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Tekst 3 
 
 
The following text is taken from the first chapter of Enduring Love, a novel by Ian McEwan. 
 

he beginning is simple to mark. 
We were in sunlight under a 
turkey oak, partly protected from 
a strong, gusty wind. I was 
kneeling on the grass with a 

corkscrew in my hand, and Clarissa was 
passing me the bottle – a 1987 Daumas 
Gassac. This was the moment, this was the 
pinprick on the time map: I was stretching 
out my hand, and as the cool neck and the 
black foil touched my palm, we heard a 
man’s shout. We turned to look across the 
field and saw the danger. Next thing, I was 
running towards it. The transformation was 
absolute: I don’t recall dropping the 
corkscrew, or getting to my feet, or making 
a decision, or hearing the caution Clarissa 
called after me. What idiocy, to be racing 
into this story and its labyrinths, sprinting 
away from our happiness among the fresh 
spring grasses by the oak. There was the 
shout again, and a child’s cry, enfeebled by 
the wind that roared in the tall trees along 
the hedgerows. I ran faster. And there, 
suddenly, from different points around the 
field, four other men were converging on 
the scene, running like me. 
 I see us from three hundred feet up, 
through the eyes of the buzzard we had 
watched earlier, soaring, circling and 
dipping in the tumult of currents: five men 
running silently towards the centre of a 
hundred-acre field. I approached from the 
south-east, with the wind at my back. About 
two hundred yards to my left two men ran 
side by side. They were farm labourers who 
had been repairing the fence along the 
field’s southern edge where it skirts the 
road. The same distance beyond them was 
the motorist, John Logan, whose car was 
banked on the grass verge with its door, or 
doors, wide open. Knowing what I know 
now, it’s odd to evoke the figure of Jed 
Parry directly ahead of me, emerging from a 
line of beeches on the far side of the field a 
quarter of a mile away, running into the 
wind. To the buzzard Parry and I were tiny 
forms, our white shirts brilliant against the 

green, rushing towards each other like 
lovers, innocent of the grief this 
entanglement would bring. The encounter 
that would unhinge us was minutes away, its 
enormity disguised from us not only by the 
barrier of time but by the colossus in the 
centre of the field that drew us in with the 
power of a terrible ratio that set fabulous 
magnitude against the puny human distress 
at its base. 
 What was Clarissa doing? She said she 
walked quickly towards the centre of the 
field. I don’t know how she resisted the 
urge to run. By the time it happened – the 
event I am about to describe, the fall – she 
had almost caught us up and was well 
placed as an observer, unencumbered by 
participation, by the ropes and the shouting, 
and by our fatal lack of co-operation. What 
I describe is shaped by what Clarissa saw 
too, by what we told each other in the time 
of obsessive re-examination that followed: 
the aftermath, an appropriate term for what 
happened in a field waiting for its early 
summer mowing. The aftermath, the second 
crop, the growth promoted by that first cut 
in May. 
 What were we running towards? I don’t 
think any of us would ever know fully. But 
superficially the answer was, a balloon. Not 
the nominal space that encloses a cartoon 
character’s speech or thought, or, by 
analogy, the kind that’s driven by mere hot 
air. It was an enormous balloon filled with 
helium, that elemental gas forged from 
hydrogen in the nuclear furnace of the stars, 
first step along the way in the generation of 
multiplicity and variety of matter in the 
universe, including our selves and all our 
thoughts. 
 We were running towards a catastrophe, 
which itself was a kind of furnace in whose 
heat identities and fates would buckle into 
new shapes. At the base of the balloon was 
a basket in which there was a boy, and by 
the basket, clinging to a rope, was a man in 
need of help. 
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Tekst 3 The following text… 
 
 

3p 3  Geef bij elk van de onderstaande beweringen aan of deze in de loop van de passage juist of 
onjuist blijkt te zijn. 
1 De ik-persoon kan zich precies herinneren wat hij deed op het moment dat er een man 
schreeuwde. 
2 De ik-persoon weet vanaf het moment dat hij begint te rennen dat zijn leven een 
dramatische wending zal nemen. 
3 De ik-persoon heeft later luchtopnamen gezien van de situatie die hij beschrijft. 
4 Tegelijk met de ik-persoon komen vier landarbeiders ook toe rennen. 
5 Clarissa was in staat om waar te nemen hoe de situatie zich ontwikkelde. 
6 De ballonvaarders zijn in gevaar omdat hun ballon dreigt los te raken van de mand. 
Noteer het nummer van elke bewering, gevolgd door “juist” of “onjuist”. 
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