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From Reader Review Scoop for online ebook

Karl Steel says

Second time reading.

File this under guilty pleasures. I'm, well outraged isn't the right word, made weary by the dreariness of the
other reviews of this book: plot summaries, gestures towards its transhistorical narratives (or towardsits
capturing that peculiar moment before the Nazis invaded Poland), and hamfisted comparisonsto P. G.
Wodehouse (different sort of writer entirely, although, hilariously, Wodehouse does get a shoutout as the
plot winds down). And then, well, there's the fact that the book isterribly racist. It's not racist in aMein
Kampf or Turner Diaries kind of way; there's no particular program Waugh wants to push; but the novel
neverthel ess goes hand-in-thoughtless-hand with the postwar atrocities committed by Britain in Kenya. Is
this attitude inevitable? Simply arecord of itstime?

Of course not. Don't be foolish.

That said, it's delightful. I'm of course reminded of A. J. Liebling's war journalism. The plot should be a
model for plots everywhere. The odd mixture of affection and contempt is characteristic of the best humor
writing (see, for example, Diary of a Nobody or Cold Comfort Farm). I'm going a bit too far here: it's clear
that Waugh finds the expropriation of Africa’s natural resources by European colonial powers distasteful.
And that's something.

I'd suggest, however, starting with The Loved One.

Ensiform says

Due to a case of mistaken identity, a mild-mannered columnist on country life, William Boot, is sent asawar
correspondent to Ishmaelia, an independent African nation where dissent is brewing between long-time
ruling family the Jacksons and anarcho-communist upstarts prompted by German and Russian interests.
Boot, though utterly stymied by the lackadaisical and corrupt Ishmaleian government (aswell as his fellow
journalists), and through no merit of his own, scoops everyone and returns to an unwelcome hero’ s welcome.

Thefirst time | read this was seventeen years ago. | think | may have appreciated it a bit more thistime
around — it recalls Wodehouse in its muddled plot and tortuous misadventures of its characters, as well asthe
brilliant characterization through dialogue. But Waugh is much more scathing: of the fatuous, ant-brained
upper classes, of the bumptious but ultimately useless journalistic set, of the oafish and self-centered country
dwellers. More than a satire of what was then modern journalism, it's awitty, often hilarious look at the
caprices of human nature.

[read twice: 9/1/93, 6/18/10)]

GeorgeK. says
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Phrynne says

Delightful, old fashioned, smart , funny, not at all politically correct. In fact Evelyn Waugh at hisbest. Itisa
very short book but | enjoyed every minute of it. The main character fumbles his way through outrageous



situations but always has the fates on his side and he always comes up awinner. | loved it!

Laura says

Thiswas quite aride! | started thiswhen my brain felt alittle fried but | was gripped from the beginning and
couldn't stop reading it. | had no idea where this book was going to lead me.

| got into a good conversation with my roommate about the media and it was funny comparing the satiric
depiction of journalists in the novel to news sources today as to how much of what is reported isfactual. It is
all rather absurd. Not that it isn't a serious problem but it is so nice to be able to laugh about it sometimes.

Paula Bardell-Hedley says

“News is what a chap who doesn’'t care much about anything wants to read.”

Scoop isamuch-admired satirical novel by Evelyn Waugh, widely held to be a comedic literary classic. It
was first published in 1938 and recounts the tale of British foreign correspondents reporting on a civil war
from the fictional East African country of Ishmadlia.

Waugh had himself worked as a special correspondent in Ethiopia during the 1930s, reporting for the Daily
Mail on Mussolini‘sinvasion. His experience left him with acynical view of the profession and the men
behind the news: the powerful newspaper barons.

Scoop'sfarcica plot involves the hapless William Boot, a hature writer who is mistaken for the fashionable
novelist John Boot, and is sent in error to cover the African conflict by Lord Copper's Daily Beast. It paints
journalists as callous, corruptible buffoons, and was described by Christopher Hitchensin hisintroduction to
my modern Penguin Classic as: “A novel of pitiless realism; the mirror of satire held up to catch the Caliban
of the press corps.”

It therefore saddens me to report that | didn't entirely connect with Scoop. While there were parts, for
instance the ridiculous muddle over a badger and a great-crested grebe, which made me chuckle, on the
whole it failed to amuse or delight. Why? For several reasons, not least because Waugh's book felt
excessively dated. Thisin itself wouldn't normally concern me unduly —in fact, | concede, in some novelsit
can be apleasing aspect — but | found certain racist el ements, for instance the revolting names used by
characters to describe black people, sickening in the extreme. Yes, | fully appreciate it is satire and the terms
merely reflect the erain which the story was written. The period is of course representative of pre-war
British journalism, exactly as Waugh intended, but to this bleeding heart, |efty, postcolonial reader, large
chunks of the narrative simply weren't funny.

Waugh himself, while being an immensely gifted writer (one of my favourite novelsis Brideshead Revisited
), was a controversial figure even during hislifetime, not least because of his openly fascist sympathies.
However, Scoop remains one of his most popular works and is regarded by many as being one of the funniest
pieces of fiction ever written about journalism. So there islittle more | can write on the subject, except to
assert, as someone deeply troubled by fake news, | was bitterly disappointed not to have enjoyed this novel.

You can read more of my reviews and other literary featuresat Book Jotter.



Nooilfor pacifists says

Add meto thelist: hilarious. Sort of a British "salt-of-the-earth" comedy, where the common man is wiser
than his supposed betters.

Laurasays

From BBC Radio 4:
Dramatisation by Jeremy Front of Evelyn Waugh's satirical 1938 novel.

Episode 1:
Haplessjournalist William Boot is mistakenly sent to report on awar in Africa.

Episode 2.
William finds life as awar correspondent somewhat tedious, but he does fall in love and find himself in the
middle of arevolution.

Petra X says

Evelyn Waugh was a snob, aracist, an anti-semite and a fascist sympathiser whose attitude was, in the words
of his biographer David Wykes, "[Waugh's racismwas] "an illogical extension of his views on the
naturalness and rightness of hierarchy as the (main) principle of social organisation”.

He was also jealous, personally nasty and malicious, had been abully at school, and as James L ees-Milne
said, "the nastiest-tempered man in England”.

Waugh was, however, absolutely devoted to his adopted religion, Catholicism, and generaly friendly,
welcoming and generous to other Catholics. Nancy Mitford asked him how he reconciled his often
objectionable conduct and attitude with being a Christian, said he replied that "were he not a Christian he
would be even more horrible".

All of thisison display in this absolutely hilarious farce of abook, and right at the beginning the tone is set,
"That's Mrs. Cohen,” said Effie. “ You see how it is. They're Yids.”

“Ohdear,” said William, “ | was told to come here by the Passport Office.”

“Qureitisn't the nigger downstairs you want?”

Scoop isasatire on journalism and the newspaper industry in general based on his own experiences or rather
that of afellow war correspondent for the Daily Mail covering the Abyssinian-Italian war. Although the

characters are so utterly defined by the mythical racial characteristics assigned to them by an unkind world, it
isstill easy to laugh. The snobbery which the non-ethnic characters displayed was equally harsh and that is



perhaps the key as to why such an ostensibly nasty book by such an unpleasant man is so funny, he must
have seen himself in all of this, "He was gifted with the dy, sharp instinct for self-preservation that passes
for wisdom among the rich," and so it's a bit of a send-up, and that's something we can all appreciate.

The writing iswonderful, just as it was in his opus magnum, Brideshead Revisited, the humour extravagant,
the denoument ridiculous. All in all, recommended to everyone who likes period pieces that aren't quite. nor
ever will be, classics.

Howard Olsen says

Waugh followed the near-perfect "Handful of Dust,” with "Scoop," an absolutely perfect "Newspaper
Adventure" that satirizes journalism, especially as practiced by foreign correspondents. This was the perfect
topic for Waugh; not only did he work throughout a career as aforeign correspondent, journalists are a
recurring stock character in hisfiction. Inevitably, Waugh portrays journalists as drunk, fast talking
adventurers, who are not above making up astory in their pursuit of fame and fortune.

the basic story finds young gentleman William Boot-who writes a gardening column-is mistakenly sent to
the african nation of Ishmaeliato cover the civil war that is supposed to be raging there. Instead of finding a
civil war, Boot finds the mix of journalists, freebooters, marxists, fascists, and ex-pats who were aregular
feature of lifein the Third World throughout the 20th century. In fact, if you have read PJ O'Rourke's
"Holidays In Hell," you'll be amazed how these characters survived 50 years after Waugh was writing.
Ishmageliais a Liberia-style nation which is being fought over by successive groups of communist
subversives (including a college educated boxer from Alabamal), sinister fascists, and assorted plunderers.
Boot manages to run into everybody, and inadvertently becomes a famous writer. Waugh's knowledge of
Africa, and the people fighting over its spoils, gives this book a verisimilitude that is rare in the world of
satire.

Some gripers, | see, have declared this book to be fatally flawed because it isracist. They are absolutely
right. The relentless mockery of white anglo-saxonsin this book is absolutely merciless. No oneis spared.
The landed classis portrayed as impoverished bores living in drafty manors. Newspaper publishers are
portrayed as pompous starched shirts who live to make windy speeches at awards banquets. African
explorers are portrayed as amoral profiteers stealing the natural resources from African natives. Journalists
are not heroic Dan Rathers who Speak Truth To Power; they are drunk ignorant rascals who are little better
than fiction writers. Waugh even manages to take some gratuitous whacks at such sacrosanct elements of
British life like gardeners and WW1 vets. Still, | was able to "read through™ all of this cruelty, and | would
urge sensitive types to do the same; or, at least, get a grip.

Thisis Waughian satire at its best. It's tightly plotted, filled with detail, and very funny. In fact, The quality
of his craftsmanship is at avery high level. His ability to set a scene - whether at a manor house, a newspaper
office, acolonial outpost, or a stuffy banquet - gives this book a grounding in reality that makes the humor
even more biting. if you just want to read one satire by Waugh, this would be the place to start (with "Dust"
as the best of his"serious" books).

Paul says



2.5 stars

I’veread little Waugh apart from Brideshead Revisited, which | loved; Waugh is writing there about the
decline of the upper classes and writing about people he knew.

Thisisacomic novel about Journalism and the newspaper industry and is a very effective satire. Lord
Copper, the tyrannical and megal omaniac newspaper boss was said to be based on Lord Northcliffe, but was
probably also part Beaverbrook and Hearst. The story is based on Waugh' s experiences working for the
Daily Mail as aforeign correspondent covering Mussolini’sinvasion of Abyssiniain 1935. Ethiopiais
changed to the imaginary state of Ishmaelia. Lord Copper owner of the Daily Beast has learnt that something
isgoing on in Ishmagelia. As his best correspondent has recently transferred to the Daily Brute, heisin need
of anew one. A certain Mr John Boot, awriter, is recommended. Asit happens William Boot writes an
obscure countryside column for the paper. He is mistakenly called to London and given the job. Boot is sent
to Ishmaelia with large amounts of useless luggage, where he meets lots of other journalists, including
Americans and French. They look for communists and fascists and for the promised civil war. Of course
little is going on so the journalists make it up. William has adventures, falls briefly in love. William also has
his moment when something actually does happen. Thereis agood cast of supporting characters, many of
whom are based on people Waugh knew. The character of William Boot is said to be loosely based on Bill
Deedes who had been with Waugh covering the situation in Abyssinia. Deedes was 22 at thetime and his
newspaper had sent him out with a quarter of aton of baggage. Deedes spent the next 65 years denying this!
Thisisafunny and well written novel and wasin the Observer list of the one hundred greatest novels of all
time. The satire of the newspaper industry still has relevance today and is very pertinent.

However there are problems for me with the whole. Thiswas written in 1938 and one would expect with a
robust writer like Waugh some issues with language. That is an understatement; Waugh is anti-Semitic and
racist and his approach to other races is execrable. He was a clear believer in hierarchy and very
misanthropic. Cyril Connolly referred to him as a permanent adolescent. Christopher Hitchens has argued
that Waugh's many faults, dislikes and contempt for other human beings makes his cruelty funny as a
novelist and writer. | remain unconvinced and Orwell (who was an exact contemporary) made a more
thoughtful comment in some notes for an unwritten essay on Waugh; Waugh was

“almost as good anovelist asit ispossible to be . . . while holding untenable opinions”

Waugh’s satire of tabloid journalism and its complacent corruption is still prescient, but his attitudes and
opinions are awful

Travissays

Waugh isaredlist. His voice in Scoop is flippant, nonchalant, and gregarious. Y et, between the lines, in the
subtext, in implication—or whatever way is best to put it—the book is a hard-nosed spoof, at points verging
on satire proper. I’ d be embarrassed to be ajournalist, were | one, after reading Scoop; the book isa
caricaturization of the occupation itself. It’s funny in points, and ridiculously so (e.g., the description of the
goat head-butting the officer). It's borderline touching and metaphorical at others (recall the description of
Boot in love). Scoop isinundated throughout with Waugh's dry humor. The book is well-worth the read.

That said, the narrative itself is also dry. So while some sub-stories were fascinating, others were a bit of a
bore. The author’s flowery prose could use, occasionally, some Hemingway-esque minimalization. The
book’ s frequent racial slurs are also distracting. Y et: Waugh, in Scoop, is amaster of prose. The story is
absurdist, yet reaist. Thereis clear exaggeration involved in Waugh’ s description of journalism, but how
much of it does Waugh consider hyperbolic? (Not much, I’d wager.) And William Boot—not Uncle Boot
and not John Boot—is a memorable and charming protagonist with whom the reader bonds over the length



of hisjourney, while simultaneoudly pitying the poor fellow. | began the book by thinking that Boot was the
tragic hero, but heis certainly not. If anything, Boot is Waugh's inversion of the tragic hero. But in the end, |
think Boot isno hero at al; he'sawonderful countryman, concerned only with his Lush Places.

M elaszka says

Rereading this after many years, I'm lessimpressed than | waswith it when | first read it - mainly because
the racism jars more than it did then, but also because at times the plot seemstoo slight and to hinge too
much on an improbable deus ex machina.

The character of William Boot is a delight, however, and the naif-thrown-into-a-bearpit scenario works very
well. Boot Magnais drawn in an endearingly dotty fashion and the romance with the manipulative Katchen,
though underwritten, is compelling. Larger-than-life characters, such as Lord Copper and Boot's mysterious
rescuer leap off the page.

There's afew too many journalistic in-jokes for my taste, though, and the crowd of journalistsin

Jacksonburg are too indistinguishable from one another. Some of the details of political intrigue and minera
rights went over my head. Ishmaeliaitself is drawn with rather too heavy ahand - | can't escape from the
conclusion that Waugh views non-whites as sub-human and, even making allowances for 1930s attitudes, the
past being another country, and all that, it still leaves a nasty taste in the mouth.

Anastasia Fitzger ald-Beaumont says

There is a story that has long since entered into the mythology of journalism. It concerns William Randol ph
Hearst, among the most unscrupul ous of the press barons, for whom newspapers were not so much a source
of information but an expression of his persona power. After the beginning of the Cuban struggle for
independence against Spain in the mid1890s he was active among those pushing for American intervention,
seeing war as away of selling even more newspapers.

The artist Frederick Remington was sent to the island to provide Hearst's New Y ork Journal with
illustrations. When he arrived in Cuba he cabled back, saying that all was quiet, that there was no war in
sight. Hearst response was “Y ou supply the pictures, 1’1l supply the war.”

Trueor not it'sastory about the power of the press and the ability of unscrupulous publishersto
‘manufacture’ news. | was reminded of it immediately on reading Evelyn Waugh's novel Scoop, a satire
centring on the pursuit of a non-existent story about a non-existent war.

To begin with | should say that | have not read an awful lot of Waugh. Thetruth is|’ve never really warmed
to him asanovelist and a story teller. Asawriter he shows tremendous technical proficiency, and Scoop is
probably as good as he gets. But | find his style, the way he approaches his subject, tiresomely superficial. |
quite liked Brideshead Revisited for al its snobbishness but | found the comedy in Decline and Fall unfunny
and forced, so much so that | gave up reading after afew dozen pages.

Scoop is aso acomedy, one that worked much better for me than Decline and Fall. It's a reasonably



effective expose of the absurdity of the press and the arrogance of newspaper owners. Lord Copper, owner of
The Daily Beast, serves herein therole of afictional Hearst. Hearing rumours of war in the fictional African
republic of Ismaelia naturally he wants The Beast to get the scoop. Having been told that there is a man by
the name of Boot ideal for thiskind of assignment he arranges to have him sent to Africa. The problemis he
and Slater, the foreign news editor, send the wrong Boot! They send the Beast’ s nature correspondent
William, a man more used to voles and lush places.

William is hopelessly out of his comfort zone but by a mixture of good fortune and good contacts he
manages to get the story that isn’'t a story, a scoop that isn’t a scoop. Y es, the press can work like that,
spinning something out of nothing, though more in the days of Beaverbrook and Northcliffe, the British
equivalents of Hearst and most probably the models for the frightful Lord Copper.

So, that’ sit, part satire, part comedy of errors. It' slight and easy to digest, abook probably more for itstime
than ours. Some smiles, afew laughs, some interesting comic situations, a satire without any real bite. It’'s
quickly read and just as quickly forgotten. According to the Wikipedia article it was included in The
Observer’slist of the hundred greatest novels of al time. So, it’s one of the hundred greatest novels of al
time; realy? Well, if The Observer’s readers say so who am | to argue.

Panagiotis says
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KOTOOKOTIK? 370 TOU TWOANT? NAEKTPIK €10V 0TO 0 VOPWIT? pag otnv ABva. Mo ou €67 n
X7AKELON TUXA WV TEPIOTATIKA EAAL 0 OKPOYWVIA?0¢ A700¢, 21w LOBa VOUUE, TG ONVTAENG
E10?20€LV: VA OALY?A0 LVVUA LLOG EEWPPEVIK PG £20NANG, TAEIBE?EL OTNV CATAEN KAl TO OTID?0
HETAUOPPVETAI O OAPKANPO KEAUEVO, LKOV? VA KAOV?0El CLBZUEAT TNV KOIV? 2rogn. Ot
OULYKULP?EC KA, TOAA?C QOP?C, Ol YK2APEC ONUIOLPYOV E1OPOEIC TIC OTIO?EC AKOAOLBOV AYEANDV Ol
ONUOCIoYP?POL, ATEWWOUVOL Vi va AaBp?Ki. To OTI0?0 OTI0?0 2T1AV ATIOOEIXOE? KO?2PO, U700 O€
IO AAANAEYY?N TIOL TIPOCTATE?EL TO ETTAVEAUD, PA01 HAC?, AVTAYWVIOT?C, TIPOOTIB0V vd TO
OLYKaA2Pouv. Kal ag aut tov {wnp? pubu? KIve?tal n €€7A1€n tTNC1O0Top?0¢. TO Vo @?ATO0 PET?
TO 7ANO G€ GTIYU?C LEYOAOTIPETIO?C AOTOX 20C, SIAYP?POLY VAV HEY?A0 K?KA0. Kal To A?00¢ ?topo
TIY?TAl e VAV T?TAO0 yid TNV TIPOC@OP? TOL OTNV EVNU?pwoT]. Kal TEAIK? 2pxovTal ?2Aa otnv 670n



ToUuG. Nal, EVAI KO KWUwd?a aLT? TIOU YP2@El 0 Bw. BPETAVIK?, TWELUAT?0NC, £20TOXN KAl £§2XWC
OIOUKTIK? Ol K WUWOVTAC TOUC AOYE?C N XOVICUO?E TIOU ONHIOLPYO?V KAl GUVTINPO CUCT2UAT
Kol a&?7eC.

H poaX0oKOoKaA1? Tou BIBA?0V €Al TO 2POC, 0 A0, ALT? TV B?€l TOUE ?PWEC TOU va AVE 0 Bw,
OXNUAT?{oVTOC IO JlAOKESAOTIK? TRALPWV 20 KOl TOALXPWU?0. 2TIG 0 Bw A 7€l OTO E10OYWYIK?
ONUE?wUa ToL BIBA?0L, N CLUYYPAP? VIO EKEAVOV BV €A PLXOYP2PNUO €1C B?00C, AAA? Lid
?20KNoN VW GTNV YA?000, JE TNV OTI0?0 €Al UPoVOC. ALT? akpIB?¢ Tpad?del £0? aTov
avaw?0tn: o eye candy cUYYPA@K? TIOL E TOV PUBU? TOU TIPAG?PEl TOV AVOW?0TH EKE? OKPLR?C
TIOU B7AEl 0 Bw. INa T0 KPWE OKWITIIK? 2P0¢ TOU, 2UWC, UTT?PX0UVV TIOAA?C EVOT?0EIC TIOAAO?
QVAW?0TEG KATNYOPOV VIO PATCIOU? KO 2KAPAX QUAETIK? OX?A10 TOV OLYYPA@?0. AG TIDUE VIO
TOP?OEYUA TO TIPAK 2TW KOUU?TI (O€ OLK? oL ATT200M), 21U Ol OYOVOKTIGUAVO0I 0N LoC1 0Yp 2ol
OVT? Y1a TOV TIPOOPICK? TOLE, KATOAYOUV OTO OTI?TI €V?¢ ¢?A0L TOUG ATT? A?00¢ TOL 180 yev? 0dNyo?:

"AUT? dev E0IL 0 OTOBU?E, UTIOUTIOL VE"

[...]

"E?moe o€ 0UT TOV TI?0NKO VO ¢ Tt%El gTov oTaBu?”

"Nat, ?to1 ouvnB?(etal. ?tav YETAP?POUV AVaV AEVK? TEA?TN TOU OV KATAAOBaaouv, Tov
@?pvouv og epa. Ki gy? toug egny?[...]"

AANO? yVovTal OX 2?0 TTVW OTIG XAUEPTE?G GUVBEIEG TV HA7PWV, GAAO? dlOKWHWO0VTAL
oLV el ?2¢ TOLC. QOT?00, O VOU2L W TIG KATAAAUBAVOUV KTAON OKAVOOAWD?C UEY?AN 0?TE
OTIOTEAOV TOV OT?X0 TOU Bw. IMat?, gep' EITEN, 0TO 2010 TIPOKANTIK? Y10 K?2TI010VC 2P0¢, NVaC
PMEIPOC KAl ad?€10¢ KA1VO?p10¢ ONUOTI0YP2POC, TIOL N T VTOUN TPOUC?0 TOL KEPA?LEL TNV
CUUTT?OELA TOL OVOYW?20TH, XOPAKTNP2LETOI WC KABLOTEPNUAVOC UETOE? 70 CUVTAKT, Ol OTID70I
CUUEUVOV VO TOV OTIOA?00UV VIO HId YK?20a ToU. Ev? TNV 2310 GTIYU?, Ol «ETIYYEAUOT?EC» KOl
@TACUV0l TOU CLVAEO? ?X0LV UTIOTI?0El OE KPOLYAA?EC YK2PEC. Z€ VA PANO ONUE?0 0 AOT?G
OLVTXING, EPYOD?TNC TOL ATE? GTTAVTA OVTOTOKPIT? MTIOUT, AvayKaouvog va Ta&ldpel age va
TPV0 aTNV PBPETAVIK? 2ra10p0, BIVEL LI EPAATIK? EUTEIP?O, TEPICTOIXIOUNVOC OTT? U200V 2AAN
QUA? AT? EKEVOV: TOV K?0UO TNC XOUNA?G, ETIPXIAK?C T2ZNC TNG AWA?0C. VAC EEAIPETIK?C,
VOU2Lw, TRPAAANAICU?C LUE TOV AUTIK? TIOU BP?0KETAI 0€ V0O EEWTIK?, TIPWTAOVO VIA EKENVOV,
TEPIB?AN0V. Kal TEAIK?, TO BIBA?0 yia aUT? IAZEL: TAV TT?20N TNC LEYAAOONOTIK?C T2NC.

AUT? TIOL EVOXAE?, ENAL ALT? TIOL B2LEl O UTEADEG TOV [T 2AN0 MOVEAUTIXK: O KAVOTIK?C,
TVELHOT?ONC AYOC EVZC CUYYPO P20 TIOL §?PEL TIWE VA TIUPOOOTE? UE AVEC AEEIC AVTIOP?0EIC OTOV
avayw?otn. Kal auTt?¢ 0 Kautnplaou?g ToL KOBWOTPETIOO0?, dIAOKED?LEL, EV? TNV 2010 OTIYU? A7El
OA?0e1eC. Kat dnpioupye? %0XeC AVTIO?0EIC. 70WC EVOXAE? K?TIDIOUC, OV KOl AdUVOT? VO UTIW O
QUT TNV €70IKTN EVTP?TELA TIOL TNV 820 TNGAZENG "VAYPOC” TLPODOTE?TAL VA 200G TUPA?C,
TOPABA?IOVTAC TO TAQ 2010, TO LTT?BOBOPO TO ICTOPIK?, AAA? KAI TOV TVO0 TIOU OKNVOBETE? 0
OLYYPOQ?0C YO VO T?T010 KEAUEVO.

Na dtapBaate?, Nal. ATOTEAE? VO 2£0X0 OEAUA AT2PAC AOYOTEXVIK?C ypa@?¢. Od TPOTPAPW TOV
avaw?0tn va d1af?0el TNV AUBEVTIK?, ayyAIK? 2KA0aH, APKE? VO EAVAI OKOVIOUNVEC Ol AWALK?G
TOU OVOW?0¢elG, KOB?7¢ N YA?000 TOU Bw a1 atoitnTiK?. AAI?C KOVE?C UTIOPE? VA OOKIL?0€El TNV
EAANVIK? HETAPPO T OT? TIC EKO?0EIG EPPE?UC (LUE T?2TAO «AAPPKI»).

Y.I[. 21mwe Ta JUBIOTOPNUATIK? 0p?uUaTa TOL MKpIv otnv Ko?Ba Tpo@?revav Ti¢ eEEA?6EIC TOL 7pBav
A0 UET? OE EKENVO TO U?P0C, ?TO1 KOl 0 Bw HIAZEl yid (i aKPOJEEL? VYPIKN TIIP?TAEN HE A?Bapo
Mo THPAAAQYUVN oB?0TIKA. EEULEPEVIK?, AV TO JIK? LOC XA 70100 @avT?2{0LV HOKPL? aT? Ui
1?1010 TP?PAEWN, Ba TRIPATI2UYPW 2TOI0V PoLBoLV?El ATOEIWTIK? VO Y?2EEI OTO VTEPVET TNV



av?otacn Tou vallopo? atnv lvéovno?a.

BrokenTune says

Review was first posted on BookL ikes:
http://brokentune.booklikes.com/post/...

For nearly two weeks now, the bent and creased copy of Scoop sitting on my desk has been staring at me.
Patiently. Waiting whether | was going to write areview or not.

On finishing the book | had exactly two feelings about it:

1. Asfar as satire of the press goes, Waugh created the most delicious and entertaining spoof | could have
imagined. However,

2. This book contained so many openly racist and chauvinist remarks that even Fleming's Live and Let Die
(which | had finished just before Scoop) looks like an enlightened and unbiased work promoting intercultural
understanding.

For the best part of the last two weeks, | have looked at my old copy of Scoop and wondered whether to
chuck it onto the charity shop pile or straight into the bin. It's not a book | would recommend unreservedly.
Even looking at Waugh as a representative of atime when sentiments of racial or cultural stereotyping were
common and widely accepted, | wonder whether there was a need for it in Scoop because this was not a part
of the book that was satirical. Or, if it was, this did not come across well.

So, while | am glad that | have read Scoop, | expected more. Much more.

Elizabeth says

Journalists seem to love this guy. He's awfully snarky for awriter from the 1930s--but oh so good.

A quick read, "Scoop" is about aman "named" John Boot gets accidentally sent to Ishmailaas aforeign
correspondent. The fellow manages to report some news after blazing through his budget and falling in love
with amarried gold digger named Katchen. Meanwhile Waugh paints a hilarious portrait of foreign
correspondent idiots creating fake news and running around chasing ridiculous leads. It's not the nicest
picture of journalists, but pretty funny. And Waugh creates the most ridiculous situationsin his novels.

Daniel says

This book made me laugh out loud, something that books rarely do. Then again, | don't read comical fiction.
Still, | suspect that, were | to ook into the genre, Waugh would stand out in the crowd.



Thisisthe third book that |'ve read from Waugh's work, and of the three it is the clear favorite. Along with
his usual talent for razzing British societal mannerisms, Waugh adds his satirical take on foreign policy ina
small, developing country that is, ostensibly, under threat of civil war. What starts as ajab against hyperbolic
journalism and atotal lack of understanding amongst policy makers turnsinto an absurd spectacle that even
includes ameasure of swashbuckling.

It feels like Waugh had fun writing this tale, and his powers of description are so apt that the fedling is
catching. Here, for example, Waugh sketches the front yard of awoman who rents out rooms on her

property:

"The Pension Dressler stood in aside street and had, at first glance, the air rather of afarm than
of ahotdl. Frau Dressler's pig, tethered by one hind trotter to the jamb of the front door, roamed
the yard and disputed the kitchen scraps with the poultry. He was a prodigious beast. Frau
Dressler's guests prodded him appreciatively on their way to the dining-room, speculating on
how soon he would be ripe for killing. The milch-goat was allowed a harrower radius; those
who kept strictly to the causeway were safe, but she never reconciled herself to this limitation
and, day in, day out, essayed a series of meteoric onslaughts on the passers-by, ending, at the
end of her rope, with ajerk which would have been desth to an animal of any other species.
One day the rope would break; she knew it and so did Frau Dresdler's guests." (156)

Phrases such as "meteoric onglaught" are an excellent example of the skillful hand that Waugh bringsto
language.

Only one aspect of this book did not work, whatsoever, and that is the rampant racism that Waugh shows for
black people. It is a sad and foolish shortcoming, much like the racism that Robert Howard succumbed toin
his adventure stories. It is possible that Waugh is going for more humor when he tosses around slurs and
epithets, but if thisisthe case, he goes too far and employs them with a discomforting fluency.

Otherwise, | very much enjoyed this book. | trust Waugh to make me laugh, and | am sure that | will turnto
hiswork again in the future.

Chris Chapman says

Orwell said Waugh was almost as good anovelist asit is possible to be while holding untenable opinions.
“Qutside the owls hunted maternal rodents and their furry brood” ; funny how he mercilessly speared
sentimentality, given that it’s such a fundamental part of the fascism that he seemed quite partial to. But then
internal logic was never the strong suit of bigots.

Cheryl says

It isan old Penguin book, the orange and white one, areprint from 1951. This book, these musty papers are 8
years older than i am!

It was a 50c find, among boxes of old books for sale at the school fair last month. Maybe it was even just a
guarter. Cheap as anyway. And still in good enough condition for reading; the pages arent falling out, there’s
no water damage etc. And it has that marvelous musty old book smell. Aaah.



And what a surprise of atreat to read. Having read only Brideshead Revisited many years ago, when i was
too young to really appreciate it, but old enough to like it anyway, it felt like my introduction to the satire of
Evelyn Waugh. It does make me wonder, where are these types of writers today?

The book has lively eccentric characters, you can see the old movie in your brain. Yet i am surprised that i
cant find if amovie has been made of it. Some sassy comedy with fast talkers, smooth suave fraudsters,
Claudette Colbert, or Cary Grant.....surely something must have been done on film with this....

(read several years ago, came across the jottings today)




