHEN SHE KNEW what he had done to her
sickened me. That Eva should now forgive the unforgivable when her daughter's body lies cold in the ground is unfathomable to me and left me with the hairs on the back of my neck standing straight up. Whew! I had no idea this review would run on so long, but as I said in the beginning, that is the nature of this book. It pokes and prods and incites; it's provocative and maddening.
It is not enjoyable. If you are looking for pleasure, keep looking. 2012 audiobook crime-mystery January 10, 2016A disturbing and gruesome epistolary novel that is not an easy read. It's like one of those horror movies where you know there is a monster with a BIG AX behind the door and still the actor moves forward. I kept thinking, NO! DO NOT HAVE ANOTHER BABY, DO NOT
BUY A PET, AND FOR HEAVENS SAKE, DO NOT LET KEVIN BABYSIT!Not sure if I would recommend this book as it is NOT an enjoyable read or a book I would read again, but despite the sometimes drawn out 400 pages, I just had to keep reading to find out how it all ended, and OMG! WHAT AN ENDING! Update: January 9, 2016 Holy Crap! Just watched the movie. Many
differences (including the ending) from what I recall from the book, but still super creepy and disturbing. Ewwwww...... Kevin!!!contemporary mystery-crime read-2013 August 11, 2020To We Need to Talk About Kevin pdAAiov 6a to £yel mépet 1o avti cag. APHKOLY 0€ ALTA T pLOLoTOPHIATA IOV £l YPWOT& 0TOLG BIBAGPIAOLG, oL KaBlepwOel 0TO AVAYPWOTIKG agLYEIBNTO WG
"KaAd& BBATa", akdpa K1 av Hev E€pet Kavelg Kavévap mov va ta £xel HraBdael. Tvvnbwg Exyovy yivel kot tovia, omdte o pdOog ovvtnpeital. Otav kaveig Todpdel va SiaBdoetl Tétola BiBAia, BipAla Kadd, amd cvyypageic mov 6ev elvat oTnY emKAPOTNTA MaP& POVO 6TaAY KGvouvwy To pumay, 6ev E€petl T1 va meplpével. Ey® éviwoa va mdavw to BiBAio kKt va To avacHpw PEoa amd Ty
ayAn mov mepBaddet Eeyaopéva, katafrwpéva BiBAia.To BipAio To HiaBaca 0To MPWTHTLIIO KAt NPOA AV TIPETWITOC HE TA AKPWG AITOLTNTIKG ayyAlKG TNng ZpiBep: pe pia mpooHAwon otny akpifela, 0T1g UN-KALoE IPOKAT @PATELG, aAKPLBOAGYQ, YPAPEL EMOTPATEDOVTAC Eva OY10PPEVIKG MAODO10 Ae€1AGY10, EvW TNV {6la oTiypn agnyeitatl dueoa, KALOTIKE, E010TIKA OTOV AAyLWOOTN.
Andadn), og yovatiCel ahrd Oeg va ovveyioerg. H ZpiBep e€rotopel pe mpwtompdownn agnynon, tnp totopia g ERa, mdvovtag to vipa amd ta 35 NG -EpWTELREDT PE TOV GVTPX TNG Kol TNG 6ovAeld g, dvbpwIiog Tov KOCPOL, KATAKPLTNG TNG AUEPIKAVIKNG KOLATOVPAC-, O01ToL amo@aoifel va KGvel moibi, ekmANgoovTag Tov aOVTPOPOTNG Kal Tov 1610 Tng Tov eavtd. H aprynon
evaddooetal peTa&d Tov mapdvtog, 6mov N ‘Efa péoa amd T1¢ emoTodéG TG poldlel va mpoonadel va MANCIAGEL TOV, TIPWNY M, AVTPA TNC Kol 60wp EAafa yWpa Ta Tedevtaia Ypovia, 0dnywrtag o SpapaTikn KAMARwon.Aev NEepa Twg Ba evBovolalooLY TOo0 PE Eva BIBAT0 TTOL MAGEL Y1 OYECELG -YOVEIKEG, OLCVYIKEC-, Kol 60wv KpDPRovTat miow amd 11 ek6NANTELg aydmng,
opyng Kot armootpo@ng. H ZpiBep mapovoialet pia ppirwdia, addd ewg 6Tov @TAoEL EKEl £xel MANCEL Y IpdpaTa oL 0VHEMoTE £Xw oLAAGBEL AVOpPWITO Vo EKPPATEL: KPlvel, eMKPIVEL, KATAKPIVEL Kol KALTNPLATEL PE EVAV OKENTIKIONO, avaTPEIOVTAC MTOAAEC PopéC mia 16eoAoyia Tov paiveTal va KALBwY{TeTan TeEAKE, KaBwg Kaveig ey elvon pévog Tov, emnpedlel Kot ennpedleTal KAt
épyetot avTipétwiog pe 6oa yAsvale. H poipa eivatl okAnpn Kol pag ta Tpipfel ota podTpa, yia va pdbovpe va pny Ta KAvovpe kel Mov 6 MPEIEL - HECK OTA PLAAX TWD AVOPWIIWY MOL Oa EIIPEIE VA AyAIIde Kol va a@rrovpe Novyoug.E€aipeTikd BipAio, page turner kot vynin Aoyoteyvia tnr (6l otiypn. Evvosital Oa 6w Kl TN KIvNPATOYPAPIKT PETA@Oopd mpooeywC.IlapatioTte
T1¢ oayAapdpeg mov eivan 6MOev "Kadokapva" avayrwopata Kol maote tobdto.December 1, 20071It's hard to review this book when I am so appalled at what it represents. I appreciate the author's attempt to get into the whys and wherefores of teenage mass murderers, but I'm not sure the book deserves the attention it's gotten. While it definitely presents the story behind one
such (fictional) criminal, I don't believe that Kevin's story is every school shooter's story. I think the relationship between mother and son (a son trying desperately to get a reaction from a mother who not only was ambivalent about his birth, but doesn't like him as a child either) is overshadowed by the horrific detals of the larger story. The nuances of the relationship -- and the
truths about how far a child will go to gain his parents' attention -- are lost in the carnage. A sidenote on the writing -- I dislike having to work so hard to read a book. I have trouble believing that an ordinary reader made it through this novel without a dictionary in hand. What's with the convoluted sentence structure and made-up words, and why did the author insist on using

phrases such as "lambent joy," ""immediate rapacities," and "alien argot?" And this, from a woman who supposedly wrote travel guides aimed at the average college student? I think not. All in all, a gripping story, but the sensationalism of the crime obscures the deeper, more accessible meaning.Displaying 1 - 30 of 18,299 reviewsGet help and learn more about the design.



