Enduring Love: Key Quotations: Chapter 11

Dear Joe, I feel happiness running through me like an electrical current. I close my eyes and see you as you were last night in the rain, across the road from me, with the unspoken love between us as strong as steel cable. (p. 93)

This morning I woke and on the wall beside my bed was a perfect disc of sunlight and I thanked Him for that same sunlight falling on you! Just as last night the rain that drenched you drenched me too and bound us. (p. 93)

I know there is difficulty and pain ahead of us, but the path that He sets us on is hard for a purpose. His purpose! (p. 93)

What had happened was so obvious. Why did I refuse to acknowledge it? (p. 94)

Now at least you know that I have seen what you saw. And you, constrained as you are by your situation and by your sensitivity to Clarissa’s feelings, have welcomed me in ways that no intrusive ears or eyes will intercept, by means that I alone can understand. (p. 94)

So, my own outer clothing. I know you’ll be here one day soon. It’s a beautiful house, set back from a little kink in Frognal Lane, surrounded by lawns, with its own courtyard in the centre which no one can see, even if they were to step beyond the front gates (hardly anyone does apart from the postman) and come right up to the front door. It’s a miniature version of some rather grand French place. It even has faded green louvred shutters and a cockerel weather-vane on the roof. It belonged to my mother who died from cancer four years ago, and she inherited it from her sister who got it in a divorce settlement just weeks before she died in a car crash. (p. 95)

I imagine you sitting here next to me, seeing what I’m seeing. (p. 95)

Love has given me knew eyes, I see with such clarity, in such detail. (p. 96)

I went down the path and put out my own hand and fingered the leaves that you had touched. I felt each one and it was a shock when I realised it was different from the ones you hadn’t touched. There was a glow, a kind of burning on my fingers along the edges of those wet leaves. (p. 96)

I know that you’ll come to God, just as I know that it’s my purpose to bring you there, through love. Or, to put it another way, I’m going to mend your rift with God through the healing power of love. (p. 97)

Joe, Joe, Joe… I’ll confess it, I covered five sheets of paper with your name. (p. 97)

We have yet to discuss the whole matter of Clarissa. I think it’s right that you take the lead in this and let me know what you think is best. Do you want me to talk to her? I’d be very happy to. I don’t mean happy of course, I mean prepared. Or should we sit down, the three of us together, and talk it through? I’m convinced there are ways of handling it that will make it far less painful for her. But this has to be your call and I’ll wait to hear what you have decided is best. (pp. 97-8)

What is the impact of the letter on the narrative?

In what ways does it contribute to the characterisation of Jed Parry?

What are the distinctive features of his voice?

How does it enrich some of the novel’s themes?

What do you make of the transition between chapters ten, 11 and 12?
