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From Reader Review Omega Minor for online ebook

Nick says

Imagine my excitement when | was introduced to another doorstop tome previously off my radar. Put out by
Dakey. Grappling with the aftershocks of the holocaust. This had promise before | even opened the the
cover.

Here are some thoughts, just riffing on things | thought about while reading V erhaeghen's novel:

From reading the other reviews on goodreads, it would seem | might be the only one to be reminded of
Ddlillo's Underworld while reading Omega Minor. | ailmost omit this comparison, as | doubt the veracity of
that likeness since no other reader has tied the two novels. But both are searing novels. Delillo focusing on
Americasjoint addictions of consumption and entertainment; V erhaegen's excoriation of Germany before,
during, and after the war. Both offer maximalist views from on high of avery specific time and place
(though Omega Minor jumps around the globe and clock). Both are granular in their construction,
juxtaposing multitudinous plot threads to weave a bigger whole.

I would have loved if Minor was pared down and ended 100 pgs before its conclusion. It seemed Verhaeghen
struggled to tie the threads, closing the novel coherently. | was |eft questioning a major character's
motivations, and confused of the ultimate fate of another protagonist.

All inal, Omega Minor is a success in the Holocaust Novel-vein, taking its rightful place alongside Levi,
Weisel, and the laundry list of other name checked holocaust writers. | loved what Verhaeghen did with this
novel, he managed to be resolutely impactful but also unpredictable in his construction.

Maarten says

If abook could buzz, this one would. Omega Minor balances baroque descriptions with life-like storytelling,
deeply philosophical thoughts with hard science, history with absurdity. The premises are familiar enough, to
the point of weariness: Nazi's, Jews, The Bomb, and the gray academic life of the author's own alter ego. But
in the hands of Verhaeghen, these subjects are twisted into a post-modern tale so stupidly ambitious that
what impresses most in the end is how he almost, but not quite, manages to pull it al together into a
climactic finale.

Be warned though, it is not an easy read. Thereis no lack of characters or storylines, and | too caught myself
flipping back to previous chapters often. Verhaeghen's writing styleis at times over-wrought with adjectives
and details. But then again, thisis exactly what constitutes the special charm of Omega Minor: An al-too-
blatant demonstration of ambition and skill that is only forgiven because the story neverthel ess continues to
captivate. Luckily the reader will find out quickly whether thisis more than he can stomach, as the first
chapter is a perfectly functional deterrent for the weak-willed.

Onefina remark: | read this book in Dutch, but an English translation by the author himself is widely
available.




Drew says

| guessI'm in the minority here, but this one doesn't do it for me. Does disliking an erudite, heartfelt,
Holocaust meganovel make me a monster? | hope not.

I'll start with the good: Verhaeghen's a smart guy, and Omega Minor is a correspondingly smart book with an
intricately conceived (though not, | think, successfully executed) plot concerning the memoirs of a Holocaust
survivor, the development of the atomic bomb, and a neo-Nazi plot to reorder Berlin, and their various
interconnections. If thisisyour cup of tea, then have at it. But be apprised:

(1) There are many, many erotic scenes, and almost none of them are good. It's hard to explain exactly why,
although MJrightly notes that there's awhole lot of spurting and semen. Plus, they're all very similar, which
gets weird when the practitioners aren't referred to by name and the timeline jumps around between WWiI|
and the late 1990's. They're also distracting in their length and their lack of relation to the plot; | gather that
this novel is supposed to be a celebration of life, and an affirmation that life will go on after the bomb, after
the genacide, after any cataclysmic event. Thisis probably what all the semenisfor, but I'm not really afan,
and the scenes don't have a closer tie to the plot than that.

(1a) People will surely disagree with me about this, but I'm not crazy about the way V erhaeghen treats his
female characters. There are several, and they're distinct from each other (as opposed to, say, The Sea Came
in a Midnight) and some of them are even impressive, like the physicist looking for the MAGNETIC
MONOPOLE.* But I'm pretty sure the book still fails the Bechdel test, and worse, the onetrait all the female
characters share is treachery or deception. I'm almost willing to believe Verhaeghen is just trying to make a
point about how most men view women, except for the fact that they tend to do things that are objectively
treacherous.

(2) Hisproseistoo prolix. | don't actually mean that--1 mean it's purple, and at times aimost puke-inducingly
florid. Other reviewers have noted that this style works best during the Holocaust reminiscences (I suppose
because that's one place where you can never be too dramatic), but 1'd go further and say that's the only place
it really works at all, besides the descriptions of Goldfarb as ayoung Harvard student, where the style
actually fits perfectly. He also has a gift for pseudo-profound aphorism, which could be used well but usually
isn't. Few of his"profound" lines stand up to scrutiny or strike one as particularly original. For instance,
"Scars are what make a woman beautiful.” Or this: "These slow fat boys, gasping for breath, these toothless
graybeards, these amputees from the Eastern Front are the ridiculous Wagnerian dragons that guard the last
gate of the Reich that once stretched all the way from the North Seato the Ural." Toothless graybeards?
That's straight out of A Game of Thrones. I'm not saying al thisisterrible writing; I'm just saying it's not my
style, and it might not be yours either.

exception to (2) Like | said, this style works really well for Goldfarb's meditations on life, love, and physics.
E.g. "Hannah had spread a spoonful of hot butter on Goldfarb's toasted soul and devoured it in two or three
bites-asif said soul was afrozen breakfast waffle. Which, in asense, it truly is."

(3) The biggest problem, maybe, isthat (view spoiler)

(4) Thereis, inexplicably, at least one typo every two pages. Loose instead of lose, tome instead of tone, of
instead of or. | don't understand--nobody from Dalkey edits these things? It's distracting. And in the unlikely
event that Verhaeghen did it all on purpose as some sort of metacommentary on the unreliability of text and
specifically secondhand accounts or copies, | have no patience for it, | tell you.



So if none of that dissuades you, you'll probably love this. Everyone else seems to.

*Don't ask.

Coralyn says

| loved this book, which | actually read some time ago, shortly after it won the trandation prize. After | got
past arather unappetising sex scene at the beginning of the book, the mixed bag of fact, fiction and fantasy
was adelight! It isabig book, but the reader quickly forgets that once drawn into the different lives and
experiences of the various characters during this wonderful voyage through contemporary human experience,
culture and history.

Jonfaith says

This chunk of pulsating ambition greeted me unaware in a bookshop afew years past. | politely asked my
wifeif she would buy it for me for Christmas. She obliged, and | read it in afrantic tear, really only pausing
to buy her sister who livesin Berlin acopy. Then, it was over and | thought and pondered and moved on.
There isn't much that has clung to me in the subsequent years. Maybe between Europe Central and The
Kindly Ones| developed aNazi Fatigue. | don't know.

Erin says

al i can possibly say iswow. epic. huge. for those who read vollmann's europe central, and felt the vastness
of what he covered and how he told the story, thisis a good next book to read. verhaeghen was his own
english trandator for this edition, and i think it was a brilliant move on his part. words are so infused with
meaning, particularly in this story, that aless capable transglator could have made an english edition truly
terrible.

verhaeghen is at his best when writing from the perspective of an old man reliving the atrocities of german
occupation in wwii--his experiences as ajew in berlin in the 1930's forward. it isimpassioned writing, and i
admit to shedding atear here and there. that said, verhaeghen manages to be passionate without being
hammy or melodramatic. there are a number of viewpoints in the story, told from first person, and the shift
between characters is sometimes subtle. in the beginning, before you really know each character, it can be a
bit confusing, but, by sticking with it, the story unfolds properly.

give yourself timeto read this one. its not alight read or easy one. i had to stop reading this at night before
bed because my brain just could not shut down -- i'd read the night away, or lay there in bed, unable to sleep,
processing everything i had read.

thisisastrong 4. there are moments that i found myself doing some light skimming, points where maybe an
editor could have shaved some words, and that is the only reason thisis not a 5. i picked up this book
because of the cover, and because it had heft. i waslooking for a brilliant read, and found one.



Mar c says

Thisis quite a challenging book. Verhaeghen wrote an encyclopedic novel in which various historical
episodes and stories flow together: an evocation of lifein Berlinin the 30s and 90s of the last century, the
persecution of Jewsin Nazi Germany including the Holocaust, the development of the atomic bomb, and the
experiences of cognitive psychologist Paul Otherman (autobiographical ?) in the 90s. Also styligtically itisa
very mixed novel, with purely narrative pieces, fragments of introspection, expositions on cosmol ogical
phenomena and theories of physics, etc. Sometimes the pace is very high, then the time almost stands still.
And fans can aso enjoy in many, many pages of steamy sex and excessive violence. "Omega Minor" looks
like ablend of "Berlin Alexanderplatz" by Doblin and - closer to us- "V" and "Gravity's Rainbow" by
Pynchon. In other words, Verhaeghen competes with the greatest and shows that heis an all rounder. And
that's no small feat.

But... there are someissues, at least to me. Verhaeghen almost constantly uses a style that | would call
"muscled prose”, or "prose on speed”, reminding me a bit of Don DeL.illo: long strings of words, very
expressive descriptions with emphasis on the extreme, and in the second half of the book quite alot of
unexpected turns. Of course this can be functional, but after 600 pages of this bombardment of showmanship
you ask yourself what thisisall leading to, what is the author telling us? In the end it looks like V erhaeghen
isjust laughing at us and our naivity to belief whatever story he tells us. I'm sure other people can delight in
thisliterary firework (asis obviousin lots of reviews on these GR-pages), but to me it was just too much:
lessismore, | guess.

Nathan " N.R." Gaddissays

Let’s get the first thing out of the way because then it’ |l be feed=visible. I'll be recommending Omega Minor
to you. A big thumbs up. Not genius ; but big thumbs up. “N.R.”=stamp of approval.

Therest of this Review will be of two parts.

The generation of Shoah survivorsis coming to an end. Their words, their stories, their evidence will remain.
The epistemological questions will remain. We will continue to ask those questions and depend upon finding
their answers in words. But will the words of the survivor generation be sufficient for this and future
generations. Insofar as our truth is structured like afiction and insofar astruth is
transmitted/preserved/raised-up in narrative voices, won't our and future generations need to continue to
narrate, insofar as narration is possible, those events we know as Shoah? Or will only the texts, narratives,
stories, witnesses and evidences of the survivor=generation suffice for demonstration of truth ; locked-up in
cabinets of sacred unapproachabl ness which removes itself further from us with each passing generation. To
bear witness to Shoah isto preserveit for itself but also to maintain its truth for us ; the erasure of either side
desacralizes the mundane truth, displacing it into a Beyond. But the truth is that Shoah was always here.

Thus the question remains, how do generations which come after the survivor generation bear witnessto the
Shoah? How do we narrate it? Structure it? Story it? Evidence it? Preserve it? Fictionalize it? Paul

Verhaeghen’s novel belongsin that matrix of questions.

The second portion of my review isless urgent. It would seem that Omega Minor’s similarity to a Richard



Powers novel (The Gold Bug Variationsisthe only I' ve read) is no accident. It was Powers who
recommended V erhaeghen’ s book to Dalkey Archive. What | mean here is slightly two-fold ; both are the
recent kind of science fiction novel in which science istreated within a fiction -- not the speculative, spacey,
etc genre stuff, but fiction which treats science as science within itself. But (the second-fold) doessoin a
literary fashion which, while not dumb-as-dirt, is certainly not going into Joycean empyrean space.
Everything'sin place but nothing aspirestoo far. Like with Powers ; but not like a McElroy who can take
science and weave it into his fiction tighter than a Chupiag woven basket. Don't let that get you down ; the
sciencey=knowledge stuff is short ;; but the other half, the Shoah narrative portion, is really quite into the
lyrical range.

And final note ;; given my reading Omega Minor so shortly on the heels of Europe Central one notices the

degree of economy in Vollmann's noveling. The main strand of this 700 page novel would have fit as one of
Vollmann’s dozen main strands in his 800 page novel. And you wouldn’t have missed a thing.

---Also, Vollmann would not have sacrificed his 120 pages of footnotes for publisher’s convenience!

Georgina Koutrouditsou says

H T pak ?tw KPITIK? dnuoaci£?2tnke ato Mon petit cafe de Humanite :
https://monpetitcaf edehumanite.wordpr...

O 200¢ a1’va¢ Bewpe?tal «GVTOUOC» TUPUVA LE TOV 10TOPIK? Eric Hobshawm. Qot?60 1a yeyov?ta
TIOU GLV?BNCAV KOT? TN Ol 7PKEI? TOU OEV UTIOPOV VA XOPAKTNPIOTON 2Tal KAB?7¢ CUYKAVICAV
1?00 TA? TNV avOpWI?TNTA TIOU 1 ATI?PPO010 TOUG KPAT?El ¢ o?uepa. To Omega Minor eval Va
HUBIOT?pN G TIOL BAC?(ETAI OTOV TPAAOYIOU?, TOU TEAIK? AMVE TP?EN. EVAL Vo puBloTt?pnua
VIO TO TI2C N avOpwI?tnTa OTP2PNKE EVAVT?20V TOUL 2310V TG TOL EAUTO?, KOl 200¢ 0gv dIOT?0€l Vd
TO EOVOKVEL.

Bplok?uaote 010 BEPOAV0 TOL 1995, A XpVIa HET? TNV TIT?201 TOL TE?X0UC KAl 50 XpVid UET?
TO T?A0¢ TOUL B’ MAyKOOGU?0L TIOAZUOU KAl TV AUTOKTOV?0 TOU X?2TAEP. PAA T TPATIVW
OTIOTEAO TOV 2E0VA TIOU TEPV? PA0 TO HUBICT?PNHA KAl TTVW 0 aUTD XT?0VTal Ol a@nNy?0e1¢ Kal
TO yeyov7ta .

O KeVTPIK?¢ ?pwag ToL PBIBA?0UL, 0 HETODIBOKTOPIK ?C EPELVNT?C PUOIK?C & YPLXOAoY?a((;) M20VA
NIEPUAVE, TIAPTEl B7U0 VEOVOLIOTIK?C B?0¢ KOl OTO VOOOKOWE?0 210U VOONAE?ETAL 7pXETAI OF
ETIN@? IE TOV HLATNPI?0N Y?p0VTA TAXUAAKTUAOUPY? NTE XAp. AVATI?000UV U200 0X 20N
OKPOAT?/BLoyp?eou-a@nynt? Kal 1 TPE?A TNC {W?G TOL TP?TOL AAA?EL PI{IK?. AV OT?X0G TOU
HETASIOOKTOPIKO? EPELVNT? VAL N MV?Un, 0 NTe X2p ATIOTEAE? TO KAA?TEPO TIPWTOYEV G UAIK?.
Eval 2uwg ?tol;

Met? am? T1¢ 100 Tp?teC GEA?OEC, TIOU UTEPOE?0LV K 2TI0C TOV AVOYW?0TH Yid TNV BEUATIK? TOU
BiIBA?0L, elogpXUOCTE OTNV 1OTOP?0 TOU NTE X2AP EEKIVATAC OTI? TO BEPOAVO TNC ANUOKPAT?UC
¢ Ba?2u?png. Me pia e€aIPETIK? a@nyNUATIK? HOECTP?A TIIPAKOAOLBO?UE TNV 10TOP?0 T700 TNC
TPANG-TIPWIE?0UCACE 200 KAl TNE {W?C TV KATO?KWY TNC OTNV YPAUU? TOL XpVou. H Vodocg Tou



Nadlopo?, o p7A0¢ KAl Ol avTIdP?0EIC TWY avOp?2Tv, N SPAUATIK? dAAAY? oTI¢ {w?¢ Twv EBpa?wv,
10 ?20TIOMA TOU B’ Maykoop?ou MoA?2uou, Ta ZTPAT?IESN ZUYKVTPWONC, TO T?A0C TOU TOA U0V
Kal N €20000¢ TwV P20V 0AA? KOI TGV ZUPU?X WV OTNV TI2AN Kol T?A0G TO XT?01H0 TOU TE?X0U( TG
NtporT.

MTIOPE? PA0 TG TPATIVW VO OKOOVTAL GOV IO OTAA? QVO@OP? ICTOPIK A YEYOV TGV, (WOT?00 N
?MpEg? TOUC EVT?C TOU AOYOTEXVIKO? KEILAOL €Al TIOA? JIAQPOPETIK? KAl KUP2WE OKOTEIV?. O
Verhaeghen peta@?pel oAo{VTava OKNV?¢ TIOU N TRAYUOTIK?2TNTA WXPL? UTPOOT? TOUG. ZEKIVNVTAC
OT? T ANMOKPAT?a TNG Ba2u?png Kal TNV V000 T TIPOCWTIKOT2TLV, TG €VAI 0 MTIREXT Kal
NV 2rmpén Twv KAANTEXVIKD KO@? TEPV?EL OTNV ELPEAION TWV VOIOTD KOl EVIPUPE? OTOV
TPAAOYIOU? TNC LOEOAOY?20C TOUC, UE PAA TA TIIYOVIOTIK? KAl OEEOVAAIK? XOPAKTNPIOTIK? TOU TNV
Ol ?rveav. TauT?xpova, T PaKOAOLBOUE TIC AAAAY?C OTIC {W?C TWV KATOZK WY TNE TPWIE?0V0AC,
1?00 TV ERpa?wv 200 Kol T UTIOAO?TIV. Ot oKNV?¢ B20¢ KAl avapx20¢ TIOL ETIKPATO?N OTO
BEPOAVO KAT? TN A1 2PKEID TOL TIDAZLUOU 00K ?P0UV UE TNV TICT?INTA TOUG TOV avaw?0th. Em?ong,
0l OKNV?¢ TV €EEA?000VTAL OTA ZTPAT?MESN ZUYK VTPWOTN G KOl GTOUE X?P0OLE TIOU
TPOYLATOTIOI0?0€ 0 MYKEAE TA TIPZAOYA TEIPZUAT? TOU, OEV GOK?POLV ATA PG, AAA? QUCKOAE?0LUV
NV TEPALT?PW «OVANVWON».

«T1 B0 TEl 0 K?0MOC PET? TOV TIPAENO; AV UOOTAV EPE?C AUTO?; Agv TO &7POE, HOC TPATAVNOAV;
AKOAOLB?00E TOV OPXNY?, AUT? 2TAV TO PO HOC AYKANHO KAl HOLIK? PIXT2KOLE, XOPOUEVOL KOl
TIP?0VOL, TIANV EVTEA?C 06701, ATT? TOV TEAELTA?0 BP?X0, TOV BP?X0 TNC avOP?rIvng a&lOTP?TEIAC;
MOoTE?w 211 KAVE?C OV TIP?TEL VO EEX?0€L TIOT? 211 LTI?PXEL IO TEPPOTIA A OPOP? UETAE? UIAC

TP?ENC TIOU ETEETP?IM KL UIOC ETITPETI?C TIP?ENC.»

To puBIoT?pNHa 2UwC dev a@op? U0 TO OAOKA?TwUaA. MapZAANAC 0 2pw?¢ LOC PPXETAI OE ETOQ?
KOl PE PAA0 3 TIP?0WTI TIOL N €€ 7A1EN TOL BIPA?0V Ba eEKTAZEL KAl OO T @?PEl OE OTEV?
0V0ECN-0X 20N HE TOV TRIPATIVW aPnyNT?. APXIK?, NN €£700V EPELV?TPIA-QEUCIK?C NTOVAT?Ad KAl O
KaBnynt?¢ tng TupnvIK?2¢ QUAIK?2¢ MK ZAVT@a pUTL O O?TEPOC ATIOTEAE? 2TLTIM TO alter ego Tou X2p
KaB7?¢ 2puye att? TN Meppav?a Kol ?tal dlEa?0n at? 10 RPa?K? TOYKP?U. TNV AUEPIK? WOT?00
UTI?PEE UPAOC TWV QUALKV TIOU GUHPETE?XOV OTN HEA?TN KOl dNIOLPY?0 TNC TUPNVIK?C BuBac. H
{w? 1oV Ba auVAEBE? T?00 JIE TO BEPOAVO 200 Kl HE TIC {W?¢ TWV TPATIVW NP2wv. EEaIT?0¢
QUTO?, LEY?AO0 U?P0C TOU PBIBA?0L A@EPVETAI OTN QUOIK?, O BEWP?EC KAl ETNIOT?UOVEC. Mn EEXVIUE
201 0 T7TA0C TOU PBIBA?0VL AEOP? TO «W» OTOIXE?0 HEA?TNG TOL ANVOTAV. T?A0C, N ELPNION TG
@OIT?TPIOC KIV/@OU N?UTIOLUAQ, N OTIO?20 BIATNPE? «OX20€1C» HE TIC VEOVALIOTIK?C OPYAV?0€IC TNC
TPANG, AV KAl oTNV apx? Ba TEP?0El AT PAT?PNTH, OTNV TIOPE?0 B0 ATIOTEA?0EL TN A?0T OTO
HLOT?p10 TIOL KP?BEL 0 NTE X2AP.

To Omega Minor eval Aa T?pa TA? OKANP? BIBA?0 KAl N 0VAVWA? TOU OTIOTEAE? 70A0, X1 Ayw
TOU 2YKOU TOU (0.822) 200 AW TOUL TEPIEXOUVOU TOU. O Verhaeghen de?xvel yuuv? Kot 21
KOAUPLVA Yeyov?2Ta TIOL 20W¢ 07T 01 2D101 Ol EPELVNT?C IOTOP?0C ?X0UV U?PEl TOT?. Ol OKNVG
B?0¢, K7€ €200U¢, DIATEPVON 7A0 TO KEAUEVO KAl XPEI?(ETAl HEY?A0 PUXIK? 0B VOC yid v
OLVEX?0E1C TNV OVAVWON. AVOPWII 2Tal KAVE?G UO IOT? 170N @P2KN; TO TIO @PIKT? 2UWG TEAIK?
g1 211 2Aa 700 ava@?pel cuv?BPNoav TPAYULATIK?! O VOPWTDC 70TPEYE TIC ETICTNUOVIK?C TOU
W?0EIC TTAVW GTOV D10 HE OKOTI? VO KOTACTPAPEL KOl VO OUTOKATAOTPOQE?. TEAIK? AUT? 2tV N
EAe?0epn Bo?Anon 1ou 7AaBe; H TpoocwroTio?non tov Kako? eval dl?XUTn o€ 7A0 TO ?pyo aK?7ud
KOl OTIC TEAELTAZeC 200 OEA?OEC TIOL ATIOTEAOV TO KA BOP? LUBICTOPNUATIK?-QAVTACTIK? KOUU?TI
TIOU TPOCO?TEl 0 CLYYPAP?OC B7AoVTAC VA B70€l a HEY?AO «aV £7XE YVEL 2TAL» OE YA OELP?
TIOAAV EPWTNH?TWVY TOU JIATEPVONV TO KEPUEVO.



2€ ?\0 TO KEPUEVO EPWTUATO HOIK?C 700 KOl PIAOCOQ?0¢ B?TOVTOL ATt PA0UC TOUC ?PWEC UE OKOTT?
VO TPOPANUAT?00LV . ETITIA?0V, Ol A@NY?0€1G PAWV TGV NP2V 2X0UV HIO JITIA? OVAVWOT KAl aUT?
€01 TO KA?p10 {?tnua ToL B7Ance va B75€l 0 CLYYPAP?OC: TI2GEC AAPBEIEC LTT?PXOLV,
KOTOOKELACUVEG ? UN; H MVy2Un 21rg ava@?pel o€ Hio GUVVTELEN TOL 0 CLYYPAP?UC ENAL TO
ONUAVTIK?TEPO Vi TN {w? eVv?¢ avBp?rou. EAval auT? Ta TpyPata Tou Bup?tal ( ? Tou B7A&l va
Bup?tal Kal ?2rwe Ta B?7A&l) TOU TOV XAPAKTNP?LOLV KAl OV TUX X?0€l TN uv2un 1oL (BA.N?00¢
AATOXAEP) Ba TTAPEl va vE?oTatal. QoT?00 TO BIPA?0 Yp2PTNKE VIa va BU?0€EL 211 TA 2KPpa Oev
€A AdVATO VA KUPLAapX 700UV 01N {Ww? Hoc. E?tE auT? a@Qopo?V TPOCWIIK 2¢ CUUTEPIPOP?CE, £2TE
TOAITIK?G & 10E0A0YIK?C TIOL B0 ETIPE?00LV HIO KOIVWY 20 OAXKANPN. Kal n Avota, neeAnu?vn ?
N, TOU TPEABVTOC OTIOTEAE? KAEID? VIO TNV OV2DEIE? TOUC,

O Paul Verhaeghen ?ypa e OLOAOYOUUAVWE V0 Magnum opus Yo Ta yKAUATa, K70e €700V, TOU
ouv?Bnoav tov 200 alva. a BIBA?0 Kpavy? yia aut? Tou dev Ayovtal Kal dev pobavovtal. va
BiBA?0 TIOL dlaTIV?ETAL AT? TO ?pyd TOU K2@Ka, ToU P?AKE OAA? KAl TOu «P?000T» TOU KA ?TE. DO
BiBA?0 TIov BUel 21 To KaK? dev KOTACTPZPETAL E2KOAA KOl ?TL N @701 TOL avOP?IoL Al
TIVTA I OLT?0TATH. MET? TNV AVAVWO? TOU OVTIHETWIT?LEl KAVE?G TIOA? TIO KPITIK? OPIOUV O
TPYUATA, 2T¢ TNV {wypa@K? tou Jackson Pollock (BA. €€2@uAAo tou BIA?0UL).

To BiIPA?0 BpaPe?tnke pe 10 «Ferdinand Bordewijk Prize» 1o 2005 Kal pe 10 «Independent Foreign
Fiction Prize» 10 2008. ApKETO? KPITIKO? AOYOTEXV?20 G TO CUYKPVOULV Ue ?pya Tou William T.
Vollmann, Tou Don DelL.illo, Tov Thomas Pynchon kat tou David Foster Wallace.

Charles says

I’ve just finished reading Omega Minor by the Belgian novelist Paul Verhaeghen, a cognitive psychologist
now working in the States. Originally published in Dutch, this enormous novel — 700 pages of closely-
printed text - was translated into English by its author, winning the Independent Foreign Fiction prizein the
process. The English, like the novel itself, is constantly inventive, and dightly quirky; Verhaeghen has stated
that he decided to do the trandation himself after seeing the lamentable job a professional trandator had done
of a section of the book, and | can well believeit. Itisn’t ajob I’d have taken on willingly, and certainly not
a the rates awork this size inevitably attractsif it'sto exist at al. It's a sprawling, superficially confused,
engagingly unwieldy sort of book that resists unity of style, that resists, in many ways, any kind of unity at
all, except that provided by its existence as an attractive, dightly austere, well-made physical artefact, for
which we have, once more, the Dalkey Archive to thank.

The narrative arc of the novel covers much of the last century, with key events clustering around the
opposing poles of the Second World War and the destruction of the Berlin wall. Geographically, its heart is
Berlin, although long sections are set in New Y ork and L os Alamos, and one short section in an improbably
glamorous Bath, a place | suspect Verhaeghen has never seen. It’'s abook that barely acknowledges aworld
beyond that defined by mid-twentieth century Europe and the post-war diaspora, except — in the case of
Japan - as atarget for the nuclear bomb. There's no reason why it should. It has more than enough on its
plate asitis.

Y ou can read the rest of my review here.



NickdjSero says

The greek edition is about 900 pages. For about 300 pagesi was struggling to read it, thought it was boring,
but i was Wrong!!! One of the greatest booksi've ever read, the timei dedicated just worth it. Reading it just
once certainly is not enough, you cant get deep inside all its meanings and conclusions.

Wim Van says

Wat een immens, overweldigend boek. Een huzarenstuk. En toch maar vier sterren, omdat er hier en daar een
stevige taalfout staat. Onder andere twee dt-fouten. Ronduit pijnlijk, zoiets.

Matt says

| suppose the parts | loved outweighed the parts | absolutely hated in order for me to giveit four stars.

MJ Nicholls says

Can't stretch to five stars. Close. Paul Verhaeghen is aformer Netherlander teaching in Atlanta as Associate
Professor of Psychology at Georgia Tech (as of writing). An unlikely candidate to produce a megalithic
masterwork—and he hasn’t, not really. He has produced an excellent, engaging and complex take on the
Holocaust and Hiroshimaintertwined with a pulp-ish thriller spiced with embarrassing but sincere erotic
moments, full of eminently quotable material (see below) and staggeringly erudite digressions. | have long
since abandoned summarising Dalkey books so if a plot breakdown ye be seeking—try Google or its tax-
paying rival AltaVista Each narrator uses the same lyrical mode of narration and this can make the sudden
POV changes harder to follow, but the style works for the most wrenching moments of the Holocaust
survivor’'stale: where it matters. His skill at turning a strange, profound (or profound-sounding) phraseis
seemingly endless, and although his language screams “EPIC!” it has atenderness and gravity lacking in
other books of its ilk—The Kindly Ones, for example. PV falters on romance and sex. His romance is forced
Foer-like sentiment and his sex descriptions are too genital—all spurts and semen. Omega Minor, for those
seeking an original take on the Holocaust or simply awork of labyrinthine lyricism, israrely bland. A
dazzling structural success? Perhaps. A triumph of plotting? Perhaps. A frequently witty, delicately
horrendous opus par excellence? Oui.

Jason Lundberg says

Four narrative strands, seemingly unrelated, sometimes told consecutively in the first person (so the reader
has to figure out who's speaking), encompassing 50 years of Berlin history, the Nazi regime, the rise of
communism, and the Manhattan Project. Somehow, it manages to not fall apart under its great ambition, and
reveals moments of great empathy and emotion. And sex, lots of sex. Nothing iswhat it seems, and no one,



and the stylistic proseis absolutely compelling through all 700 pages. Winner of the Independent Foreign
Fiction Prize and the Flemish Culture Award for Fiction.




