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0ver the next few months. Catalonia Today has the privi-

lege of publishing the 24 autobiographical letters that the

comic write¡ wrote to an imaginary researcher

DA. MONTSERBAT VERDAGUER
naire. Tom always enioyed writing and re-

ceiving letters and so he decided to answer

the questions by letter. In the coúse of 24

letlers, he de¿ll wilh \uch matterr as his

book'plots, his literary influenes. his frst
so.1¡al expedence, his üme in South Af¡ica

and Carnbridge, andhis Phobias.
Towards the e¡d of that year, Tom woke

up oneniSht and bcga¡ to write, inspiredby
a word nuttering in his head: patchwork lt
$/a5 aflothe¡ autobio$aphical
book: "A Patchwork Life"-
Again, it was a¡ unsysteñatic
autobiography: a life made uP of
pieces, cuthngs, and ftagments.
He would later make anothet at-

tempt, which he barely sta ed,
called "A Stranger to Himself.
Tom Sha4)e's Autobiography".
He combined these autobio-
graphical texts with his diary:
"One reason I write such boring
dlaries, apart from laziness and
self-obsession, is Idon'twaút to
hurt friends or anyone I don't
have a genuine grievance

againsl/' (January 30, 2001).
These texts rela¡ed him when
he could¡¡'t make headway with
his ncw book. They might also
havebeen anescape or apretext
fo¡ explorlng his inner self.

They were a way ofexercising
hís memory and his thinking,
and they sometimes help€d him
to recoricile himself with his past, although
on other occasions lheybrought back pain-
ful rccollections or raised questions that
were impossible to answer.

Tom wrote, "I have no intention ofbegin-
ningwith mybirth and very earlychildhood
because I have no ñ€moryof it.In any case,

biographies and autobiographieswhich 5tafi

at the beginning and go on chronologicalty
to some sort of end, either death or in the
case of autobiogaphies, to some end chosen

by the writer have always bored me. Inslead,
I want to create apatchwork quilt, as lt wcre,
of memories, ofevents, ofporüaits ofpeople
I have know¡ and lound interesting in some
way or othcr Pe¡haps it would be better to de-

Gollected works

lñ September 2015, Dr, Montserrat Verdaguer,

the exeautor of fom Sharpe's estate, donated ap-

proximately 1 ,200 book from the write/s per-

sonal libÉry to the University of Girona, along

with numerous original manuscripts and type-

scripts. These included letters. diaries and note_

book containing per5ooal reflections, var¡ants of
several literary works and even Some unpublished
p¡ays. The book were organised, and an initial

cataloguing of the scattered materials was carried

out by the 'Barr¡ Vell' L¡brary of the University,

¡eading to the creation of theTom Sharpe bibl¡o-
graph¡c collect¡on within this inst¡tution- At pre-

sent, the Tom Sharpe Chair ol Literature is dedi-
cated to cata¡oguing añd organis¡ng this materia¡

to support researchers ¡nterested ¡n explor¡ng the
l¡fe and work of the writer.

'n

húI n 1997. Tom SharDe wa1 workinA on a

I novcl abour rhc ineilablc ¿ssist¿nt Iicturer
Henry Wilt. He had n4itten 50,000 words

and had enioyed doing so, a surc sign that

the book had legs. But it had now been

months thatworkonWILT 4 (which would
hnally be published with the title "Will in
Nowhere") had stalled. He couldnt 8et thc
plot right and he couldn't findthe hunorous
situations that wor¡ld rnove the story for_

ward. He was, as a rcsult, becoming frus-

tiat€d and irate. Hewas so desperate that he

went as far as to sa, "l don'twant anrthing
more to do wi t h Wilt. Wilt is dead! "

Each momingTom tried to continuewith
hisnew novel, writesome lettcr§, orjotdown
some thoughts in his diary He wanted to
bring his meñories together, to leave a re-

co¡d oftheeventstbat had shaped his ljfe.
At the start of 1998, Tom began to write

"Letters to Vonsieur Prinlemps", ¿n unfin-
ished autobiographical text üat has never

been published. This led him to talk to
Carmen Balcells, the owner of the literary
agency that rcpresented him: "Carrnen Bal-

cells likes me ard, more amazingly, admires
me. She still wants me to writ€ my autobi-
ography" (dia¡y, Jan udry 28, I 

q98). Wdnting
lo avoid d (lichéd ¿ulobioSrdphy and in-
rpircd by a Irench cxpcrt on hi\ \^ork, Ch ris-

tian Dalzon, he crcated the figure of F,ugene

Printemps, who sent him a Iong question-
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Where do I get my crazy plots?

scribe the p¡ocess as that of creating a ,igsaw
pr¡zzle without any dues as to the picture it
will coriiuae up i¡1the imaginaüons, any con-
sistent picture at any rate of anyone suffi-
cicntlyinteresred ro readthcbook. I thinkthi5 ij
the most hone\l way be(ause my or4Tt ucw i5

confused and inconsistent and memory i5

often faulty. t will do my best to recall what
¡eally happened but I know all too well that
what I üsualise as the truth ;s based on hea¡say
o¡ my tendency to exaggerate mme sto¡ies un-
in len tionally or a I b€st to nake them more in-
teresting to mylistene$ orrcade¡s. I shall do my
damnedest to avoid that trap but I ca¡rnot prc-
m¡sc it will )ucceed. Old mcn m¿ke good their
forgetfulness by embroidering the past. I hope
to §teer clcar of üat teodency, Above all, I wiu
t¡yto do so." (Decembs 15, 2002)
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ñ ea¡Monsieur PrintemDs.

IJ Thar* you for writ¡n8:l mustadmir
I was a bjr l¿ken ab¿(k by the compli-
mentsyou let fly and completely bowled
over by the qucstions you'vc asked bul,
being a modcstly arroganl person or.

possibly more correcti) because modesly
isthemosl extreme form oIarrogance, an

ar¡ogantly modest man, I will try to
answer them. lmpossíble to do in one
letter because you've a\ked so many but
you'll justhave to be paüent and l'll write
a¡d answer them all when I h¿ve lime,
though not necessarily in the order
you've asked them. l'm certainly not
going to start with Numbe¡ l. Let's go to
Number I l: where do I gel rny craz) plol§
from?

WelI, I question your use of the wo¡d
'crazy'. Re¿d any newspape¡, walch any
ñews onTV, listen tothemdio ortopeople
talkjnts in a bar or a bus, ¿nd you'll sec.

üfe, Monsieur Prinlemps, homlile. Agu)
comes home from work ¿nd beats his wife
to pulp because he doesn't like his eglqs

sun n) side up and reckons his wife know\
he only likes scrambled cg8s. Then, B hile
she's repai ¡g her face, he reads Chicken
Little to his fourycarold dalghteras abed
time story Finally, when shc's asleE). he

dresse5 up as a Hefner Bunny Sirland gets

his wile to sodomize him with a wooden
dildo he's made on a lathe in his work-
shop. And lhat isn'l 'crazy'? Happens
somewhere every day. Sure, it's horrible
but i¡'srcal. Orsoñethingequallyabsüd.
Yes, I knowyout existential philosophers
invented the concept of absu¡dity but
onlyar a concept. The real absurdities are
whatreal people t¡uly think and reallydo.

Take another example: the P¡esidentof
the most powcrful country on earth,
'BIowJob'Billy, ie. P¡esident CIin ron v¡ho
can p¡ess a button and deluge the world
with H bombs and radioactive fall-out
and he gets his kicks havilg his penis
sucked by birñbos and theri lying
through his teeth under oath when he
knows he coüld lose his Presidency for
periury, And you reckonthat isn,t crazy?
You can go ffom one end of the social
spectum to the other and you,ll find
everyone's crazy to somcextent.

And even when people don,t actually
do things they have incredibl€ fantasies.

Mind blowing ones. Walk the süeets of
any city and considerwhat thoughts the
people you pass have in the heads. All
dght, perhaps the majority a¡e woried
about what soap powdff to buy or if
they'¡e goinS to keep their iobs or if their
husbands have got a mistress, but there
aresomeyouwill passwhohave otherfar
mo¡e biza[e and crazy thou8hts. Relig-
ious sects that go in for mass suicide be-
cause they really do believe there's a

spaceship dding the tail of a comet and
they'vegotto die to get a ticket toheaven
onit.

No, I w¡ite about the real world, not
the idealistic, romantic and sentimental
wo¡ld whe¡e nren andwomen have deep
conve$ations about the mea¡ring of life
and whether they are suited to one an-
othe¡ and-.....b1ah, blah, blah. t'm not
saying such relationships don't exist or
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that such books aren't admitable. You'¡e
asking me about my üazy plots and I'm
givingyou part of the answer. The second
part is that I w¡ite in such a way that
people, some people, burst out laughing
involuntarily. One man kicked the door
of the bathroom down because he
thought his wíftwho was screamjng her
head off with laughterwas having a heart
attackorsomesort of fit when allshewas
doing was readingThe Wilt Alternative_

Finally I enjoy úy own books, if
they're good and make me laugh. Ifnot I
don't publish the dam¡ed things. cood-
ness only knows how many bad book
I've written past the half way ma¡k only
to ditch them. I \^rite and wdte and
write, and if I get líft off into real crazi-
ness, l keep theverbal th¡ottleatfullbore
and I sückwith it untit fve got a book. tf
it dies onme, I ditch.I hope that answers
Questio¡ 11.
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