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Par Bret Easton Ellis: LessThan Zero
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order to gage whether or not it would be
worth my time, and all praised Less Than
Zero (English Edition):

Description : Description du produitSet in Los Angelesin the early 1980's, this coolly mesmerizing novel
isaraw, powerful portraitof alost generation who have experienced sex, drugs, and disaffection at too early
an age, in aworld shaped by casual nihilism, passivity, and too much money a place devoid of feeling
orhope.Clay comes home for Christmas vacation from his Eastern college and re-enters alandscape
oflimitless privilege and absolute moral entropy, where everyone drives Porches, dines at Spago,and snorts
mountains of cocaine. Hetriesto renew fedlings for his girlfriend, Blair, and for hisbest friend from high
school, Julian, who is careering into hustling and heroin. Clay's holidayturns into a dizzying spiral of
desperation that takes him through the relentless parties in glitzymansions, seedy bars, and underground rock
clubs and also into the seamy world of L.A. after dark.

Prsentation de I'diteurln 1985, Bret Easton Ellis shocked, stunned and disturbed with his debut novel, Less
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Than Zero. Published when he was just twenty-one, this extraordinary and instantly infamous work has done
more than simply define a genre, it has become arare thing: a cult classic and a timeless embodiment of the
zeitgeist. It continues to be alandmark in the lives of successive generations of readers across the globe.
Filled with relentless drinking in seamy bars and glamorous nightclubs, wild, drug-fuelled parties, and
dispassionate sexual encounters, Less Than Zero narrated by Clay, an eighteen-year-old student returning
home to Los Angeles for Christmas is a fierce coming-of-age story, justifiably celebrated for its unflinching
depiction of hedonistic youth, its brutal portrayal of the inexorable consequences of such moral depravity,
and its authors refusal to condone or chastise such behaviour.ExtraitPeople are afraid to merge on freeways
in Los Angeles. Thisisthefirst thing I hear when | come back to the city. Blair picks me up from LAX and
mutters this under her breath as her car drives up the onramp. She says, "People are afraid to merge on
freewaysin Los Angeles." Though that sentence shouldn't bother me, it staysin my mind for an
uncomfortably long time. Nothing el se seems to matter. Not the fact that I'm eighteen and it's December and
the ride on the plane had been rough and the couple from Santa Barbara, who were sitting across from mein
first class, had gotten pretty drunk. Not the mud that had splattered the 1egs of my jeans, which felt kind of
cold and loose, earlier that day at an airport in New Hampshire. Not the stain on the arm of the wrinkled,
damp shirt | wear, a shirt which had looked fresh and clean this morning. Not the tear on the neck of my
gray argyle vest, which seems vaguely more eastern than before, especially next to Blair's clean tight jeans
and her pale-blue T-shirt. All of this seemsirrelevant next to that one sentence. It seems easier to hear that
people are afraid to merge rather than "1'm pretty sure Muriel is anorexic" or the singer on the radio crying
out about magnetic waves. Nothing el se seems to matter to me but those ten words. Not the warm winds,
which seem to propel the car down the empty asphalt freeway, or the faded smell of marijuana which still
faintly permeates Blair's car. All it comes down to isthat I'm a boy coming home for a month and meeting
someone whom | haven't seen for four months and people are afraid to merge.Blair drives off the freeway
and comesto ared light. A heavy gust of wind rocks the car for amoment and Blair smiles and says
something about maybe putting the top up and turns to a different radio station. Coming to my house, Blair
has to stop the car since there are these five workmen lifting the remains of palm trees that have fallen
during the winds and placing the leaves and pieces of dead bark in abig red truck, and Blair smiles again.
She stops at my house and the gate's open and | get out of the car, surprised to feel how dry and hot it is. |
stand there for a pretty long time and Blair, after helping me lift the suitcases out of the trunk, grins at me
and asks, "What's wrong?' and | say, "Nothing," and Blair says, "You look pale," and | shrug and we say
goodbye and she gets into her car and drives away.Nobody's home. The air conditioner is on and the house
smellslike pine. There's anote on the kitchen table that tells me that my mother and sisters are out,
Christmas shopping. From where I'm standing | can see the dog lying by the pool, breathing heavily, asleep,
its fur ruffled by the wind. | walk upstairs, past the new maid, who smiles at me and seems to understand
who | am, and past my sisters rooms, which still both look the same, only with different GQ cutouts pasted
on the wall, and enter my room and see that it hasn't changed. The walls are still white; the records are still
in place; the television hasn't been moved; the venetian blinds are still open, just as| had left them. 1t looks
like my mother and the new maid, or maybe the old maid, cleaned out my closet while | was gone. There'sa
pile of comic books on my desk with a note on top of them that reads, "Do you still want these?'; also a
message that Julian called and a card that says "Fuck Christmas’ oniit. | open it and it says "Let's Fuck
Christmas Together" on the inside, an invitation to Blair's Christmas party. | put the card down and notice
that it's beginning to get really cold in my room.| take my shoes off and lie on the bed and feel my brow to
seeif | have afever. | think | do. And with my hand on my forehead | look up with caution at the poster
encased in glass that hangs on the wall above my bed, but it hasn't changed either. It's the promotional poster
for an old Elvis Costello record. Elvislooks past me, with thiswry, ironic smile on hislips, staring out the
window. Theword "Trust" hovering over his head, and his sunglasses, one lensred, the other blue, pushed
down past the ridge of his nose so that you can see his eyes, which are dightly off center. The eyes don't
look at me, though. They only look at whoever's standing by the window, but I'm too tired to get up and
stand by the window.I pick up the phone and call Julian, amazed that | actually can remember his number,
but there's no answer. | sit up, and through the venetian blinds | can see the palm trees shaking wildly,
actually bending, in the hot winds, and then | stare back at the poster and then turn away and then look back
again at the smile and the mocking eyes, the red and blue glasses, and | can still hear people are afraid to
merge and | try to get over the sentence, blank it out. | turn on MTV and tell myself | could get over it and
gotodeepif | had some Valium and then | think about Muriel and feel alittle sick as the videos begin to



flash by.From Publishers WeeklyWritten when the author was 20, thisfirst novel tells the story of Clay, a
New Hampshire college student who returns home to Los Angeles for Christmas vacation. Vignettes show
Clay and hisfriends aimlessly traveling from party to party, doing drugs, having sex with one another. PW
noted that Ellis "brilliantly conveys this crowd's delirium as well as the lack of fulfillment they cannot
remedy." Copyright 1986 Reed Business Information, Inc.



