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I feel as if I’ve always known who Salman Rushdie is. He sat in my
consciousness as the author of this eerie-sounding novel called “The Satanic
Verses,” a novel so somehow dangerous, he had to go into hiding after
Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini, the supreme leader of Iran, said Rushdie and
anyone involved in its publication should be killed for blaspheming Islam.

In August of 2022, more than 30 years after the fatwa, a fanatic with a knife
attacked and tried to kill Rushdie. He survived, though he lost an eye. His latest
book, “Knife: Meditations After an Attempted Murder,” is about the attack and its
aftermath. But it’s also about his life. It’s about his marriage. It’s about his
children. And it’s about the invention of other versions of him that became more
real in the world than he was, other versions of him that almost got him killed.

This is what I now understand after reading “Knife,” what I now understand after
I went and read, for the first time, “The Satanic Verses”: I have never known who
Salman Rushdie is. And maybe not just him. How many people out there do I
wrongly think that I know?

Rushdie and I talked for an episode of my podcast. This is an edited transcript
of our conversation.

Ezra Klein: I want to begin with a story you mention a little bit offhandedly
in the book: “The Shadow” by Hans Christian Andersen.
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Salman Rushdie: I think it’s my favorite story of his. It’s about a man whose
shadow gets detached from him and goes away.

For many years, he loses his shadow. The shadow has traveled the world. The
shadow is quite sophisticated and cool and in some ways is more interesting
than the man. The shadow returns and the man and the shadow spend some
time together. Then the man meets this princess, who he’s very taken by and
interested in. And the princess decides that she prefers the shadow to the man,
and actually the shadow manages to persuade her that he’s the real thing and
the man is the echo or the phony or the shadow.

And in the end, the shadow manages to arrange for the man to be executed. So
the shadow takes over the life of the man.

So what did that story mean to you?

It meant to me that a thing that happens — more and more often, I think — is
that a shadow self can separate itself from the person and end up becoming, in
some way, more real than the original person. People believe the shadow and
don’t believe the self.

If I’d asked you in 1986, to describe how you understood yourself, what
would your capsule sense of Salman Rushdie have been?

The ’80s were a very good decade for me. It began in 1981 with the publication
and success of “Midnight’s Children,” which was important to me for a number of
reasons.

First of all, because it was my first literary success, and there’s nothing quite like
first success. And secondly, it financially allowed me to begin to live as a writer,
rather than having to work in advertising, which I’d been doing.

It also deeply reconnected me to India. I had worried, living in London, that I
was kind of drifting away from those roots. The novel was a very conscious
attempt to try and reclaim them. And that was actually what made me happiest
about the reception of the book — was the way in which it was received in India.

What was your public reputation at the time?
I had become identified as one of a rising group of British-based writers. Writers
like Ian McEwan and Kazuo Ishiguro and Martin Amis and Angela Carter and
Jeanette Winterson. I also had become perhaps a little bit more politically



engaged than some of the others. So I had written and done things on television
about racism in England and postcolonialism, the remnants of the empire, and
so I was also associated with that kind of subject. Then came “The Satanic
Verses,” and it changed everything.

When you began writing “The Satanic Verses,” what kind of book did you
think you were writing?

I was writing these three stories. One was about a character named Gibreel,
which is the Indian version of Gabriel, who was a movie actor who’s losing his
mind and arrives rather dramatically, as a result of an airplane explosion, in
1980s London, at a time when the race relations situation was quite tense. This
was the period of Margaret Thatcher’s government.

I guess what I thought I was doing was thinking about what happens to people
when they migrate from one culture to another and how much of their identity is
brought into question by doing that. They’re suddenly in a language that isn’t
their first language, and they’re in a community that doesn’t know them. They
very often are surrounded by belief systems different from their own. They face
all these challenges.

And I remember thinking I should try and make the novel itself that kind of
challenge. And so the question of religious belief becomes one of the subjects
of the book — Gibreel having these dreams about the birth of a religion. And I
thought I’d made sufficient distance, because in the novel and in his dreams, the
religion is not called Islam and the prophet is not called Muhammad and the city
is not called Mecca. All this is happening in the dreams of somebody who’s
losing his mind.

I thought, you know, this is what we call fiction. Some people took it the wrong
way.

What is the actual story you tell in the book that causes the offense?

Well, of course, the people who attacked the book had not read it. So there’s
that. There is a well-known story that is in many of the traditions of Islam. To put
it simply, there were three very successful popular winged goddesses in Mecca
at the time whose temples were at the gates of the city. This is a big trading city,
so people would come and go through the gates, and they would make offerings
at these temples — or, put it another way, they would pay taxes.
The families that ran these temples were very wealthy and powerful in the city.
And so the theory is that the Prophet was offered a deal, and the story goes that



he comes down from the mountain and recites some verses which accept the
status of these goddesses at the level of the angels. And then it seems as if
there was a lot of opposition to his statement from amongst the new faithful.

And after a short period of time, he rejects those verses, and he says that the
devil spoke to him in the guise of the angel and that these were satanic verses
which should be expunged from the Quran, which they were, and replaced by
other verses in which he discounts these goddesses.

So that’s the episode about a possible temptation and then the rejection of the
temptation. I came across this story when I was at university, when I was at
Cambridge. One of the things I was studying was early Islamic history. And I
remember thinking, you know, good story. That was 1968. Twenty years later, I
find out how good a story it was.

To the best of your understanding now, why does the fatwa happen?

Well, there’s a political reason why it happens, which is that chronologically the
moment in Iran at which it happened was very soon after the end of the Iran-Iraq
war, in which essentially a whole generation of young Iranian people had died
for no gain.

The revolution was probably more unpopular and in greater danger at that
moment than at any other moment. And I think, frankly, Khomeini was looking
for a way of rallying the troops, and unfortunately, I became it.

People involved with the book in other countries were attacked and killed,
which is something I did not know.

The worst thing was the Japanese translator of the book, who was a college
professor who was actually a specialist in Islamic history and art, was murdered
one night near his office on campus in Japan. My Italian translator was attacked
at his residence and fortunately survived. My Norwegian publisher was shot
several times in the back while getting up in the morning to go to work. He also
miraculously survived.

I felt horrible, because they felt like proxy attacks. They really wanted me. They
couldn’t get at me, so they got at them.

And I remember calling William Nygaard, who is my Norwegian publisher, to
apologize to him. And he said, “Salman, don’t apologize. I’m a grown-up. I knew



that I wanted to publish ‘The Satanic Verses,’ and I’m very happy that I did.” And
then in a kind of wonderfully publishing way, he said, “Guess what. I’ve just
ordered a very large reprint.”

I guess in publishing, that is the best revenge.

There’ve been occasions where I felt myself in the company of really brave
people. I think if you’ve just been shot three times in the back and your reaction
to that is to order a reprint, that’s courage.

I hadn’t read “The Satanic Verses” until preparing for this show with you. I
think I’d always assumed it must be a pretty extreme and offensive piece
of literature. And then I went and read it, and it’s not. It’s a very fun,
stuffed, manic, exciting, imaginative novel, but it’s nothing like what I had
assumed.

I can’t even tell you how many times that people who, like you, have finally got
around to reading the book, have said to me, “Well, where’s the problem?
Where’s the dirty bit?” And the other thing people say to me is, “Who knew it
was funny?”

That was actually my first reaction. I didn’t expect the tone of the book at
all. It’s very funny. Before “The Satanic Verses,” people thought my books
were funny. People would write about me as a funny writer. After “The Satanic
Verses,” for a long time, nobody wrote about me as a funny writer. It was as if,
because the thing that had happened to me was not funny — that it was dark
and obscurely theological — I must be dark and obscurely theological.

The characteristics of the attack were transposed onto the person being
attacked. And that other me, who was funny and antic and interested in
mythology and fantasy and politics and history — that person vanished.

In a way, the biggest damage that the attack on “The Satanic Verses” did to me
was not physical danger. It was the damage to people’s thinking about my
writing. A lot of people, I think, who might have enjoyed the book and might
have enjoyed my books in general have been put off by the shadow of the
Islamist attack.

But it was almost universally true that the people who attacked it did not read it. I
remember seeing a television interview, when I was still living in England, with
one of the leaders of the Indian Muslim protest against the book. The television



reporters asked him if he’d read it, and he said this rather wonderful thing. He
said, “No, I don’t need to walk in the gutter to know that it contains filth.”

So that was the kind of attitude: You don’t need to read it. It’s just bad.

We’ve talked a bit about who the public Salman was, before the book. And
as I understood you describe it, you’re a postcolonial writer. To an extent,
you’re a man of politics, a man roughly of the left, critical of Thatcher. Who
emerges now?

Well, what happens is that entire self that had been how I was seen and how I
thought of myself for a decade was just erased overnight. It’s as if it didn’t exist.
And what was created instead was this irresponsible, selfish, arrogant, bad
writer and bad person who had deliberately set out to offend the great world
religion and only just about deserved to be protected from harm. Only just
about.

It was very shocking. First of all, I had been quite a vocal critic of the Margaret
Thatcher government, and that was the government that had to offer me
protection. So on the one hand, there were accusations of hypocrisy. And then
there was a very upsetting literary strain to the hostility. Writers I wouldn’t expect
— John Berger, Germaine Greer, John le Carré. One of that group said nobody
can insult a great world religion with impunity. As if to say: If you do that, then
you don’t deserve to be safe.

I remember being very surprised to find Jimmy Carter on the side of the
detractors. That was almost more shocking to me than the Islamic attack,
because I thought, you know, the Iranian regime is a tyrannical, authoritarian
regime, and if it behaves in a tyrannical, authoritarian way, it’s not entirely
surprising. But to have Western artists and intellectuals doing that was very,
very upsetting.

And in India, too. My family was originally Kashmiri. And I’ve written a lot about
Kashmir. I wrote about it in “Midnight’s Children,” and I wrote about it in
“Shalimar the Clown.” And I now know, because a kind of jihadist mind-set has
increased in Kashmir, that if I were to go there, I might not be safe. And that
feels horrible. The place from which my family comes is a place to which I can’t
safely go. Both my parents are buried in Karachi, Pakistan, and there’s no way I
can ever go and visit their grave.



Obviously you do not like the version of yourself that was created that was
worthy of being murdered. What is your relationship to the more sainted
public version of yourself — the symbol?

I feel like a working artist, and I would like to be known and judged by the work
that I make.

Having said that, I was involved in the free speech issue before anything
happened to me. I was working with the British branch of PEN, trying to defend
various writers in trouble in various parts of the world. A lot of writers’
organizations really stood up for me. And I was very grateful for that.

So that became a part of how I saw myself. I have to say a secondary part
because I still think the person who sits alone in a room and makes things up is
who I really am.

How did your writing change under this pressure?

I tried to not let it change. I remember thinking very consciously quite early after
the fatwa and all that — of course, there was physical danger, but there was
also artistic danger. There were ways in which this attack could destroy me as
an artist. It could frighten me, and so then I would not write anything risky.

I would write safe little frightened books, or it would fill me so much with anger
and a desire for revenge that I would write revenge books. And I’ve told myself
that both of those would be the destruction of my artistic independence and
whatever quality I have as a writer, it would destroy. I think probably the — one
of the greatest acts of will that I’ve ever performed in my life was to try and not
let my writing be knocked off track by the attack on “The Satanic Verses.”

You moved to New York in 2000. And that becomes another shadow self
that you talk about in [“Knife”], where you develop a reputation. I think
you call it Salman the party animal.

A party boy, yeah. And I’m truly not.

Would you own it if you were?

I actually don’t really like big parties. I’m sociable, that’s true. But I like to see my
friends one at a time so we can actually talk to each other.

When I started living in New York, I realized that it wasn’t so much a question of
me being frightened, as people being frightened of me, because of the threat of



danger hovering over them. Like a dark angel over my head. And I thought, “If
people can see that I’m not being scared, then maybe they’ll stop being scared.”
So I deliberately embarked on a policy of public visibility, going to places where I
knew I’d be photographed and where, you know, The New York Post would write
about me. And it worked, because after quite a short period of time, people
thought, “Oh yeah, he’s around and about, and it’s fine.” It kind of went too far
that I turned into this social butterfly, which, in my view, I’m not really.

I’m going to try something a little tricky here. I don’t, in any way, want to
trivialize the violence, the terror you’ve lived through.

I was struck with the thought that, for decades now, you have lived the
most extreme possible version of a very modern condition, in which little
scraps of yourself — scraps of things you’ve written or echoes of
interpretations of things you’ve written — ricochet around an internet or a
world and create this other version of you that people begin to believe in.

This happens in a very small and much less terrorizing way to people all
the time on TikTok, on Facebook, on X. They say something, and soon a
version of them emerges that is more real to other people than they are.
Do you think this is a more common thing?

I agree entirely with how you describe the creation of false selves by this new
weapon of social media. I’ve often thought that if these things had existed in
1989, I would have been in far more danger because the speed with which
material can be transmitted is so much greater and the way in which groupthink
can be created and mobs can be created would have enormously escalated the
danger.

At that time, the most sophisticated method of transmission was the fax
machine, and that kept the lid on it to some degree — until Khomeini blew the
lid off.

I know that there are two or three graphics containing absolutely false quotes
from me — things I’ve never even come close to saying — which keep cropping
up. People keep retweeting them and repeating them. And even though I have
once or twice said, “Look, I never said this,” that doesn’t stop it. It just keeps
going. So there are quotes ascribed to me, you know, views ascribed to me,
which I don’t hold, which are actually antithetical to things that I think. But
they’re out there.
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I think, to some degree, it’s always been the case, before social media, that
there’s a disconnect between the private self of the writer and the way in which
they’re publicly perceived. Various writers — Günter Grass, Jorge Luis Borges,
Graham Greene — they all had this sense of there being a public self, which
wasn’t quite them but which was how they were seen. And I had a kind of
magnified version of that, and social media certainly helps to magnify it.

I know people who have gone through public scandal who didn’t deserve
it, who hadn’t done the thing or there really was no thing.

One thing I’ve noticed is many of them go through a period — sometimes
don’t even get out of the period — of believing they must somehow
deserve it. They almost have to believe they did something deserving of it
for their reality to make sense to them. Did that happen to you?

Yeah, right at the beginning, I began to believe two things. First of all, there was
a kind of category mistake about “The Satanic Verses,” which was being treated
as a work of polemical fact, whereas actually it’s a work of imagination and
fiction. If I could just explain that this is not fact, this is fiction, people would say,
“Oh, yeah, we get it now.” And that was kind of foolish. And then I thought if I
can just explain in interviews and essays and so on who I am and what I thought
I was doing and why I believe it to be completely legitimate, the people would
again go, “Oh, gosh, we made a terrible mistake.”

About a year or a year and a half into the story, when I was very, very depressed
and didn’t see how it would ever end, I thought maybe what I have to do is to
reach out to the Muslim community and try and apologize. And I did, and it
rebounded very hard in my face.

And actually, my sister, whom I love and is closer to me than anybody else in the
world, called me when she heard me making these apologies. She said, “What
the hell are you doing? Have you lost your mind?” And I thought, you know,
“Yes, I have. I’m behaving in a deranged way.” And that felt to me like hitting
rock bottom.

I hate that this is true about culture right now. I don’t know that I’ve ever
seen it be the case that apologizing — whether the person did something
or did not do something — helps. Because what apologizing seems to me
to do now is it gives people the license to believe that it was all justified in
the first place.



That’s why there’s a crazed power to people like Donald Trump, who exist
in a world without, I think, personal shame. Because they don’t apologize,
they’re able to keep the instability of the different realities coherent: I
never lost the election. I never did anything wrong. I never did any of it.

So there never needs to be a moment where the people who are on their
side have to reconcile the sort of admission of wrongdoing. Whereas the
people who try to come out and be decent people about it suffer.

Shamelessness is the great public weapon of our time. If you really have it —
and yes, of course, he does in spades — you can do what he’s done, which is to
spend a lifetime getting away with it. I mean, not just since he’s been in politics,
but way before then. I mean, getting away with it is his great skill.

And the tool that he uses is absolute lack of shame. And I mean, I would put, in
a miniature way, ex-British prime minister Boris Johnson in the same bag.
Absolute, I mean, total liar in everything he says and does and totally shameless
about it and gets away with it. Until he didn’t.

We live in this age where you have an algorithmic global community. And
communities discipline through shaming each other and eliciting shame in
each other. That’s a supercharged dynamic in modern life. So if you
happen to be immune to it, it’s a superpower.

This is maybe a function of being almost 77 years old, but I really go less and
less toward social media. I barely use it, and every time I go there, I kind of wish
I hadn’t. So I think maybe I’ll just, whatever years are left to me, manage to do it
without being a part of the modern world.

Let’s go quite a bit forward in time. It’s 2022, before the Chautauqua event
where the attack happens. At this point, who are you to yourself? And who
do you think you are at that point to the public?

I genuinely thought that the risk was in the past. I had 22 years of evidence for
that, so it wasn’t unreasonable to believe that. But at this point, I had more or
less completely regained, let’s say, the life of a writer, where I was doing
everything that writers get asked to do. I was doing book tours and literary
festivals and lectures and readings and all of that. Especially after near
sequestration, it was very pleasant to be back in the world.

Where are you on Aug. 12, and what happens?



I was in New York City. On Aug. 11, I had flown up to do an event at the
Chautauqua Institution in western New York. My friend Henry Reese had been
running an asylum program in Pittsburgh. He had a whole little street of houses
which he made available to writers from various countries who needed a safe
place. Chautauqua had invited Henry to come and talk about that, and he asked
me if I would come and have the conversation with him.

We had just come out onstage. The Chautauqua Amphitheater is a very large
space. And there were probably something like 1,500 people there. Henry and I
came out and were introduced by someone from the institution. We were sitting
in chairs on the stage. Almost the moment the introduction was over, I saw this
man approaching rapidly from my right. He came sprinting up the steps and
attacked me.

You write, “This is as close to understanding my inaction as I’ve been able
to get: The targets of violence experience a crisis in their understanding of
the real.” What do you mean?

I mean that we all live in a picture of the real. We all have a sense of how things
are, and that sense of how things are is our reality. And then when something
calamitous happens, somebody arrives in a picture of school with an assault
rifle.

Somebody arrives in a church with a gun or in a shopping mall, you know.
Everybody in those locations has a picture of what they’re doing. If you’re in a
church, you’re there for reasons of belief and worship. If you’re in a shopping
mall, you’re there to shop. If you’re in a school, you’re there to be at school.

And that’s how you see the world. And the explosion of violence into that picture
destroys that reality. And then you literally don’t know the shape of the world.
And very often, I think, people are paralyzed and don’t know what to do. How do
you act in a moment when the thing that’s happened isn’t a part of the narrative
you think you’re in?

And that’s what happened to me. I thought I was frozen.

The attack was a knife attack. And you write that “a gunshot is action at a
distance but a knife attack is a kind of intimacy.” What’s intimate about it?

There wasn’t even an inch of space between him and me. He’s not shooting
from a distance. He’s right up in my face, sticking a knife in me. And then, of
course, I fell down, and he was on top of me.
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So that’s about as intimate as you can get, to be underneath somebody who’s
on top of you. I mean, there are other occasions when that happens, and those
are more pleasurable.

Some of the book is about trying to understand the attacker. What do you
know about him?

I know very little. There have been just a couple of newspaper reports on which I
base my knowledge of him. What seems to be the story, as far as I can piece it
together, is that his parents were of Lebanese origin. They moved to the United
States, and he was born and raised in Jersey. His parents separated. His father
went back to Lebanon. His mother stayed in New Jersey with himself and his
sisters.

Until he was approximately 19 years old, he was a kid growing up in Jersey and
had no criminal record. And then at about that time, he chooses to go to
Lebanon to visit his father. His father lives in a village which is very near the
Israeli border and is a very strongly Hezbollah village with billboards of
Hezbollah heroes around the streets. His mother says that when he first got
there, he really didn’t like it, he wanted to come home right away. But he stayed.

He came back a month later and, according to his mother, had completely
transformed, was a different person and was now angry with her for not having
taught him properly about religion. His mother’s house in Fairview has a
basement, and he went and sequestered himself in the basement, lived
separately from everyone else, playing video games and watching YouTube
videos.

Essentially, he lived a pretty solitary life for something like four years, between
his visit to Lebanon and his decision to attack me. And somehow, in that period
of time, he becomes the kind of person who can commit murder.

At a certain point, he sees something on Twitter from the Chautauqua
Institution, announcing their program of events, and he saw that I was listed on
the program and decided to make his plan.

The idea that he could become someone who could murder seems, in
some ways, less improbable than that you could end up as his target. This
is somebody born after “The Satanic Verses.” And you’re just not there
anymore. There’s a lot that has happened — the war on terrorism, the
invasion of Iraq. How does he end up focusing on you?



This is what I don’t know. I can guess that while he was with his father in this
very Hezbollah-dominated village that somebody might have mentioned my
name as a bad guy, anti-Muslim, and it maybe was triggered by his seeing
something on social media about my upcoming talk. But I don’t really know.

I remember saying to my editor at Random House that if I was to write a story in
which somebody, by his own admission, had read only two pages of
somebody’s writing and seen a couple of YouTube videos and then would to
decide to murder that person, my editor would say to me, that’s not convincing.
It’s not enough motivation.

You say in the book that your attempted murder seemed undermotivated,
which is one of the funnier — I mean, darkly funny — lines I’ve read in a
while.

I was thinking about Iago and Othello, that the only thing that happens to Iago is
that he’s passed over for a promotion. That’s it. That’s his beef. And because of
that, he decides to destroy the lives of two people, Othello and Desdemona.

And I often wondered, “Is there such a thing as a person who is simply evil, just
a bad guy, doesn’t need much of a motive?” And the reason that doesn’t quite
work in this case is because, prior to his visit to Lebanon, he was a perfectly
nice person. The transformation is what’s interesting.

There’s a way in which he’s trying to kill some other version of you. He
doesn’t actually know anything about you.

No, he didn’t do any research. He seemed, in a way, very uninterested. I guess
he’d heard from people he was influenced by that I was some kind of demonic
figure. There is a very effective degree of demonization that has taken place
across the Islamic world, in which there’s a lot of people who grow up thinking
that I’m a kind of boogeyman. On the other hand, his own family were not like
that. They were not fanatics. They were perfectly secularized American citizens.
So I don’t know where he got it from.

The core of the book is this imagined dialogue between the two of you.
And one thing you say to him in this imagined dialogue is, “I know that it
is possible to construct an image of a man, a second self, that bears very
little resemblance to the first self, but the second self gains credibility
because it is repeated over and over again, until it begins to feel real, more
real than the first self.”



You imagine saying this to him, almost as a way of helping him
understand what he was doing. You’re creating his shadow self — a
version of him that is now more real in the world than he is. Tell me about
that.

I included this anecdote about Samuel Beckett being the victim of a knife attack,
and he almost died. In his case, he actually did go to confront his attacker in
court and said to him, “Why do you do it?” And all the man was able to say was,
“I don’t know, sir. I’m sorry.”

And I thought, “That’s useless.” Even if I was permitted by his lawyer to have a
meeting, I probably wouldn’t get an apology, because there’s no indication of
any remorse. I would get some form of sloganized answer, which wouldn’t
answer this hole in my understanding of him. But how can somebody with so
little knowledge of a person agree to murder them?

So I thought, maybe the best way to do this is to use my skill of imagination and
storytelling to try and get inside his head and at least create a character that I
can believe might do something like this. Whether it’s his real character or not
actually becomes secondary.

I took the book as a very deep, intense assertion of the reality of your
actual self. The book is physical and intimate and graphic about your
rehabilitation and your hospital stay. It felt to me like a deep insistence
that the Salman Rushdie who mattered was the one who actually lived
through all this.

Well, I hope that people read it that way, because I’ve rarely in my life felt so
deeply physically connected to my body as I have in this last year and a half. It
was such an incredibly physical thing that happened, both the attack and the
recovery and the psychological ramifications of all of that.

I always think publishing a book is a little bit like undressing in public. But this
one really is. The memoir form was more or less invented by Rousseau in his
confessions. And ever since then, I’ve always thought the principle of the
autobiographical memoir is: Tell as much truth as possible. If you’re not going to
tell the whole, naked, unvarnished truth, don’t write the book.

Did trying to write this self-portrait change your sense of yourself?

That’s a good question. No, I think it in some way clarified it.



One of the questions I ask myself in the book is: Given that you’ve been, by
great good fortune and medical skill, given a second act that you weren’t
supposed to have, how are you going to use it? What will you do with that gift of
time?

And the reason why so much of the book is about love and family is because
that’s what’s right at the front of my head now. In whatever time I have left — I
hope it’ll be a while — that’s what I want to focus on. That and work and, frankly,
nothing else.

Look, this is the 22nd book. If there aren’t any more books, that’s OK. The
priority now is to lead a life of loving and being loved. That’s what I think this
thing has taught me.

I think that’s a nice place to end. So then always our final question: What
are three books you would recommend to the audience?

I would recommend “Don Quixote” — for many people, the first great
masterpiece in the novel form. There’s now a wonderful new translation of it by
Edith Grossman, which makes it very accessible to English readers. Previous
translations were, frankly, a little dull. But this one is fantastically vivid and alive.

“One Hundred Years of Solitude” is one of the most joyful books ever written.
From the first sentence, you are plunged into this world of magic.

And of the three great masters of the 20th century — Joyce, Proust and Kafka
— we live in Kafka’s world. So I would probably say “The Trial” or “The Castle.”

Salman Rushdie, thank you very much.

Thank you.


