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The human race has become infertile, and the last generation to be born is now adult. 
Civilization itself is crumbling as suicide and despair become commonplace. Oxford 
historian Theodore Faron, apathetic toward a future without a future, spends most of his 
time reminiscing. Then he is approached by Julian, a bright, attractive woman who wants 
him to help get her an audience with his cousin, the powerful Warden of England. She and 
her band of unlikely revolutionaries may just awaken his desire to live . . . and they may also 
hold the key to survival for the human race.

Told with P. D. James's trademark suspense, insightful characterization, and riveting 
storytelling, The Children of Men is a story of a world with no children and no future.

P. D. James is the author of twenty books, many of which feature her detective hero Adam 
Dalgliesh and have been televised or filmed. She was the recipient of many honors, 
including the Mystery Writers of America Grand Master Award and the National Arts Club 
Medal of Honor for Literature, and in 1991 was created Baroness James of Holland Park. 
She died in 2014.
BOOK ONEOMEGAJanuary-March 20211Friday 1 January 2021Early this morning, 1 January 
2021, three minutes after midnight, the last human being to be born on earth was killed in a 
pub brawl in a suburb of Buenos Aires, aged twenty-five years two months and twelve 
days. If the first reports are to be believed, Joseph Ricardo died as he had lived. The 
distinction, if one can call it that, of being the last human whose birth was officially 
recorded, unrelated as it was to any personal virtue or talent, had always been difficult for 
him to handle. And now he is dead. The news was given to us here in Britain on the nine 
o'clock programme of the State Radio Service and I heard it fortuitously. I had settled 
down to begin this diary of the last half of my life when I noticed the time and thought I 
might as well catch the headlines to the nine o'clock bulletin. Ricardo's death was the last 
item mentioned, and then only briefly, a couple of sentences delivered without emphasis in 
the newscaster's carefully non-committal voice. But it seemed to me, hearing it, that it was 
a small additional justification for beginning the diary today; the first day of a new year 
and my fiftieth birthday. As a child I had always liked that distinction, despite the 
inconvenience of having it follow Christmas too quickly so that one present - it never 
seemed notably superior to the one I would in any case have received - had to do for both 
celebrations.As I begin writing, the three events, the New Year, my fiftieth birthday, 
Ricardo's death, hardly justify sullying the first pages of this new loose-leaf notebook. But I 
shall continue, one small additional defence against personal accidie. If there is nothing to 
record, I shall record the nothingness and then if, and when, I reach old age - as most of us 
can expect to, we have become experts at prolonging life - I shall open one of my tins of 
hoarded matches and light my small personal bonfire of vanities. I have no intention of 
leaving the diary as a record of one man's last years. Even in my most egotistical moods I 
am not as self-deceiving as that. What possible interest can there be in the journal of 
Theodore Faron, Doctor of Philosophy, Fellow of Merton College in the University of Oxford, 
historian of the Victorian age, divorced, childless, solitary, whose only claim to notice is that 
he is cousin to Xan Lyppiatt, the dictator and Warden of England. No additional personal 
record is, in any case, necessary. All over the world nation states are preparing to store 
their testimony for the posterity which we can still occasionally convince ourselves may 
follow us, those creatures from another planet who may land on this green wilderness and 
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ask what kind of sentient life once inhabited it. We are storing our books and manuscripts, 
the great paintings, the musical scores and instruments, the artefacts. The world's greatest 
libraries will in forty years' time at most be darkened and sealed. The buildings, those that 
are still standing, will speak for themselves. The soft stone of Oxford is unlikely to survive 
more than a couple of centuries. Already the University is arguing about whether it is worth 
refacing the crumbling Sheldonian. But I like to think of those mythical creatures landing in 
St. Peter's Square and entering the great Basilica, silent and echoing under the centuries of 
dust. Will they realize that this was once the greatest of man's temples to one of his many 
gods? Will they be curious about his nature, this deity who was worshipped with such 
pomp and splendour, intrigued by the mystery of his symbol, at once so simple, the two 
crossed sticks, ubiquitous in nature, yet laden with gold, gloriously jewelled and adorned? 
Or will their values and their thought processes be so alien to ours that nothing of awe or 
wonder will be able to touch them? But despite the discovery - in 1997 was it? - of a planet 
which the astronomers told us could support life, few of us really believe that they will come. 
They must be there. It is surely unreasonable to credit that only one small star in the 
immensity of the universe is capable of developing and supporting intelligent life. But we 
shall not get to them and they will not come to us.Twenty years ago, when the world was 
already half convinced that our species had lost for ever the power to reproduce, the 
search to find the last-known human birth became a universal obsession, elevated to a 
matter of national pride, an international contest as ultimately pointless as it was fierce and 
acrimonious. To qualify the birth had to be officially notified, the date and precise time 
recorded. This effectively excluded a high proportion of the human race where the day but 
not the hour was known, and it was accepted, but not emphasized, that the result could 
never be conclusive. Almost certainly in some remote jungle, in some primitive hut, the last 
human being had slipped largely unnoticed into an unregarding world. But after months of 
checking and re-checking, Joseph Ricardo, of mixed race, born illegitimately in a Buenos 
Aires hospital at two minutes past three Western time on 19 October 1995, had been 
officially recognized. Once the result was proclaimed, he was left to exploit his celebrity as 
best he could while the world, as if suddenly aware of the futility of the exercise, turned its 
attention elsewhere. And now he is dead and I doubt whether any country will be eager to 
drag the other candidates from oblivion.We are outraged and demoralized less by the 
impending end of our species, less even by our inability to prevent it, than by our failure to 
discover the cause. Western science and Western medicine haven't prepared us for the 
magnitude and humiliation of this ultimate failure. There have been many diseases which 
have been difficult to diagnose or cure and one which almost depopulated two continents 
before it spent itself. But we have always in the end been able to explain why. We have 
given names to the viruses and germs which, even today, take possession of us, much to 
our chagrin since it seems a personal affront that they should still assail us, like old enemies 
who keep up the skirmish and bring down the occasional victim when their victory is 
assured. Western science has been our god. In the variety of its power it has preserved, 
comforted, healed, warmed, fed and entertained us and we have felt free to criticize and 
occasionally reject it as men have always rejected their gods, but in the knowledge that 
despite our apostasy, this deity, our creature and our slave, would still provide for us; the 
anaesthetic for the pain, the spare heart, the new lung, the antibiotic, the moving wheels 
and the moving pictures. The light will always come on when we press the switch and if it 
doesn't we can find out why. Science was never a subject I was at home with. I understood 
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little of it at school and I understand little more now that I'm fifty. Yet it has been my god 
too, even if its achievements are incomprehensible to me, and I share the universal 
disillusionment of those whose god has died. I can clearly remember the confident words 
of one biologist spoken when it had finally become apparent that nowhere in the whole 
world was there a pregnant woman: "It may take us some time to discover the cause of this 
apparent universal infertility." We have had twenty-five years and we no longer even expect 
to succeed. Like a lecherous stud suddenly stricken with impotence, we are humiliated at 
the very heart of our faith in ourselves. For all our knowledge, our intelligence, our power, 
we can no longer do what the animals do without thought. No wonder we both worship 
and resent them.
Other Books
Normal People, Popularitas adalah belenggu. Setidaknya, itu yang dirasakan Connel, 
cowok populer di sekolah. Ia selalu mencemaskan pendapat orang lain. Dia bahkan tidak 
berani mengakui hubungannya dengan Marriane, cewek yang dianggap aneh oleh teman-
temannya. Padahal hanya bersama Marriane, Connel bisa menjadi dirinya sendiri dan 
menikmati waktu. Saat di bangku kuliah, keadaan berbalik. Marriane mendadak menjelma 
menjadi gadis yang banyak diundang di pesta-pesta, sementara Connel justru terabaikan 
di lingkaran pergaulan dunia kampus. Hubungan mereka memasuki babak baru yang lebih 
rumit, karena di dalamnya trauma, kecemasan, dan penyangkalan diri selalu mengusik. 
Normal People meramu konflik psikologis secara apik bersama segala persoalan tentang 
kelas, cinta pertama, dan kompleksitas hubungan dalam keluarga dan pertemanan. 
Membaca novel yang dinobatkan sebagai karya klasik abad 21 ini, kita akan dibawa 
menikmati sensasi menjadi muda dan mabuk kepayang karena cinta. [Mizan, Mizan 
Publishing, Bentang Pustaka, Fiksi, Literaly, Indonesia]
�����. Normal People meramu konflik psikologis secara apik bersama segala persoalan 
tentang kelas, cinta pertama, dan kompleksitas hubungan dalam keluarga dan 
pertemanan."
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