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A colleague of mine described this book, which she
read in manusceript, as the r work of a fossil trying to
scgieve flesh and bloods I accept that., But who se esle
else would have had the patience to pick up so much gossip,
and systematise it into an indexed compendium of hidden
desires?

I also admit what she says, that the titles in this
book are 'ridiculous's I like 'The Sophian Map of Love'
but 'The Garden Inclosed' is ridiculous., That convent is
such a damp place, after all,

My colleaque's retire dnow. ©She learned English
from sailors in the war, as a child, and began reading
any Anglo-Saxon books she could lay her hands on. Her
profession used to be an honoured one in Naples, in the
sense that it was institutionalised. Walking the streets
is sadder, now that the institutions are no longer there.
This is why I call her a colleague., I said that a bachelor's
life is disgraceful, I am a whore twice over---once fro
being that, and once for being a university man. You
see, we get used to giving ourheat hearts, my colleagues on
the streets and I, on a salaried basis.
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NOTE

I can only say that this book has been invaded by people all talke
ing in the first person. It is sometimes difficult, I admit, to dist-
inguish one from another, since they often do not announce themselves
or even take trouble to identify themselves through indirect means, such
as a tic we could recognise. Their tones of voice tend to be the same. N cuu.,&_‘

le;\ éwhia‘s;wieu, as we learn to expect, is hardly different from a man's.
Also it has been difficult for me to take it all down, not only from the
point of view of speed (they pause for no one) but because I myself often
find it hard to identify the speaker. In fact I know as little about
them as anyone else. I hardly know the island where they all presumably
live. I was there once or twice. I never went to the Manhattan apart-
ment. Nor have I actually seen these people who have chosen to distate
to me in the first person, and who ”nftm use me as a vehicle for thcir
guarrels. I could say something clever such as that like all human
creatures these are entirely imaginary. But this is not the truth.

They must have existed. They must still exist, if only because they
continue to talk to me=~-==but I had to stop the book somewhere in order
for it to be a book and not a record stretching to the end of the world
(imminent as that may be).

None of these characters claims to know me. I call them characters



for convenience, although they are moch more real than any ‘characterist-
ics' could convey. I have often wondered what they would think of me,
and of my record of what they tell me (I sometimes have to finish a sent-
ence or even a paragraph in my own way, when I miss mathing], Just as

I try to gibe a quick pointer as to who is speaking by a kay-:nrd here
and there). When I have been unable to identify the voice I have written
"Who spoke?'. But even these twe words I cannot claim always to be my
own; another voice plants them for me, for the good reason that he or
she cannot identify the spealjer either.

I imagine these people have problems like the rest of us, I mean
problems that weigh heavier than the actions to resolve them (or the
pleasures that follow =£S8r their resolution). They too must be in the
worldwide struggle for survival, even (I might say especially) those en-
closed in the convent, because no one=--rich or poor-—on mainlands or on
islandg—=—can escape it. But they hardly ever talk about it. Some of
fhn, it seems~-=like the banking gentleman with the silver-knobbed cane
(this is the only way I can identify him, as I identify another with the
nickname 'Aaron®)e--spend only a small part of the year on the island:
the rest is taken up with money-making. He does talk about Wall Street
and Threadneedle Street. And the egotism from which the money-meking
drive springs does make his mention the struggle more than the others.
But his most gongcerned tho;ghta are on island-matters: maybe bscause he
Just happens to be there at the moment. It is the same with them all:
the real struggle, or rather tha reality, starts when their working day
finishes, or when they flop out for a ten-minute siesta in the dog~hours.

What kind of a person is the wife of the man with the silver-knobbed
cang, the 'rensgade' as a couple of the other characters call him? Why
doesn't ghe speak? And what about all those other people on the island



(it has a population of at least twenty thousand) who know and even have
close relations with these people? Why do they never talk? Perhaps they
will talk to me later. Perhaps their voices will roll away to other
themes. I have an idea that they in fact do talk about their daily sur-
vival problems all the time, but such thoughts do not get through the ether,
lacking funetian beyond the encapsulated area of the body, and therefore
lacking uty;: and power. But they are developing all the time, these
people, an?‘eon, one day, they too may teke voice, iike thase ‘unhappy
fuw"al one of them calls them who do the talking (and who sometimes ssem
to know the only real happiness).

§till, I would have liked something from those other people, living
out 'chd.r self-ordained cycles of pleasure and pain without much chance,
thet is desire, of liberation. I would have liked to know how the 'ren—
egade® and 'Amni a:_'ld Aaron's wife, and Sophia herself, and Sister Brig-
:H:tl. and Cassandra, and the Madison Asenue hairdresser, really look.

But perhaps I am not so interested after all. Br perhaps I know.

And of course I suddenly realise that I could describe each of them in
physicel deteil. Even that ffsilent wife of the 'renegade’ I seem to
be ablie to seas.

In any case, mdividualin’éauapaad with the nineteenth century, and
therefore the novel ’tno, that chronicle of ‘manners', useless now that au,t
manners are all the same, a veil (carelessly chosen) for silent evolutions
ussiesmgstly which comprise our real livese 8o there is no need to 'des-
eribe’.

They have addressed these thoughts to me, and I address them in turn
to whom? But have they addressed them to me, and not simply felt the
noed to speak them? Have I done more than a spontansous, even pqvﬁavian
thing by writing them down in what looks like a narrative form? I have



tried to divide their voices by means of paragruﬁ;ﬁs. but often they change
subject in the course of a monologue and I am forced Ens=E=R=forTut to make
a paragraph division to denote this. But then, does it matter that we are
not always clear at first as to who is speaking? Don't they sometimes,
even often, speak sach other's thoughts? I have been struck, for in-tanuq,
by the way Sophia speaks thoughts that seem typical of the Mother Superior.
Clearly, too, they are talking not only to me or even primarily to me but

to each other, as I perhaps am talking to them about my own life. But

why, unlike most of them (at least as far as I can judge), do I take their
thoughts dawn*n ink, and always in the summer? This 'book' has taken three
or four of those summers. To answer the second part of the question first,
perhaps their thoughts only form themselves sufficiently in the calming
Mediterranean heat, and in relative 1eisuru. For the rest of the year
they are too 'busy', which for most of them here seems to mean ‘unreal’.

They turn thjkoncupt of the ‘'drop-out' upside down; for them it is the
city-rat, racing like mad, who is hungrily escaping realigy, with his hope
that comfort will exorcise the fear. We must remember that they tham-
selves become city-rats for part, usually most, of the year.

Now for the second part of that question. I believe that I take
these thoughts down (I am continuing to do so, as I say, beyond the arb-
itrary limits of a 'book', which word after all only refers to the part of
the bark or beech on which words were originally written) in order, first,
to address them back to the speakers, secondly to address them to other
people like myself whose play in life is books or pictures or sculptures
or n:aié or simply prayers. That is, we address our thoughts to our-
selves, and are revealed by thems self to self. Or, as Sister Mahatma
would say, self to Self, and Self to self. With the phasing-out of that
great machine called the nineteenth century, which it took so long to
build (through how many holy murders and new enslavements), we have
reached a time when there are more actors and playwrights and directors



than audiences to ses their work, more sculptors than viewers of stone,
more musicians than listeners, more thinkers than followers, however bad
the music, the plays, the thoughts. This is just how things are. People
have thrown off the social identifications which'thn ninetesnth century
imposed on them (and still to a certain extent succeeds in imposing on
them, by virtue of the extent to which we all live in the past), and now
choose their roles not simply at will but on whim, even if they cannot
perform them or understand what they properly are; we must expect musicians
who have netther sar for music nor the power to meke it, and thinkers whp
choose to be so by virtue of their being utterly thoughtless people.
The reason is that everyene is trying to silence that unreal part of them=
selves, the 'busy' part, which takes up the bulk of the space and the time,
by talking themselves into the real part which seems close to dreams only
because it induces the total loss of s@lf-identification.

MeRa
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After wandering many days I at last found myself between a woman's
legs, which is where all of us begin. It is worthwhile to remember this
origine They were a woman®s legs, not a man's. I suppose all my life
has been concentrated on that one fact. Thcmmﬂuulmlmdw
into was a rew, long-haired peasant girl with eyes that glowered without
the slightest light in them. WMy father was a prince, poor devileew]
nunh.um'tar.lprinummtthaygnnapnmmnm.
And he did have royel blood: He wes & e b ST I
black as sbony, on the beach: I was in and out of the water like
Amphibia, crawling ocut of the ooze midway between a serpent and a fish.
I went through the wale gender like a fire. I had their little rods
in my hand night and day, that's how I seem to remember it nows I was
five yesars old. Before I was ten I seemed to have had svery men sifsmy
=28 along the dazzling, stifling seaboard---the men having soft chubby
legs, and standing about three fest high. That could be imaginary.

I don't know what went before, in the primevel caze stage, but it must
have been responsible for what came afterwards, namely my present physical
predicament, if it is that.

I could put it the other way rounds I could say I went like a fire



through all the women. I'm vague on this point because my body is vague.
It isn't that I want to think about these things but that I have to face
the determining facts about my body. It is the deepest fact about me,
everything I say or do springs from it. So I canlt forget it I can't
shake it off. It imprisons me. This fact is that I have an amphibian
sex. I don't like to bring it up. It shouldn't be the essential fact

ebout anyone, sex. Buﬁﬁbnut me it is. You could say that at one and the

same time I have had all the possible sex in the world, and yet I have had
none. I want none. I would far rather rest. 1 don't want to do all
that tumbling, and then find out afterwards that I have tumbled into a
thicket. Women ravish me. This seems absurd when you think that I am
usually twice as broad as they are and so massive in the shoulders that
they 11kl to touch my neck muscles. My voice is deeper than theirse

I have a long stride, which they often call prowling. They turn and
look at me in concert halls. They've ;IVOI‘ seen anything like me.

They know I'm a woman, and yet I am further advanced than a woman.

I am short of being a men and yet I'm more complete than a man because of
the woman in me. 8o I am a fascinating, vibrent whole. I'm at the end
of the road. I'm not someone who walks along with theme—I‘'m the reste
house at the end, however little rest they may get when they are once
inside. They fall in love with me endlessly, stupendously. And push
that o;;z:;ut about me into my face as fast as I'm trying to forget it.
But I can't forget ite—-my entire self. I really am unigue. And they
try to the unigueness. They want to know more. They are quite
intrigued to have a man and a woman on the best terms-—-in one person.
They adore the friend, pant after the lover. But sex is the joining of
two opposite parts, a cnuplamcnggry action. I have the opposite parts
inme. I am a whole. And z%i;;x they are trying to turn me into an
opposite of themselves, so that togetheryy<%she and 1-,:-23: make a
whols. And it won't work. I have to throw them off as herd as they



throw themselves on me. Nothing should be whole in life. It should

be struggling to realise the whole, but not be it itself. This means I

am dragged into people's struggles without the power to join in the struggles,
because I'm already vh?olo. This is my conclusion, anyway, after half a
lifetime.

Somebody said to me once, Nothing about your body is a fact about
you. And I can see that. But I can't feel it. If I could feel that,
¥ peedly wiuld bo b OV T Santt ety hends 8fF e sente
ruilf/thoir appeals. But it hurts me. It tears something in me. 8o
alfutultxytuﬂwwoffthisdemfw’abautmlrmwit. They
want to feel my stomach. Their eyes follow me round the room. Some=
times I feel that they see me as a perfectly developed specimen of woman-
hood, deep=voiced, brimming over with EETEEFEEETEERE exciting suggestions
almost for & new biology——indeed what they tnmpi'las might be were it
not for the weakening effect of that fatal male rod that entering thamf,
hyamdrtmummddlhys&fmimn Llanklikaewmn
whose development has received full concentration, to the point where a
new (but of course very ancient) biological combination is achieved.

I used to say that a new type of bi-sexed humanity would arise, based

on me. But that was b{{avado. It is exhausting always being different,
always standing out---nigﬁt and day, waking and sleeping. People have
walked down the corridors of trains to see me, after hsaf:l.ng my voice.
Sometimes they become friends for life. I've been involved in fights.

I fought a priest once. I'v7’dmlnpad a sort of physically bragging side.
I like people to see me shift great weights. The women follow me with
their shining eyes. I don't want to go on talking like this. I don't
want to plunge into therny thickets just from thinking. It's bad enough
doing so from gctings It really is a terrible life. Then how do you
explain that when I wake in the 1' ' sing for joy? I sing at the
thought of not being attached!



I had to pause for a bit, to calm down. These women (and thoughts
sbout them) teer me from my wholeness. And yet I know Im not whole.
I'm not guite a world in myself. I feel the need to rush out and touch
someone=--to know I'm here« I am encugh of a world to exist without
peoples  But then I begin to fesl that nothing exists except me. That
makes me need their touch. And cnce I see thelr faces, theire—well,
I fall into the pit of thorns again and am faced once n:lur'a with the despest
fact about me, at night as at da\vn. a prisoner in my};;;gl-lldaccmtricity.
What worries me is that 1, a man (it would pave to be one of that

hard analysing raca) gave a clear anatomical description of my sexual parts

he would be saying the deepest thing about me that there is to be said.
I hate that this should be so. I don't believe it is so. But I behave
as if it were« I think I've explained this enough.

I wish there were no sex in the world. I would be the one suprememly
happy creature, or rather the one gdsguately developed creature, having the
elements of both sexes (and therefore neither) inside me. A world without
sex means that another form of creature has been found. Perhaps the Pa\ur
of thought becomes so great that it actually brings into being the creature

A sexless wrortd

it concentrates itself on. Am would make everywhere a home, every
table a place where you coul?‘nt, because~--gince creation no longer took
place in the body——there would be no possessions any more. All the wars
I've been involved in were due S Stherooopies—luam to the existence of
couples. Either the man has warred against me or the woman. OF course
I've always played my part. I concentrate on the men at first, at the
beginning of a new relationship. He feels he has a strange new friend in
me, and all the time his wife (unseen by him because he is concentrated on
me) is drinking me in, gorging her syes on every movement I meke. One
of them told me, It was dike a great golden tiger moving into the house.
It gave her a yearning tow—— Agein I want to point out that I am not



happy about this state of affairs. I can't help what people say about
mgs She felt she couldn't bear the clothes on her shoulders any more.
She wanted to bear everything off. Well, she did, at a later date,
and nearly tore my entrails out toos. To put it in a Vthnroughly clear
way (the gruesomeness gives me pleasure), in an act of sex I ejaculate
my entrails.

I believe that avxfyuna does, in some way. GBod knows what they gst
out of its I can understand what women feel for me. But how they can
an?amiring after the male rod, just to feel its mechanical shunting
action, I cannot imagine. Nor can I imagine what goes on betwean a man
and a woman. I've often asked. I simply do not see how she—=the seed
inside her, the child=-manufactury and the child-building breasts~=-can
need him. Well, of course, she needs him for the addition of his small,
Ment:y pollen. But it seems such a trifle to give for a lifetime
spent cooking and coddling him! How dare these people call it marriage?
Mow 2): approach to the woman is distinctly not that of a mans I %m
with her. I know her thoughts, they are plain to me like a glittering
crown. I wonder how far you can recognise this crown if all you want
to do is B inject a shunting rod into &? Women have broken their
marriages for me, for the simple reason that they have felt themselves
appreciated for the first time. This always gave me a thrill. I mean
the word "thrill' exactly. It sent a shudder of triumph down my spine.
I felt I was clearing the world of impurity. I felt that displacing the
poor male rod was a self=-justifying act. Of course other people said that
I had 'broken' the marriage. You can't break anything that isn't break—
able.

I was thinking just now of Socrates when he talks to Phaedrus.

He explains that a lovely face is the divine appearing to us through the
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senses. If the divine continued to come through the senses non-stop we
W
should go made-gvery mouthful, every breath divine! Love vouchsafes a

glimpse only of that original awful Face. We are fools if we go plundering
after that Face along the road of the senses but fiwe dol I dol Ve see
one face and then look for ancthar’. Here is my pain, in one words I get
everything through my senses. Somebody said to me once, Thers lies your
imprisonment. He meant that though Bod speaks to me He only speaks through
the senses. My a:!;:;“montricity (which is also my advanced state of
development) puts me close to God. People are always amazed et the extent
to which He looks after me. He gives me the things I dream. I don't
these things
pray for #iwm like other people. They simply recur in daydreems, of which
& I am the rept spectator. ;‘.Tedreamt of a magnificently huge room with
a wall=to-wall fawn narpet)-ﬂ and he gave Me both. But this is the point.
He only gives through the senses. 1 see people through the senses=——-as
wrinkles on the face, as smiles, as rich, as poor. I don't feel their
presence without reference to what they look like and what they say.
Therefore I see them, know them )throuah the senses, Somebody once said
to me, I know people better with my eyes closed, my ears closed. But
I've never been able to experience that. This is why I say I am not
whole. GBod talks to me in daily terms. That He talks to me at all puts
me far beyond most of the people I come in contact with. But He won't
talk to me of all the hidden things.\/ﬂc won't tell me what power He has
put into that little rod. Never a hint of what they share together.
The little rod and the warm tunnelled purse of delights'.

8o when women find me thgf;ind Sor—the—fir=tetimer their liberation
into the senses. Let me explain. It mekes them feel that they have at
hs; echieved the freedom of their bodies, and that their most secret
wishes are delightfully within the span of realisation for the first time.
Even that isn't clear. I meke them feel that their freedom lies in me,

in my company, while in themselves they aren'g free at all. I am their
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freedoms They feel understood and therefore whole for the first time.
And this excites them so desply ‘that they make the mistake of thinking that
1t1smapmmmwmmm,w
80 I fiplay my part. They tear their clothes off at will. But what they
want is what I cannot give. And slowly they realsse that it was the chance
of freedom that excited them, rather than the chance of yet another rod.
They worry me, try to hurt me, they praise me, they hang round me for this
freedom which they feel I can endow them withe They say, With your eyes
mm.Imma%mbafml A hundred women follow my progress round
the world like a map-route. When one of my stopping places lies near
their home they wait for the telephone to ring with quivering anguish.
Someone explained to me, Since they are bound by the senses too, and you
never satisfy them, they always need you. The mistake of the rod is
perhaps that it satisfies?

Withmahmvﬁ;lconfmﬂutthamnbodymmphimthingsto
me is a man.

In order to listen to him seriously I have to think of him as not
having a rode I think of him as a woman without a bosom. Indeed this
is how I see all men, quite naturally. I see them as wesk because lack=
ing the divine child=manufactury inside. Gomeone said to me once, Do you
realise how you describe every husband of every friend you have as a weak
man? But there never was a strong onel You should hear the things women
tell me! How the man pleads, the tears cascading down his face! How
he always has that absurd little instrument at the ready! And you don't
call that weakness?

This was Sophia herself spesking. For days she has dictated this
kind of message to me---her doctrine of Sophian gender, you might call
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its It can go on endlessly, and the best thing I can do is to cut it
short and do some explaining as to who Sophia is. I have gleaned from
the other voices (mostly her friends or enemies) some sort of map of her
past life, and it is immediately obvious to me that her reminiscences con=
fuse past events, mix them together rather than really change them, so
that the Manhattan *talmudic afternocons® are bound up for ever, and quite
falsely, in her mind, with the 'Harlem heresies's Yet a certain truth
about Sophia, and her friends, emerges. Nor is she alone in confusing
past events. ‘'Aaron's'! wife does the same. But here again a certain
truth, about her, is established, truer perhaps than any actual event
would be. The actual event is of small importance. All these people,
with the exception of the so-called Rmagade,a:: after revelation of some
kindy this became immediately clear to me too. They distrust the ob-
Jects they live surrounded by. They disbelieve not simpl;?ltheir permanence
but their logic. They see objects as they see past eventse——as the
movable (end disappearable) furniture of destiny. And when they reminisce
they confuse the events and the objects with what seems like whim, though
in fact they are discovering themselves through these apparent 'nistak_u'.-
'I' and 'you' end 'it' and 'past’ and ‘present’ become merged in some-
thing dream-like that is actually more the reality for them than anything
logical. Sophia tells us that her mother was a peasant woman, her father

a painter and 'a prince among men'. Well, in so far as I can ascertain
it; and in so far as I am not changing the facts for MY destiény, she was
an orphan child. The beach she often refers to, where she fascinated the
mw-mofmaga(mai:z)mmmyamwmm
Barcelona where the convent she grew up in had its annual summer ‘colony’.
The children were trooped down to the sea by one of the nuns at ten o'clock
each morning, and they returned to their barrack-like quarters at noon,

to wait until two or three in the afternocon for their lunch, according
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to Spanish custom. She never knew her parents. She went to three
convents in all, creating havac in Au;;:‘i)m.' until she was politely but
firmly sent @& into the world at the age of eighteen. And here the
'Sophian map' or the 'Sophian mep of love', as her friends call it,
started. She travelled round the world, furiously, unquenchably.
She made friends eberywhere from Saigon to Montreal, and at a smacking
pace. She never ceased making them for a day, an hour--gn trains,
in subways, swimming across gulfs, even driving alone along highways
at a hundred miles an hour between one state and another.

She missed something, after the convent. Her most prized possess-
imhaaaluysbmatinymm bronze, cast from a bozzetto of clay
in Cosimo de' Medici's collection. She keeps it hidden away, and I
believe she prays to it. In all the bustle of her life, the late nights
and the changed jobs, the flights and desert treks and the love-adventures
where the husband went after her with a stick or a gun, she felt no bustle,
even little inwvolvement. A certain place in her was always silent and
still, and expectant.

ﬂd’uu) Really and W;y she felt Christ h:lmselg had&mbr:\:/zrwt of the convent.
[ $he was never thrown outjbut this was how she felt It added to her resent-

ment of men, or perhaps it derived from it. Anyway, she had a sense of
being utterly ebandoned. Even when she had plenty of money to spend
(she never found money=making difficult) this feeling of being an outcast
from creation persisted in hax'. he was fascinated by convents. ©&he
would talk for hours with anyone of convent schooling. 5he would look
at nuns with a sort of fervent envy. She had nothing of the nun about
her of course. But whenever she passed the convent attached to the hospital
(on the island where she finally aatueg) she would stop and gaze ups this
was before it opened its mmmmmlmd d:emadcliriously
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excited visitor every day fore——well, as long as a single experience
gver lasted with her, about three weeks.

The first important place on the 'Sophian map', where her destiny
began to take shape, was of course New York. Now her New York period
she confuses utterly. It consisted in fact of two sections. The first
was in Harlem, or rather on its edge, where the brownstone slum trails
off into Columbia university. Her friends there---one could say her
adopted parents, though they were almost certainly younger than herself
(she was now just past thirty)e—-wers Mabel Hale, who worked all night in
a bakery, and seems to have had a fascination for stone pestles, md}.ack
harhuaband,masfaraaIcmgatherhadmthingtodowithCuﬂlmbu
university., Mabel and Jack were; still are no doubt, black. They need
not have lived in Harlem. It was a choice of conscience. He was a
teacher, perhaps an art dealer-—l can't establish which. He and his wife
felt they should nv+mmg ‘our people’., This was some years before
black militancy had taken hold of the city, ormthw%partofthe
city. Sophia had a room two floors above them, Inhcrnmx'tyun-—-
and Aaron's wife in the most astonishing way corroborates the mr!-—-
she gets these facts confused with her later friendship \vith thelprofessor
%Afmn and his wife, in Manhattan. That was simply a frd.endship
‘mmnmabodcanﬁquarim. He and his wife sat for hours with Sophia "'/S-

talking the Talmud, sometimes with a rebbi present too. There was a
question of Sophia 'becoming & Jew's Now this she has confused with
the earlier Harlem pericds And she has confused (desire ha&\a shaping
hand here, I suppose) Mabel Hals, tn-mmymungmuhthe
south, mrsdofmupsmamaamnngmitufhwmfmu-
nd.tingamtmstwithtlmbhd&ofherakinhu:ﬂapmsa&msout
80 clearly on the hot dayn-& her plump, mu/\w ohonks,g
th a quite opposite kind of

\'.
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creature (but memory takes no account of opposites), namely 'the slim
one', as Sophia calls her, the wife of Aaron, who never so much as
breathed an informal sentence to her in all her lifel

Nor was there ever a question of Sophia putting wooden spangles,
much less jewellery, on Mrs Aaron's naked body. Whether there was a
hidden and entirely unenunciated love between them I cannot say. They
both say there was. But again, memory here is shaped by present desire.
We can make anything we like out of the past. Already in the act of
memory lies desire, before we get to work on it. Its picture thus
is much more of the present than the past. For we shape 'past’ events
according to the needs of our roving destiny.

This whole question of destiny has been overlooked for centuries
in the west. We are rendered by this loss spectators of a jumble of
happenings which end suddenly and unreasonably with death, having begun
as suddenly and unreasonably with birth. We have twisted ‘destiny® to
mean 'what the future will unfold®, namely the prison of events that
grows up round us,; compelling us to this action or that. But our
destiny is an active choosing, and this choosing we exercise first and
foremost in memory. For this reason it is not too important that
people here confuse events, and make accusations that simply do not
apply.

The talk below about Sophia being ‘one of us', 'one of our race’
came not from Aaron or his wife, as she claims, but from the Hale couple.
Sophia looked negro to them, she 'thought and behaved negro'. I can
believe this. Sophia is one of those universal creatures Indians,
Arabs, Aztecs seize on as one of themselves. Now the long discussions
she had with Asron and his wife were of quite a different or der from
the rollicking ones, laced with laughter and loud kisses, that she had
fem e e e
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with Jack and Mabel. With the Aarons, being older, she was naerer the
religious quest that dominat':ed her life and entered all her loves like
the Song of Solomon, 'quiv m’with worship.

Perhaps Aaron and his wifo\rmmiacd the Jew in me', as she says.
It doesn't seem likely. They are a quiet couple, and he is perhaps @&
too orthodox to try to meke converts. But what Sophia does with her
memory is to put spangles on Aaron's wife, and transfer the damp heat
pf the Hale apartment in Harlem Z:to the air-conditioned Aaron apart-
ment in Manhattan! And she transmutes a lot of half-kidding talk about
her being a negress into talk about *the race in exile'. A story comes
about, then, which never happened, but which fully realises the desires
of those who say it did heppen! Destinies take shape by sweeping the
material of past events into a whole that begins to alter present events!
And the degree to which we alter the past squals the degree to which we
mean present events to be influenced by thems Thus,; wonder of wonders,
Aaron's wife corroborates Sophia‘'s false stﬁry, and willingly receives
the spangles on her naked body! Not only this but (mueh later in the
book) she plants some very dangerous dog-pills at her husband's bedside
in the island hospital in the mad hope that he will take them (and he
does). Now she ha+othing against her husband. She has always, as
far as appearances go, been a faithful wife. They have had children
most successfully, unlike the Renegade. But she—and even Aaronle—
will say later that she had affairs with gentiles before her marriage.
Of course it is not "true'. Her thoughts, and his thoughts, offer
quite a different picture from the *truth'. Indeed, it is fm@d\ow
alone that the peridous situation of the dog-pills arises. They both
‘use' Sophia in these thoughts, castigating her for what she did not do

or think (for she did it and thought it with Jack and Mabel, not them!),
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and Sophia pn her side sends shafts of flaming resentment across the
two or three kilometres between her villa and theirs because they
‘isolated’ her from her friends in New York (she was 'isolated' with
the Hales!) and turned her hair grey with 'glanced accusations' which
denounced her as deceitful or out for self-gain. As she rightly says
whenever she mentions this imaginary situation, *it was really I myself
who did the accusing, I was under the most acute self-examination of my
life's Jhere lies the point! We need all these 'past' events, real
or modified or transposed, to bring ourselves into clearer focus! It
doesn't matter to Sophia whether the Aarons really did accuse her.

It doesn't really matter if she imagined the whole damned lot! The
point is that the accusations are necessary for her development, through
arduous self-examination, and that "real events' and 'real people' and
‘our real selves' are simply thoughts that we are choosing and which,
no less, once formed, are choosing us.

It is the Mother Superior of the island-convent who puts this most
clearly, as we shall see., For this reason she is able to ec}iwe for
S%lu her release back into convent=life, so to speak, her accaptame,
again not so much by the Church as the holy spirit itself. Sophia's
happiness after her first visits to the convent, and the Mother Superior's
first visit to her, are described at the end of this book. Yet they had
nevar met befors. It is clear that their destinies seized hold of the
dog-pill scandal at the hospital to make it all possible. I think they
would both say (the Mother Superior would actually say it and Sophia
would nod ardently) that anyone unaware of a destiny shaping his life
is a poor devil indeeds They would say that he thereby misses the
chance of greating events.

Another point; the thoughts spoken here are not meant for gther
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people by the speakers. They are not even quite waking thoughts.

Those who speak them are in a state of daydream, sometimes actual dream,
even deep sleep.
They are not conclusive, in this sense. They are felt or projected, on

an inchoate level usually, and the The

speakers might be surprised to hear their thoughts repeated back to
them! This is because, while the thoughts, however inchoate, emerge
from their minds, they are not rational in the sense of abiding by a
space~time formula. Thus, Aaron's wife should not be thought to feel
secret love towards Sophia just because she says she does. She, the
present Aaron's wife, feels a stirring interest, lost in deep #privata
regions of sleep and dream, far below conclusive space-time thoughts,
towards the past Sophia whom she knew on a number of formal occasions
in New York and whomL, after all, ehé has over the years formed into an
image, delectable or dark or dangerous, according to the needs of her
(Mrs Aamon's) destiny. If told that she, in her waking space-

time self, is attracted to the present Sophia she might laugh. One
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glance at the present Sophia, in the flesh, might dispel in a moment
all her Saphia-(o;d'.:a:)ad thoughts, just as actually seeing Sophia in his
lounge one momin% for the first time in five or seven years, suddenly
dispels Asrons hatred of her, which he has been quietly building up.
That is, the Aaron destinies no longer require per destiny to hover in
their orbit.

No, these thoughts are not in the order of rational statement;
that is not the language of feelings anyway. But no more are they
irrational, much less unconscious! Everything we know comes through the
mind, even dreams, but we must not expect the mind to apply its rationalist
maohinary (the forming of impressions into obdouts, m thoughts &=E
nnm7 an ‘objective world') at all times and to all things. These
thoughts, I mean those on the inchoate lewvel, are in thenatureafz_o-_
hearsals for action, or rehearsals for new departures in feeling, new
self=liberations. The actual finished performance (for the actors the
work hes all been done, and @ certain routine sets in) lies in the
‘objective wordmt thoughts thet may or mey not result, namely in events
gutside* (whiahir{uaﬂnudmtbaphysicalinurdertobcmoidmd
objective, but simply strong and speakable feeling).

Turning everything into words, in our acutely literary civilisation,
has accustomed us to false accounts of people'’s 'feelings' as if these
were always in a ready spece~time form, It isn't that we need a dream-
language, to cope with that lower nrdu- of thought. The result would be
even more literary. No, vaf Jjust have to recognise that what is going
on in the cauldron of the mind is pilotted by destiny in a much larger

9 ot werd
meaning than the Christian dafinitiochllows. Violent aspirations
rage and throw up the images they require, Jjoining or dividing or trans-
posing, or even re-imagining, past events (already kneaded to a definite
shape by the mind perseiving them at the timel) into the material that

only at the end, one might say at the superficlal end, comes to words
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and actual happenings. It is no use trying to devise a language for
those raging and experimental bacchanalia of the mind, those rehearsals
where so much is $SSE improvised, because language is ﬂa:énr a space=
time service for the clufif’ication of objects, « Formed %“5}‘“

Of course gomg people here-—(assandra and the Renegade, for instancewe
choose the old form of ‘objective’ narrative for their thoughts, that is
even in a state of half=-dream they do not allow Mhtarw
until they have reached some order of cogency. In Cassandra‘'s case this
erises from desp class-discipline (her ‘'imperial’ side, she would say),
s0 that even her dreams talk rEE like Macaulay. In the case of the
Renegade we have a mind in such a chronic state of chaos, unable to retain
past events or dreams or even the space-time formulae to which he for dear
life clings, as to make it difficult for a clear destiny to teke shape at
alle His perheps is the biggest fight of all. He clings to the
'reasonable' way of talking because he believes that this is the way
the mind talks when in its proper function. His inchoate desires,
his nightmares, his lusts are all, for him, in an area of the sick and
rejectable, a simple hindrance to life. In other words, Cassandra
and the Renegade are, of all the people "talking' here, the children
of the ninetsenth century, par excellence.

To get back to the story, Sophia, at the height of her friendship
with the Aarons, left New York on one of her many routine business trips
to Eurcpe. &he called in at Tangiers to see an old friends this is
'Cassandra’s By the way, no one 'talking' here likes to use his or her
name except Sophia herself, who feels hErssXf—tu—N% ancient enough to
deserve that names the others feel that their 'real/names are not real
enough to describe thems So we have to pick our way rather unsatisfacte
Jorily through Rensgades and Aerons and Madison Avenue Hairdressers, A/ow

T”f(.‘é:ssandm suggests to Sophia that she should built/ herself a villa
‘somewhere close by'. Having lived the greater part of her life in
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Arab}émntuu. Cassandra is by now intoxicated to the blood with Thete
&8 velvet-black nights G=thmisssxis and the bitter-sweet shrill
0 ke Arale d%h
miaa% and the fierce haunting eromas. She thinks Spanish Morrocco
might be suitable for Sophia, or maybe ‘a place outside Beirut’,
Sophia nodded and bit her lip, and chose instead a Mediterranean island
sufficiently close to Italy to have been owned for a time by the Queen
of the Adriatic, and by the Greeks before them, and not so far from
Islam as to lack what Cassandra calls 'a certain bite's That is why
Sophia took the Aarons with her on her next trip. He needed a place
in the sun, for his health. They saw the ialand) bought a plot of
lands A few weeks later Cassandra (who had actually lived on the island
some years before) bought a plot of land two or three kilometres down the
coast: it's for you, she told Sophia. And for you, Sophia replied.
S0 they set up house together. As for the guarrel that then began
to divide the Aarons from Sophia, it never happened, though it seems
devoutly to have been wished not only by the parties concerned by all
their friends tool whatdidhappmmth@tmnyaawlessandlessof
each other. The Aarons may have been critical of Sophia as a kind of
biological troublemeker. I mean they may have heard of her adventures.
Perhapss And there m an episode involving the Renegade which caused
Sophia to feel resentment towards them. ﬁﬁamaarly days on the
island, before Sophia's place was built. And it seems actaully to have
huppmedBT pid Aaron's wife ask her not to let the Renegade into the
house as a joke? Anyway Sophia, who could be strangely without humour
sometimes, took it seriously, and refused him entrasce. The Aarons,
being orthodos, werg critical of the Renegade with his silver-knobbed
cangs They invented % nickname. No great personal insult was ine
volveds He was simply a lapsed Jew in their eyes.

This episode became a characteristically 'Sophian® one. She used
it for her destiny for all she was worths And from this time she saw
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the Aarons less and less. A new set of events was taking shape in
her, of which the Aarons now began to play a formative part as the silent
and imagined (or rather created) accusers. It must have astonished
Aaron, to say the least, to see Sophia stride into his house after an
absence of at least five years and hear her screaming abuse miislm on
account of his (perfectly ‘created'!) maltreatment of a Sister Mahatma
of whom he had never heard and who in any case had lived behind the convewt-

enclosure ever since shtftmvallad from Bombay ten or twelve years beforel
But her destiny needed Sister Mahatma at this time, too.

And Mabel and Jack Hale, why don't they fi;u:?e[i?this destiny?
Have they long ago been ‘absorbed'? Sophia never mentions them, and,
I swear, will never mention them as long as she lives. T%iaon&‘:
lav':ff; othwwmt;a: &ebg:::‘m inp eonvan?,;-\, and felb e

- = violent sense of having been

torn from the holy spirit tim

af—iame—nemomnt at the age of a:!:,htun. Deep down she believes that

her ‘unusual sins® accounted for that x;yptura, her 'biological®' sins.

Now her silence about all these things means not shame but rgverence.
< TP a use for wha?has BSe put safuly inte & ttle
tanp}e:frthehad:ofhormind. uaheland-lackm}(ae less than
aacut.:l'k She will never see them again, probably. They are embalmed,
monumentally, in her past, m a good omen for mm so
positive indeed that she fears to upset their golden spell on her life
by actually naming them. Let me explain. Giving such perfection
actual names would seem to her to reduce the experience of their love,
which must now remain a state of being inside her, beyond naming,
and much more even than a memory. Even the memory of being sent from the
convent is not painful to her so much as simply a state of being now,

a hunger which spurs her silently from day to day to 'return' to
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where she belongs, &8 the arms of that spirit €=t sent her out into
the world to "shed' her sins. She will never mention this quest,
siunoitisonlyknowntohnr.aotoapuklinthopomofhwakin.
Itisnlmstthecmditimofhubdngmw. And I only know this
tobothocmbacwuiﬁfmwmnshﬂyh"mmofhar
searching narratives. We are all perhaps moved by these silent guests,
of which the 'rational' world we have constructed over the last few
centuries makes a hopeless mess, because it is obliged, by its limited
cosmology, to describe us in terms of the work we do or the money we
earn or even our habits of dress. |

The free will in destiny is not after all in the mind, which chooses
money and work and dress, fortune good or bad, order or havoc. The
real free will operates only through the nind.andt;mardsobdmtim
beyond the aiqd. TEE fhe mind-cosmology cannot adequately explain

The following is Sophia's description of that afterncon episode
involving the Renegade, atthammﬁlh. BBk It harks back five,
maybe seven years. ©6he was staying with the Aarons while her own house
was in construction.

Once; atmislmdwimnurwm.lmldthmughmmru;'
arches of the verandah at a path that curled round the valley below,
and saw a man walking slowly up, a cane in his hand. Something glittered.
I realised later that this was the cane's silver knob. He used the cane
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as a switch now and then, making leisurely dabs at the burned grass on
either side. It looked like the first garden of the world. The sun-
light was painted on it, and you couldn't imagine it leaving~--a deep mellow
gold that made the oleander bushes look like bunches of iren spikes supporte-
ing flames, and the mimosa, blooming late, became specks of dusty yellow
light that had found a way of becoming permanent. I knew who the man was.
I turned to her and said (it doesn't matter about her name, because the
biological recurrence of her kind is infinite, and she was no exception

to dozens of other wives I knew), He's coming up the hill, your neighbour.
You would have thought I'd thrown a wet dishcloth at her. She jumped out
of her chair and shouted, What? How does he dare? It didn't strike me
as strange, a neighbour walking up a sun-painted hill about drinks-time,

to exhahange island-smiles and then go down to his banker's boredom again.
We'd strolled down to his place enough times. He was a small furry man
with thick black hair an:}?lwoknd nose. You wanted to hug all eight stone
of him, then throw him in a corner to sit on later, when your feet were
tireds The pores of /fhis skin breathed intimations of debit and credit
columns. His mellow, friendly eyes blazed with gold at the edges.

He reminded me of the national game park in Kenya: eyes like his were bred
by many years of basking in the sun and eating other creatures alive.

She said, If you're nice to him I'1l never spsak to you again! I turned
round to face her in a certain innocently enguiring way I have, which puts
@ husky boyishness into my voice, and asked, Why? Why? And the answer
came as final and closed as the covenant itself, Bmu_ho he's a renegade
Jew! {

I accepted that. After all, she was a Jew. Hor‘\fathar never looked
up when you entered the room. All his 1life he had hi: I\Qad turned modest-
ly away. He never once looked me in the eyes. Tharc uaé ‘supposed to be
something religious bout that, I mean I could have felt angn
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but the fact that he really had passed beyond the body, clearly so,
quenched all the fire in me. He was a peal Jews I couldn't call his
daughter that, ((This is an example of where Sophia confuses Asron's
wife with Mabel. As Cassandra will say later, Mabel's husband always
ribbed her (Mabel) over her lack of 'black self-identifcation'. This
Sophia too, eslways impressed by strong male arguments if not by the male
himself, W o s of Mebel's heresy was ‘Black and white
1sallth.metnme',withanm;d'hglmwz She would say to Sophia
when they were alone together, It's only the men want to make all this
black-and=white trouble.)) She went to the synagogue with her husband.
Every day I heard Aaron praying on the verandsh. He said to me once,

I feel so close to you=-—and you're so complete-—and there's something
so ancient about you--are you sure you aren't Jewish? I know you arel
I feel it! ((This sounds very like Jack Hale. He was a tall, slim,
wstadwedﬂoshmim.mrelndianthmnmtolodcat,ﬁth&
earnest way of talking. Here Sophia transmutes what he seid into Aaron's
mouth with the most telling effect.))

8o when she called their neighbour a renegade Jew I thought there
must be something in it. He came nearer the house, step by unconcerned
step. She said, sitting back in her wicker chair, her skirts up to
her hips (I swear she tantalised her son this way, there was no limit to
her carnal inventions), And you can answer the door, I'm not going tol
((Another obvious reference to Mabel, who, being safely embalmed as
perfect, in ”tho past, must not be allowed hn;')mmmanty, so it has to
be transposed to the undemonstrative wife of Aaronl)) She was a slim
little thing (Aaron'’s wife). One of her sppeals for me was that she was
so like a boy. Ndcedahamasmo&aaaankingpiy((ﬂebsl.againl))
And she sat there refusing to stir., What could I refuse to those clear
round breasts; uplifted like a girl®s? Her voice was as slim as she
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wass It in sinuated its way across the verandsh, slipped into your
brain before you had heard it, almost. Her eyes were slim. Her
commands were slim. They left no room to be disobeyed.

When his knock came I walked down the travertine stairs like a
servant (Miranda was out), setting a frown on my face for all I was worbh.
A frown puckers up my eyes in a pained way, without giving the slightest
impression of thoughts It points my eyes with disapproval (not
coldly but predatiously), and when I opened the door he got this ancient
dart straight between his mild gold-rimmed eyes, the poor renegade jackal.
He began to smile but then his eyes faltersd and fluttered and his mouth
drooped. I was bursting with pity. I wanted to throw my erms round his
and shout, Darling, do come inl But my opening stage-business had para=
lysed me as well as hime Then to my astonishment he became guite un—
paralyseds And do you know what I found? She was standing behind mel
She was smiling her slimmest, most charming smile towards himl And he
was already advancing into the hall, almost brushing past mes He took
a couple of drinks with us on the v erendsh and reserved all his speech
for her, giving me an aoccasional fluttering glances I do believe she
enjoyed it] She glanced and glittered at hime And I moves in my
wicker chair like a vast boy who had made a gaffe, in a continual uproar of
 gracking strew like a wagon on its way to market. And then he went his way
down the hill agein, while the sun began to steal its mellow colours away
and artfully plant night by quick degress.

As I walked down that hill with my silver-topped cane slung under
my arm I had reason to smarte Without the slightest provecation, having
hitherto received only smiles from that big fat lesbian cow, and hugs,
and shouted darlings (I never like these effusive openings, they always
ph\t’nmfuho],malnostmutsthadwrinnyfml There's a goy
for youl Yes! If it hadn't been for her, I mean the other one, slim



-3 (3) =

and graceful in her cheir, a Jewess, I might have passed a very embarrassing bal
half-!murindoedl Mitms.lmmwuodbymeofnymm. I
suppose that underneath, really and tmlydmundmaaw. th-f‘eala
disdein of us, a racial disdain they are not,bewmem however, deep enough
to understand and extirpate. My Bod, that disdain has led me an inner
dance of death indeed! meymmodnyndcainncm?mﬁmm.
And look what wars they've brought on menkind! I'wm/not very eloguent.
I wish I was. Imwum%mmeummuommum
their so-called crusades against the infidel, they tore down their own
Virgini They attacked the Greek empire solely for the booty and the
eolonial outposts. Yes; I was read:l.ng thats I always thought there
mmethingvaliantaboutit—-ahelymmlalm—-mﬁ.llmdm
Theymtundwtheswbolofthecroaamdthtymfarmnwdma
thantheﬁamansmhadinmtedit‘ Yu,thoﬂmansinvmteﬁz;maaa
mean style of execution--—=for petty thieves and so on. I read that
too.

Anyway, crusades aside, here are the facts. I have a nap after
lunch and write three or four letters to the office, routine business

stuff that can risk delays I decide on a walk up the hill and I pick up



- 15_‘-

my silver-knobbed cane. Silver makes it heavy but I like it, If

you caught anybody a blow on the head with that you'd do some damage.
Likewise I keep a scimitar by my bed. I picked it up in a sidestreet in
Jerusalem, or perpaps it was Jaffa. You never know. Money produces
friends and it produces enemies. But to get back to the walk up the hill,
I decided to go and see our new friends, three of them living together in
an exotic ménage if ever there was one. She as slim as a boy, her legs as
near to being perfect female legs as I've seen. And then her husband—
bushy-hair:iu.lm 'stwuldars fat and broad, slightly hunched, and the sharp
Jet=black eyes of a man looking out for trouble because trouble has been
pushed t!is way as it has been pushed mine! Yesl And then Ithe frequent
9_}!_3__8;,[‘1.” goodness. A furry animl! She reminds me of the national
game park in Kenya. But you couldn't say precisely what enimal. Nor
would you say she was a woman. Or a man. sh.iaathirdcmwr9£

Bave me a kiss the second time we met, a smack on the cheek that put me in
mind of voluptuous ﬁighta--of the kind I have dreamed about but never ex-
perienced, My goodness. Strides about the room devouring you with attent-
ion—--gyes that scrutinise you anew with every glance, as if they .ﬁ: some=-
”thing different in you each time. And her voice, like a tenor. I oan’
hear ha*inging somgtimes from my bathroom. That piece of Othello's where
he's retiring to bed with Desdemona=—=something about the dense night and
every plamur being extinguished. Her voice drifts down the hill as ifee
well‘.j[zpms and concerts no longer took place in public halls but in the
heart. It makes me—--not embarrasseds it halts me. Sometimes I could
cry. We have a sad destiny. I've done genercus things for people and
then had to withdraw my hand quick before it was bitten off. Sadness lies
in those jet-black bitter eyes of my neighbour too. I wonder what he thinks
of me. He never seems to be in when I call., I heard he goes to the
synagogue and if his daughter walks out with a goy he throws a blue fit.

I'd like to see my sons' faces if I told them not to generate with
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gentiles! You have to bear crosses in this life. As a matter of fact
knowing this brought me to an understanding of that lonely Jew who long
ago bore that cross of wood on his shoulders.: TEEEEEEETSETETimEmE=n
bthestotmee.  And if he thinks I've sold up anything he can go fry his
faca. My sons-ine-laws are all goys. k/d—t odl Ko o) ham.

&. I stood placidly knocking on the door, looking back at the first
garden of the world (or so it seemed), with the last of the sun painting
the sypresses such a colour that you thought it could never be wiped off,
when suddenlyghe is standing there before me with her syss puckered up
like a faun's. I swear she had pointed ears and a couple of hoofs for a
mmt! I smiled a hullo but there was no change: no doubt that the faun—
 scrutiny was intandsd for me. My heart made a Juupl The same look that

Kong Iodoundl Cofore!
a country nlu” secretary[had given me years m&//h e look they must have
given us when they handed out stars of David in the streets of Munich,
Krakow, Amsterdam! The look they had when they closed the oven doors with
geee=] No, I couldn't bear that this destiny should follow me here, in
this fertile haven cradled in the seal But then I saw hier faces She
was standing behind the faun. So slim, so collected, with that special
composure our pecple have when they are at their best (namely, when they
are left untroubled): I almost pushed the faun aside. I mads myself
enjoy those highballs. It was a sad half-hour. 'Sad destiny' kept ringing
in my ears. But as I looked across at the sﬁ‘n}‘and a Moorish song drifted
up from the sweltering balley, it seemed to me tha?‘um agresment about this
destiny passed between our 4eyas. She saw and understood what I felt.
And the faun shifted her great backside about so much in her wicker chair
that I thought we were in a packing factaory.

Those are simply the facts. A Jn knocks on a door and a goy turns
& black frown on him while another pem. draws him in a with a welcoming smile.

There is no disputing that; It isn't a matter of opinion, I would like K



think a lot of things. But these are the facts, I would like to
believe that Socrates, in talking to Phasdrus as he did, was being
highly spiritual. Whereas he simply wanted a boy.

At this point I feel I must interrupt, having said nothing so far.
Sophia has called me 'slim®, all but a boy, and implied that I am the
serpent while she is the qula holding me in her claws, as my husband once
showed me on an Egyptian tomb, the eagle meaning spirit and the serpent
sexs I really believe she thinks me a sexual machine,; and I know, as
true as I sit here gazing across what really does seem the first garden
ever conceived, that she thinks I wear open skirts in the house to trap
my eldest son, whose pencil doodlings consist entirely of the female
bosoms ((I cannot decipher this. Aaron's wife has two sons, both
married with children of their own. Mabel on the other hand did have
nwm-—ﬁttlamréthantmymnl@ﬁm%hiaknatm. And
Mabel did try to trep him, in a household game that made Sophia ‘bend
over double wth laughter®’ (Cassandra). Mabel would make straight for
the child's genitals, then, drawing her hand away, show har thumb pushed
between her forefinger and middle finger, imiziing—it—up—fomr—idu—tor—=ee
as if she had just stolen his little manhoods This transfersnce to

w{ouu
Aarm'svdfc. so much the opposite in her approach to her children,

gives Bmmw plunn:ri)) A peculiar puckered

lock comes across her brow when she feels that I want to trap her too.

((8o Sophia's transference suits her, or it suits her to claim that it
suits her!)) But didn't she trap me? take them in her hands one morn-
:I.nginﬂwa.umhattanmmtmdgythcymnkathaﬁmtmuof
creation when the girl was just emerging from the boy (she has a theory
about that)? But this fear of £ her, of my wanting to trep her, how=
ever simulated it may be, brings out the trapping impulse in me, and I
am suddenly in an scstasy of pleasure at having this furry, prowling,

== ==
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big=bellied beast among us, like the stranger that came to Abrsham's
tent and Abraham knew it was God. That was how she appeared to me.
She came into our 'cave's She calls it a cave, wherever we live
((quite imaginary, this))e She said to me one day, Why don't you lst.
the light in? It's so dark! You live in darkness! ((It is difficult
to imagine their formal relationship leading to this kind of intimate
dressing-down. I feel that Aaron's wife here needs this statement to
be made about the way she lives, or used in New York to live. She
nmwa&om%nmwhmmammgnmtmhmmW)
And, truly, sometimes I think of myself as a creature of darkness.
When the Queen of the Night sings from the sky I am always giddy with the
thought that it is me gy even that I was exercising myself in
ﬂozart'snindwhanhamte;z;ml The Queen plays a vague and cone
tradictory part in the opere=--he could easily have left her out, but
I believe I was present to him,; I bdouched his writing hand. And in
fact I sleep in the day, weke at night, because the silence of the night
is fearfully noisy to me, I am so alive to its spirits and vibrations!
Can you imagine that? Whu?éraﬂtura could be more night-orientated
than that? ((This question has a fairy-tale lift of the voice, because
the whole thing about waking at night is a fairy-tals. Here she has
doneamattxusfma@ﬂabelﬂah.mmnydidwdmatniaht.
tumﬂcathwbakerytwoblnd&amintoﬂarlen! As far as 1
can tell the Aarons never kept a late night if they could help it.))
He too has called me slim, my legs the most perfectly female legs
he has seen. I mean the renegade Jew, with his silver-knobbed cane,
smmngmﬂmhiuhtakewmmmyf'hasinsultadusby
sittingusatthebuttmof‘hisdiningtnblellﬂnﬂn-&hispmfma
for the gentiles there. My husband really disgorged himself when we
walked back home that night, he ejected viclent gushes of indignation,
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sereaming almost triumphantly that he had been seated ‘down-table’
as he called it. A much younger man, a goy of course, and g member
was seated next to the hostess! But my

husband knew and I knew that it was their furniture that stuck in our
thmta/a The renegade expresses himself in furniturs! First there is
mlwuhofit.mmmitmm,mmmwmumdme
polished tiles and the abstract ‘shit-and-drip® paintings as my husband
unnathn,mtaeudumorwmamdmm»ohtdmcm.wua'b“:r
—— atm.mdgkmm-mmmnng.
that someone has fallen from the divine secret! From a gentile you
2xpect bright boxes of tricksy accessories, like the sculpture that
groaens and squirts water, they know no better and deserve no better,
but here was a man in whom a secret burned and he had let the flame
go out! How my husband yelled, his voice echoing across the lovely
night. mm'tmmméﬁtmm(mm
adnittedly is three hundred miles away across a stretch of water)
Mm&um&tmw/ﬁn*eawwvmmhml Yes,
one is harder on the renegade than on the enemy.

And if I am slim, if I am all but perfect in my legs, it is because
1 have been adoreds A man like my husband doesn't come and put brace-
mmmmwmmnuxtl::murwmm.
((m.pmsmml.mafmefmwmuamm
Sophia certainly introduced her f§ to them. xmnmmﬂmmt
several times to thefff) Herlem spartment. But theysmrmma are as silent
mmmmzeumia.)) Agein and again I have heard from
my husband that clothes do me harm! The only other one who ever echoed
that was Sophia. We gave her everything we had. She could walk into our
bedroom whenever she wished. If anyone had told us before she came
that a gentile would one day be entering our bedroom at will we would



have laughed! WMy father, who will never raise his eyes to look at a
stranger, would have burst into tears. Not that I am like my father, or
my husband. I spend little time thinking. much less prayings To be the
wife of a praying man is enough perhaps. But I do believe what she said
once, in our bedroom as a matter of faet, sitting on my bed, that we Jews
hold objects sacred, an air of sacredness hangs round gur furniture, it
makes the smallest spangle placed on me heavy with meaning beyond itself,
while the gentile moves in a world of objects which are dead and meaningless
to him, meptintheizjfumtionofbdnglaamdannrmtmwtofnr
wasked in, without the smallest touch of the divine. That is the difference
between their homes and ours. There is why my husband disgorged his
fury after being in the renegade's home and finding simply objects that
made grotesque squealing noises and not & single thing prayed about or
prayed for or prayed in frobt of. Plnw has the Race survived? In the
throb of the air in a Jewish home---nothing spoken, nothing seenl An
empire that required no outposts, a temple requiring no walls! Therefore
a renamde Jew is one who has wilfully destroyed the Race, by not being alive
to the throb} However much gold he may send to Isreel, however much the
names of Wagner and Richard Strauss and Nietsche may meke the blood boil in
his head, he has murdered the Race no less than the blackest exterminatorl
For the Jewi®h in me (I didn't always realise this, I had a child by a
gentile once) you have to look further than my slimness or even my perfect
(WNedlets I say, ha rever did Rave o bid & o gentils)),
legs. I[ I am reminded of the Marschallin in Die Rosenkavaliery she gets
up in the middle of the night and stops all the clocks in the house because
she cannot bear the racing of time, which is louder at night because the
day's camoufilages are absent! The llar:o%ll:l.n in me comes not from a
noble Viennese house but from the daughters of Shem, and I stop the clocks
to hear the silence of the desert of Mesha, mtimsne_verwas} But
shove that desert-silence is the racing of my thoughts. She said I am
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all serpent. All body, all sex. And I said to her once, Yes, sex is all
I think about. And she realised, from my eyes, that I meant her to under-
what that
stand sowething quite different from/eutting gentils wards (which almost
cowld ever

rhymes with 'axu') ,(um denote. I left her to get my meaning, but I don't
think she ever dide I am saying this in the middle of the night, so that
my thoughts follow sach other without apparent eonnection, but there is a
mesmeric connection deeper and more important than any daytime, bleak logic

(of ﬁmtiln manufacture} can ds/tcuvw. Sex is racial passion! What the

daughters of Lot did was simply incest in gentils eyes. These two girls
said to sach other, Since there are no young men available to give us
children, we will have to go in and lie with our father, so that his seed
will not be lostl Gex is recognition o}; the seed! I keep the seed alive
in my sex; my body! When my husband puts spangles round me he is far beyond
calc’fuhting a mean spasm of pleasure for himself, which is gentile sex.

He is perpetuating the seed! adoring the seed! The seed, the act étself,
the spangles and the yards of brmda;", the silks and damasks, all one and
the same thingl The poor gentile drops into his snoring bed and if his
hardness happens to correspond with her softness, well then, & conjugation
takes place which gives him pleasure and her pleasurs, like a bottle of
wine or a good evacuation, and that is the end of it, they turn over and
snore agein, and if in the course of the next few months a child appears,
why, that is an event which has little or no comnection with the firstg
But we in the same act are entering deep into the past, the night, the
future, we r'm;h the desert of Mesha, we glow, we hear the voices of
forbears, the history of our Race unfolds with forbidden wonder in our
blood, we see all that was done from the building of the house of God in
Jerusalem with Nebuchadnezzar's vessels of gold and silver, to the bui%ing
of this other temple on an island hilllf always think of Mesha as desert,
for the silence that this word denotes for me, but in fact it was the land
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ofmkmunymmmmmu! I understend and love my
husband when he shows a sudden frozen horror on hearing that our daughter
is walking out with a gentile. xtwummmﬂutmm
her! I know, because I did it myselfy But when you unite yourself to
your proper seed sgain, when you go in to the Jew, the air is pure, the
frult 1s alive again! She woulgbven o better to stesl soross the tarrace
mmmmv,mmfm.mmmmnmumu.mm
kegp his seed! I am bold enough to say that I hope my son will come 6n
to me before he comes into a gentiles I am bold end mad enough to say
that!

For a whore is a desp ditch, and a strange women i3 a narrow pit.

Who spoke?

This is how I began to ses sex in sverything, because sex msant the
seed end the propagation theref. The seed is the night-silencs, the
Wmm,mmw.mmuhml If
Froeud saw sex in sverything, what was the reason other than that his
mmmwmm.mmtmmmwm.ugnm
mm%mmﬁmmmfw.mmmm
special scstasies (the kind the gentile dossn't know)? Gomeone said to
me once, Sigmund Freud was talking about the Jews, it was all he knew about,
the Jewish family. mm’k&h’mm.mwxmmm
fearful of accepting the remark, through wanting not to undermine Freud's
place on the list of greet universal minds. But it then cecurred to we
that I had always read his work as a private message, always wondered how
wmu&MWuﬂmﬂmmﬁ.%Mﬂ#&t
ﬂnaﬂlﬁniﬁu‘hﬁmuﬁd&sfmnﬂmﬁdmﬁ&am
of the flash) Freudlen sex is family sex, But the gentils formicates
as one would teke @ bath, lingering over it or getting it don cuickly:

a matter of pleasure, sven gymnastics! h“Mﬁrfm
from the gentils ast, out of time present to time noneexistent,)to other
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men who were not other men at all but flesh of the same flesh, so that
I can say now, as the moon slants through the Moorish arches, that I saw
mam@fMWtfmmmmdw.mdﬁmtIfhd
wth Lot, and went into him in the cavel Yes, loved by my husbend I am
under the caresses of a hundred thousand menl

No wonder then that I fell in love with a goddess when she camel
Si\afilledﬂ\émled:omy. The friend who had just introduced her
looked a dwarf at her side, he disappeared] Her shoulders dplmost
touched the doorejembs. ((An enormous exaggeration of Sophia's hdqht
mﬂﬂ:]) Her black hair was bunched on her head like a million
snakess She had Gorgon-iledusa eyes, staring from a Roman sarcophagus.
My husband and I stared back at this anclent acquisiton, more fabulous
than any of the ceramic or stone or bronze finds it is his profession
to buy and selle ((Aaron never dealt in the art merket. Sophia mekes
the same 'error®s Of course this transference to Aaron of someone
elsa;spmfudm,mmapﬂ‘tofbothmhuandhismwﬁa,wst
mean something. According to the Aenegade, Sophia tried to persuade
him to attend a few Parke Bernet sales and ‘worm his way in's But
books were his lifeslong folly, as well as livelihood. He would spend
hours of his leisure time pasting up old books and restoring torn pages.
Iﬂzirkpaxhapstﬁmmalwayssnﬁthingmwshmfulahwtbodcs
for Sophle. The Mediterrensen tredition is sfter all such an oppasite,
plastic dne. She might have puud‘m ofthisfaelinuontnﬁis
wifes)) My husband did the talking. 'tnoy struck up one of those
friendships that heppen once in twenty years and touch the depths in
a few momentss ((GQuite untrue.)) I wasn't awere of my feelings at
once, only that something so strange had happened that my life would
havetuhewspmdcdfcratim.tnmmforthamwaﬁ.m.
For a few days I was "narrow’ and irriteble with my husbands Her
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ww%dmsml;\v&mm. When we were back in
East Fifth Street the folljowing winter she appeared——in the doorway
again, blocking out all other possibility of lifel You qon't believe
Mmda‘pasilynnsastﬁfthw. She took an epartment in the same
block, two floors up. ((Another trensference. Sophia remained in her
@B rooms two floors above the Hales,in Harlem,))Bhe abolished Harlem
for mes ((You see?)) She finished the sickening looks you got from
the blacks, she dried the spit when it landed just in front of your feet
on the sidewalk. Thiamwmuanmvedtomttm((l]).int%
a more or less identical situation, with her two floors up like before
((11)). One day some BB Telsmann was being played on the phonogreph

and I saw her whole face dance to the music, her eyes and proudly cared-

wae k&

for teeth and s,Juata'sif“hadbmmtﬁuus,asthestrmm

sent to Abrsham. One summer we couldn’t get away and had to bear one hundred
sweat that

and twenty degrees of humidity without air conditioning ((nevert)), and the A
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poured out of her armpits, staining her blouse, made sweating seem the
most desirable thing in all experience for me. Whatever she did was its
own euthentication] Again and again we said, You must be Jewish$ To
which she sometimes said with a smile, her eyes gazing downwards in that
exquisitely interior way she has, I might become one. In fact, she said,
I have every kind of white blood in my veins except Jewish., But we didn't
define Judah that poorly, to accapt that. For us she simply was a Jew,
she came from the Mesopotamian cradle where God was first addressed,
before the first nomadic triale that led to Israsl. Iyt ocourred to me
that one doesn't need to be born a Jew to be a Jew at birthl The race is
the seed is Godl And with Him anything is possible. I never spoke to
my husband about this. As for my father, I know he would tell me that
God had cheosen race and blood as His method, and never departed from the
Method because this woulgz;o argue that the Method had been unsound, and
this could not be, WMy father's arguments are beautiful to listen to.
They pursurde not by their reasoning but by the marvellous song of his
voice, He makes it a litany, and this litany seems chosen from outside
him, impeccable in its form, so naturally you find yourself believing it
before you have even understood it. These are night-thoughts. Both my
husband and I felt that she was a supernatural creature and had at last
found her home in us, as the tribes found Judah. Our saying to her,
8tay with us, you can take one of the apartments two floors up, the
Portorican family is moving out, was the circumeision of this creature
vhose male part was as strong as the female. I went out and bought stone
pestles, all I could lay my hands on, and sto;::;Bund the room with the
swollen part uppermost. She came in and when she saw them laughed and
said, What are you trying to do? Up to that time we had ahardly spoken.

((SHorne were on Fealtere D) #a Hola '&M-)
But now our eyes met for a moment. ,(

Yes; I remember her pestles. As if I could forget anything of those
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Harlem days. Afwmmﬂ\lcfitxfﬂtlm/‘m

-Lwnmmmxwummmmmn.mmny%&?m
door and get that possessive look backs ((Pmmblydaekﬂala'szpma-
iveness trensferred!)) I used to call him Afron (to myself) becauss after
wehad»knmnm&uﬂauswwalmmmmwalkpastmuthmm
showing, on his wey to the bath. ((Jack Hale, surely, again.)) It was
tuohat;tobaﬂmahoutthemriatias.andasxhadnsvwreauykm
anything about these anyway I took no care to keep my clothes on either.
As for her, with her stone pestles, I saw her in every state of undress,
knmwuwurhiclenfhwclnthing.wmtnhsram’i'smdwpantawhich
she used to wear (when they were dirty). ((An interesting drematisation
of Mabel's daring intimacies with her #8 son, transferred to Aaron's wife
ﬂmsesmsmbynmdandlingbabiasnfﬂnairo\m!)) I don't want to
dwell on these things. The words ars being torn from me, States of
dress and undress are, 1 know, stupendously unimportant. It was what
they were doing to me that hurtse Unknown to him she used to phone me
in the middle of the night, and all night, to pour out more of her talmudic
reflections, which werd fascinating, especially as they were all mixed up
with sexs ((Mabel would phone Sophia maddeningly from her bakery in
the middle of the night, roaring with laughter. Ghe loved to teas@ee
especially the clumsily loving Sophia, whom she described as 'like two
big sisters's)) I would just be falling into what she called my
"Mediterranean letherial' (a state lower than sleep) when that horrify-
ing bell would pierce through my dark worlds and at last I would manage to
raise my mountain of flssh on one elbow and say in a weak and husky voice
which I knew fascinated her, What now? He must never be told of these
night talks ((Jack Hale?)). None of her night-thoughts must teke his
mind off the Talmuds So in the day I had the job of responding like a
mirror to all his flashing reflections (lsss talmudic than genuinely



prophetic) as if I had had a good night's rest. ((This sounds most
peculiar., It is because Jack Hale was ‘genuinely prophetic! in predicte
ing the blackewhite struggle exactly as it happened in later years.))

I went grey in a years They cut me off from my friends-yes, they

made me write a letter to the renegade Jew down the valley, saying I could
no longer ‘entertain' him at a house that wasn't minel ((The Renegade,
who would make much of such a letter, never in any of his narratives
me%:l.ma it, which indicates that perhaps this too is a transferences

from what event I do not know.)) I knew it was weakness in me to @ w2

et lotter;
ﬂ:/\butlmlonnarhadamindtothinkwith.mysoulwasunderpossasa—

ion, Phudrua’(ﬂh Bocrates ghis an‘.ysias el o, e

the imprisoning encroachments of @ lover on % beloved; no one must

come within the loved one's sight who is richer or better educated than
the lovery the loved one must always be chaperoned by a safe friend.
This is the kind of love I gote They called me disloyall m

seteztetemy{[f) trensferred reference to the Hales, who ik fe1
that she needed a black ‘chaperone’, mw have shown jealousy
towards her white friends.))

And she was disloyal. If our apartment two floors down was hell,
I must say that hers two floors up was limbo., ((I am convinced that here ’
it may actually be Mabel speaking, or perhaps Aaron's wife thinking rw‘w
thoughts.)) ° She was capable of picking up any bedraggled human object
and returning home with it like a cat with a dead rat. You never knew
what you were going to get. She seemed never to have heard of the word
privacy, perhaps because (being Mediterranean) she had never Bnown real
loneliness. Being with others is so deep a biological necessity for
her, @ike breathing, that she never becomes conscious of it. She could
be "intimate' with anyone, except that there is no intimacy without
privacye I have seen hai? throw her great god's arms round a dozen
e — >



smelly strangers a day, and plant kisses all over ¥E8Er sweaty faces

which ;ﬁ:: been in the subway all morning, at night;luba or whorehouses
all nighte=—and then she has done the same to mel NEtEIIy—f—womrier
When she says we barred

her from her friends she means that after a month of having the refuse off
the New York sidewalks in our rooms---(Creole queers, a couple of hearty
German sapphists, a limp Irishman who drank us out of poteen in less

than an houre--we got a little tired. ((This Iﬁ:m#lg:u'what Aaron
and his wife saw at the Harlem apartment, when they visited Sophia and
the Hales. It ﬂ%-tha burden of the Hales' lament about
Sophia, confided Perhaps to the Aarons.)) When one day she brought in

a live Arab sﬁdch I left the apartment and didn't come back until nighte
falle I mean, I may be semitic, but only to the extent of the twelve
tribes. That caused me to ask her to limit her public. Her list qf‘
telephone numbers on two continents ran into volumes. It was the biggest
item in her luggage. As for me ringing her in the middle o#he night,
that is easily explained by her never being available in the day. 6he
rarely came in before two in the morning, and I would ring her at ten
minutes past, when I knew she was already in I her loose African striped
dishdasha that hints at the throbbing waked bulk beneath so thrillingly.
And my husband could never be told beoéuso it might have worried him to
think of me lying aweke all night, first. Second, I was in love wt with
her. Never having been guilty of a moment's sa.pphiaq even at school, 1

. couldn't risk him knowing that! I believe he was in love with her too,
for a time. I mean love in gur sensel The mandrakes give a smell,

and at our gates are all manner of pleasant fruits, new and old, which

I have laid up for thes, 0 my beloved!
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It ”mny does seem to be clear that in desire (I was goinn‘to say
imagination, but this i.a only the baggage train of desire) Sophia and
Aaron's wife had an affair. Yet they wers never more than strangers!
they never touched each other! they never said more than a formal word
to each other! As to how far the 'Sobhia‘ loved by Aaron's wife, and
the "Aaron's wife' loved by Sophia approximated to the existing or even
once-axisting Sophia and Aaron's wife, it is a less important matter
than the fact that this non-existent affair of theirs changed the course
of their livesl

What is actually achieved, what becomes expressed and physically
verifiable=—=this end-product of life--=is not life's most interesting
part, We are perhaps most changed by what we do not express, do not
ses, dare not even hope for. Only Sister Mahatma, of all the people
who meke themselves recognisable in this book (among a great jumble of
unidentifiable testimonies), seems aware of this g

that is going on all the timey and I mean by ‘aware' actually living,
herself, in that great part, as it manifests itself silently all round
her. Later, the Mother Superior will describe how Sister Mahatma
seems to know all her thoughts in their turmoil, and to 'm/th%og-
pill scandal, though she has heard nothing about it. For Sister
Mahatma takes minimal account of what I deseribe as the physical end-
product. She seems therefore to move, body and soul, in another time
realer than ‘our? time., She does not see herself as on a moving belt
of time, her life ticking away in seconds. The clock does not hold
her in its iron grip. It is she who changes the Mother Superior's
life, without 'doing' anything (or even saying very much). Through her
the Mother Superior sees her own past for the first time; its order,
but not its rational order, unfolds to her. She begins to realise,
for instance, why in her Munich youth Einstein's doctrine of relativity
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had interested her so deeply. She now sees that the doctrine effect=
ively destroys the idea of rational law in the universe,; by placing the
law in the observer. It makes everything the observer sees relative to
himself===which means not only to his position in space and time, to his
desires (all information-sesking has its built-in desires, naturally),
but to the form of his minds The doctrine harks back to Immanuel
Kant's Critigue without perhaps quite realising it:&.ldii»“?)t%::}n?ﬁ K:z:' o)
begin to seem to the Mother Superior the two great revoluti es,(uho
despite themselves destroyed rationalism once and for all. Long before
Eiﬂnatoin. Kant's doctrine 888 described space and time as built into

the act of perceiving itself; not 'ag'ecti‘ve' or outside us. They were
the 'necessary conditions' of all perception. They were not to be found
in the impressions that poured on to the mind through the senses. These
were simply impressions—touches, colours, sounds, rushing into the mind
without any builtein form of their own. We taste this formlessness only
on certain rare occasions; in delirium,in halfzisleep, in madness, though
the moment consciousness awakes in us the perceiving process starts up
and the impressions differentiate themselves into ZEigESEwe objects in

space and time; they begin to separate from sach other but above all

e
mm and we are able to say that they are no longer simply

our impressions, belonging to our tactile or aural faculties, but have
a life of their own, ‘objective's It is all done, this separating,
as an automatic p«r%f the perceiving process itself. Likewise,

when we see these ‘objects' in space and time as having weight or
volume or substance, as standing in relation to each other, it means
that gur minds have been at work, with their built-in 'categories' as
Kant called them, of substance, volume, relation—in one word form.
Form lies inside us, not 'outside'. The very concept of ‘outside®

is made by us ingide. So is the concept 'insides Eisstein added a second
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corrective to the idea that form lies 'outside' us. He said that =B
whelever  plgarved
the form of'(uhid\ we esme—swery was precisely determined by our pesition
secandly,
and manner of approach, whichlmo not static but, like the objects

we observed; in constant movement through space and time. It was for
this reason that he EEEys meintained that 'it is the theory that
decides what we can observe, not vice versa®s On the basis of this
bomb tlwn at the Christian space-time cosmology that had grown up over
the centuries (that f 'we' are inside and 'reality’ outside) he founded

his revolution,.
Giraeco -R oman o us,
Now -hat does thlt space~-time colmlogy. of w

really e].aiu? That there is no reality outside space and time, which

means to say that there is no reali
Mdthisintwnmnsmtmlythatvepmaivsallpossiblew

but that the perceiving function is the only one we have to pene qrate
lif:xt On these absurdities, one might say, a whole civilisation has
been based-—-gor rather, disastrous attempts to do so were made, and are
due only now for final dumping. The Mother Superior began to see that
the young drug=-addicts who poured into the mainland hospital (mostly
Anglo=Saxon and German) had found their escape from this cosmology
through drugs alonel She saw that there were many paths out of the
eomlogy. but dwgs‘:&edoﬁnitoly one of thems It was the key to
her success in rehabilitating some of the most extreme cases.

She came to uul:lsa that the g alternative to Kanﬂr,y 'categories
of the understanding?, 7111: into the mind and able to con struct per=
ce}ttions into an objective or ‘outside' world, was nu?( as he himself
said, 'a phantasmagoria of sensations'. For hm'z‘ altermative to
space and time, tuthemldofoxdmdobdectahiohwmadodinorder

alt el
to lead practical lives, was a reality mirizizmsts not perceived !but il

took possession of the perceiver, so that he found himself beyond space
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and time, in a condition neither ‘inside®' him nor ‘outside' him but
totally comprehensive, as if the originating breath of life had been
found, the anvil at which both disordered impressions gnd the ordering
faculties which took them in hand were created. Both the order and the
disorder become, for her, simply convenient functions to help pilot the

prisoner through the temporary destiny of the flesh. In neither lay
realityy

She saw that since Kant and Einstein lived by the glorification of
the mind, they could never have reached her conclusion, however much it
seemed necessitated by their own doctrines. She saw clearly that they
had put a bomb under western thought (Jjust as she saw that their discove
eries, though momentous for the west, had been the accepted basis of
Indian thought for thousands of years, since long before Christ).
When asked by a New York rabbi, in a cable, whether / he believed in God,
Einstein wired back I BELIEVE IN SPINOZA'S GOD WHO REVEALS HIMSELF IN
THE HARMONY OF ALL THAT EXISTS NOT IN A GOD WHO CONCERNS HIMSELF WITH
THE FATE AND ACTIONS OF MEN. Did this harmony mean for Einstein,
in contradiction of his own doctrines, something in the nature of a
rational or mental order which was discovered by enquiry? When one
of his pupils took his relativity doctrine to a logical conclusion
and declared that scientific 'facts® could not be established, only
momentary perceptions of 'possibilities', Einstein replied simply,
God does not play at dices In other words, he failed to see that
the 'Principle of Indeterniney’,as his pupil called it,wes lsss &
denigration of God's order than of the human being's ability to perceive
it. The alternative to law, for Einstein, was clearly chance,
namely another aspect of law: both within the compass of the mind.

Thus, he refused to push rationalism over altogether, having, like
==
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Kant, knocked it sideways. For once you enter the rationalist prison,
only a bomb will get you out (this is a quote from one of the Mother
Superior's narratives). Ironically, as the Mother Superior will say
later, it was Einstein who suggested the manufacture of THE bomb for the
first time, to an American president. That bomb was perhaps the climax
of a cosmology that, because mﬁlusivaly rationalist, had begun, in
its bankruptecy, to rely more and more on the explosion as its key to the
release of energy. A much truer analysis was achiesved, she says, by
the Indians, the Chinese, the Arabs, and perhafis by the Af%cana in a
forgotten cosmology that survives pnly fragmentarily as voodoo. This
ties in with her view that, unlike some of these highly developed
peoples, we have not yet passed the barbarian stage of enquiry.

But this is looking forward too far. For the moment, let us
see these narratives in Einsteinian terms. Not only are Sophia and
Aaron's wife, and indeed all the speakers here, in relatiion to each
other, but they are constantly being modified by each other's constant
movement, just as they themselves are modifying others by their alter—
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ing roles and therefore perspectives. Through such complicated
conditions we "see’ each other—=and it is no wonder that the other's
eppearance, his smiles or frowns, his words or lack of them, are poor
guidess We should always perhaps keep in mind an analogy from the
stars; we ars still looking at stars that exploded a thousand or more

3
yaaril This is the kind of *sight’ we have of other human begngs!

We never used to walk upstairs to her apartment without some kind
of offering in our hands. But then, just before reaching the door,
we would hear a voice=not hers--—and then another voice-—-still not
hers-—-and so on until we crept back downstairs again because the
offering (once it was a terracotta piece from the Geometric period
which my husband picked up for a song) would have looked, in the eyes
of strangers, ridiculously what it was-—-an offering to a gode We
tried to persuade her that Moses was only able to lead his people out
of Egypt because of great powers he had acquired in solitude, and that
T had he kept counsel with all and sundry, even with Aaron his priest,
the tribes would still have been in Egypt today. Out of purity and
silence comes the word of power, as some eastern mystic has saidl
Moses developed himself to listen to gther voices than human ones, my
husband told hers Thus Pharoah came to Moses and asked him to plead
to his Lord to end the plague of frogs, and then later the swarms of
flies, and then later the boils, and later the cattle-plague. Thus
Moses, a servant and a foredgner, built up great pewer for himself.
The first hint of this power was vouchsafed to him in the form of the
burning bush. The bush didn’t actually burn, my husband told her in his
marvellously quiet way. Moses saw it burn, from inside himself. He
spoke to God from inside himself! You can't do that if you live in
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the tittle-tattle of the world all deyl My husbend almost shouted at
her at .ﬂ:; points When God asked Moses to throw down his rod, and Moses
did, and it turned out to be a serpent, that again was inside Moses, it
meant that his sex, his animal powers had been transposed into dynamic
spiritual ones! This is the meaning of the rodl The rod and the seed
are the same force! There lay the power of the children of Israell
Under Abraham, under Iseac, under Jacob and Joseph and Moses the children
were marked out by this special power! So he crooned and ;omatimes =
shouted his way through his arguments, trying to get her to undertake the
full obligation of this power to which she now believed shghad been ‘born‘.
But instead she used us as Pharoah did Moses, she needed the blessing of
our Lord but once she had it she hardened her heart and like Pharoah would
not let the people go! This is why I always called her (inside myself)
a traitor.

If I could come in again at this stage with a few facts, it might
be relevant and even helpfuls I have already described the facts about
how I walked uphill to teke a simple evening highball and was frowned on by
the goy, received with oil and incense by the Jews Now the facts about
the apartment she took two floors above them in East Fifth Street were I
believe as followsy they already had their hands on the lease of that
apartment, knowing that the Portoricans were about to leave, and hoped I
think to convert it into offices, and were awaiting state or city permisse
ion. When Sop;ia appeared they fo;ﬂd it to her, and furnished i$ with
some of the office furniture which they had already bought. When she
asked about the rent he said in his patriarchal way, lgying a hand on hers,
That's your money. Keep it for yourself. I would have bought that apart-
ment anyway. Those are the facts and no comment is necessary.

((The Renegade believes a fact to be almost anything he thinks to be
true, He finds himself such a rational and unexaggerating man that &
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it is inconceivable to him that his mind should even receive anything
that 'I:G not trues naturally he would not trust an informant who was
oa Rirarelf.

not &u sober and unexaggerating in delivary,( People only have to
have an acknowledged position in life for him, as doctors or lawyers or
professors or bankers, and to speak in an unmoved voice, preferably with
hints of humility such 'I think perahaps' and ‘of course I am not one
hundred percent certain but', for the Renegade to lodge his facts as
absolute ones in his own mindes This is how he got hold of the above
story, though I cannot say who the informants were. It is actually the
story, though not exactly so, of what went on between the Hales and Sophia
over her renting of the rooms two floors above them. Hale needed an
office, and gave it to her with some of the office furniture he had bought.
So transference has gone on in the Renegade's mind too. But he credits
himself on the same principle as he credits others——he himself has anl
acknowledged position in li.fe.' Now in the following narrative we have
Sophia gqreo:!.ng with the Renegade about this perfectly fabricated ‘event'
in New York! She follows it with a description of how she pugt spangles
on the naked wife of Aaron. One can certainly imagine Mabel Hale patting
the bed at her side and inviting Sophiw decorate her, with waves of
;:tkby laughter too. This laughter is/missed out, to achieve better
the fabricated Jewish atmosphere!l))

Yes, I remember the sallow pallor of his hend, freckled, as he put
it down on my army; not because I was looking at it particularly but
because I felt a flame go through me from it. That's your money, he
said, for you to spends I was possessed by that flame! I felt a new

time I felt

significance, something fluttered into life in my body! And at the same £

=



possessed in the worldly sense——gaught and owned by another human being.
So with the flame of life came a paralysis of action. I began to ihink I
was nothing, came from nothing, could do nothing. I forgot my own mother's
names Yes! I couldn®t recall a single friend. I had undergone a terrible
kind of m:rr%qa. The three of us sat together in throbbing silences.
That night, after he had refused any rent, maphanldnatmymhi}

‘A m“hﬂtal and m;‘tﬁ.lku& b‘;}sm 8he told me I had been 'sent’

to them And how careful we must be. I moved in a week later. There

was a bread-bresking ceremony: they had((z Wf baked spwially. )J
withaholeinmeaptotakaammmuofam/( wekiaaadandthm
had a drinke Then I learmed that love sesketh only self to please, and builds
a hell in heaven's despite. OFf course we weren't careful at all. Each
of us, in different ways, had always failed to practise care. I remembered
Dante's line that love ian!t the seed only of good but of every operation
that deserves punishment! He put jewels on her, clothed her nakedness in
their glitter, and allowed me to look on. I revelled in our closeness.
All my life I had looked for a family. I always shall. It isn't that
I lacked a mother and father, but who can be mother and father to Amwphibia?
I remember how those bronzed, curly-headed little beasts on the beach used
to stare at me when I came along after breakfast——like something *sent’,
yes I was always like that! Their mouths used to fall open and their great
black eyes settled on me like coins. Wet sand dripped from their fingers,
freshfmtl\*mmtimnfwld&sﬂu. When I spoke they looked
tertifieds. And then one—it was always one---would come closer. It
was always one. I could even say that there is a numerical propertion of
pecple, about thirty percent, who gravitate towards me because they Teel
in the first few moments that they need something which I can provide (I
endow not only the hope of satisfaction but the need for itl). It seems
to them that gt last I've come! Sometimes it seems to me that it is the '
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same creature who steps forward every time, in different bodies. Again
I wish I wasn't saying all this. The words are being torn from me likee
I can only say like the moment itself, the climax that splits the universe
in a thousand P.Lscu &8s instead of bringing it together.
Kissing comes easily to me. She said to me once, You are capable of
kissing anything——-it doesn't even have to be clsan! I touch their bulges
with a lack of premeditation which makes them gasp! For the embrace hes
always been touched with shame for them. It comes as easily from me as a
smilel So they respond as easily! It wasn't long before _I_ was putting
bracelets on her too. He happened to lsave the room for a moment, and it
seemed that I was simply going on with his job. Whom they wish to destroy
they first make blind. Little by little that hood of r

I know so well came cdown over my head. I mean the mounting feeling in
me that he was doing her a swinish injustice by touching her at alll

I began to see her as a garden inclosed, a spring shut up, a fountain
sealed! She was the source of every marvel in the house, he a stone
column! Yes, a column in the Roman style, with the head mounted on top
and small protruding genitalia half way down! There began the familiar
horror, all the worse for being at close guarters, of the male entering
the femalel I wanted to dash across the city to Times Square and start
a revolution, call out the fire squad to separate them with hoses!

I wanted to knowck him down when he spoke to her in a whisper. Oh how
familiar! The male seems to me to be exploiting the fragrant female in
the mast fiendishly calculating way, stimulating her parts to get into her
but not love herl My beginning to feel protective towards her wes alsc
part of the usual process. The hood comes down and I see no morel

You see, I am terrified of men. When I had a fight with a priest a
little crowd gathered and helped him, not mel All because I was wearing
trousers in church! I cried for a whole day afterwards. Sometimes I
cry long enough to be washed clean all over! I wash the touch of their
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hands off me. I don't mean that I am not responsible for the fights I
get into==] always ag---but they have failed to understand me, they
should not ha\‘la:';mvd(od to fight a shadow, therefore their hands are
unclean! The only ones I come to love===l mean, of the men--—are those
who show me a kind of monastic forbearance, who on their side deliberately
become shadows for me to fights They are § rare. ((Jack Hale was poss~
ibly one of thems Certainly his was the marriage she tried to ’
Would she have liked toﬁtm Aaron one too? But, more interssting,
would Aeron’s wife have liked it7))

I must get to the bottom of this. It seems that everything spect-
acular that happens to me-=days of tears or days of Jjoys=comes from my
being of mixed birthe I do not mean specifically 'mixed in sex' here,
much less in the fact of my father's patrician temparament shoring the
storms of my mother's peasant temperament. ((We must guard against
thinking Sophia a liar. 6he probably sees her mother and father—
whom she never knew——-much more clearly than if she had met them!))

I mean that I am mixed in function, so that I appear tc people as an
incarnation of what they need, and yet I am not an incarnation. This
is difficult but I do mean something. It seems that they always need
me for something far beyond the uﬂ:h)of & visionary character. And
yet 1 am pnly earths. You can call me an earth-god like she does.
That isn't true either. 1 do teke them beyond serthe--those who are
so deeply entombed in it that they cry to be let out, to see some light.
But the people 1 really belong to are those who need no help. I mean
that small family of men and women who are beyond me as the creator is
beyond the creature, the light beyond the flame. Why was I madgwe
to personify the creature in the creator, the flame in the light,
without touching the creator, the light? Oo you know what I mean?

I have wishes and dreams, and these are gnswered. The creator, the
light are close to me. Argus guards me with a hundred eyes. But
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I am never vouchsafed a direct vision of the light! I can nesver move
closer! It is as if I have to remain the earth-incarnation to help
pa_nple. mostly the inferior! There are soc many in need of help. It
is the army of people not bright enough ever to have known the flame,
let alone the light, that I must minister tol I have to show them the
earth-glows The joy and the pity. I weke singings They love it.
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Thcy,:g to hear it, a kind of testimony. 8o I have this bound function.
I am bound. I could never have been bound in this way had I baanTsax or the
other, I would have squirted myself to freedom! But as it is I have to go
on looking for my family, finding it esverywhere. My function is to be bound.
) live in puryodory.

Something like that. I feel tired and confused. 1 Sometimes I sleep for days
on end.

The point about purgatory is that its inmates are suffering to an end,
they are purging thuiulvee. They aren't victims. They came towards
Dante and Virgil but with care never to be out of the flames that licked them.

(el 2 I fout, he andd it Hales),
In the Harlem apartment we three did that. Z We kept a foot in the heatb,

when we wa;-:'ﬁthw people, or at work. We yearned to be devoured agair/) n
sololicde ! ((trck i ko Aaroval)) -
AI remember walking towards East Fifth B‘brletlvith sleet blowing almost
horizontal and the sidewalks white end blank of people, the parked sarsﬂ
humped with snow. I believe it may even have been Christmas (naturally
we didn't aehbmte}gg marvellous creatm‘e}nm), I had my greatcoat
buttoned up tight at my chin, with a fur cap and ser-flaps too, pressing
forward against the burning ice-particles, and I happened to pass a doorway
with 2A whitewashed on it, and two black lines deleting it. At the next
doorway I stopped. On it was printed, very carefully, 2B OR NOT 28, THAT
IS THE QUESTION. Some wit was having a wrangle with the mail psople.
The door was neat. It might be a doctor's door—--a little above the tone
of the rest of the block. And the letters kept ringing in my head.
Wasn't that my question{ whether to end the heart-ache and the thousand
natural shocks the flesh is heir to? 28 a Jew, or not 2B a Jew?——that was
my question, better put. I hadn't) it seemed; a friend in the wprld!
Something like the driving sleet surrounded my life. 8o might I not end
this state of being nnly/, an earth=-incarnation——allways flesh being touched,
end touching flesh——aléays putting the black hood of hatred over my head,
always giving a woman less than she had ever had before, after promising the
T |

]



most? Bive it to me, let me have it! they shouteand I cling to my
panties that are like a chastity-belt round me, their elastic immovable

to the tearing female hand. Yes, they are aware of somethinge——Some 1o
but' my Bcd'tn tear it out of me, the pain! I couldn't go through it.

It was always me with my lavishing kisses that seemed to seduce. But in
truth I know it was always she, whoever she was! She needed her journey
towards the vision she had glimpsed — and I had to perform
the operation ('deserving punishment®) which would tear a hole in her routines
of dullness which the years had mades I became the window in her self-
sage prisons A window in someone else's life, what a destiny! But I
couldn't free hers You can only do that for yourself. She stayed in
prison, yearning for the window again, after I had gone, aching for the
phone to ring again if I happened to be passing near by & m}f of my end-
less jet-tripsifin East Fifth Street it was at least differents This was no
n safe prison. At the least it was purgatory. For one thing, she was
never quite like the other women, It even began to seem that she needed
me less than I needed her, Aaron went on with his antiquarian routines,
returning now and then to the apartment with a rare Etruscen crown of gold
leaf or a head dredged from the Tiber, while sm?émd I weited fervently for
the night. She sald, The truth is only really told at night. In the
marming she slept, and I went,into her darkened room @u sat on

o
her beds Always I had to caryy thé‘/:ge with me which I have never told

to a living soule-that I came neither as men nor woman, nor even as a third
creature, nor even as the consummation ﬁ:f all these, but as an enigma which
time must soon find nutfw'aoﬁm\‘.,q I could always get out of a situation
before this enigma came home to me-=-I could move on to ancther 'family'.
But not now. She had her slim eyes on mes She laid her long fingers, so
different from his, on my arm and looked at me, and I was once more aware

of a power which at that time I could only call Israel. It poured into
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me and I suddenly wanted to sing certain of those Moorish chants I had
learned as a childe And as suddenly I was dragging myself across the
;nm like dead guts. The slightest of the natural shocks the flesh is
heir to sent me lesping from a high mood to a lows They watched all
this, delighted and amazed at my variety, It seemed to me that the
enigmna was at last being solved, that I could actually B in the world,
mhngarjustmuratitsmaraﬁmm-%%nkeamd,almys
causing mouths to gape, the wet send to tricle down from their fingers.
I had found my femilyl I began to ask her questions. I suddenly
asked, Am I free? And she replied, just as if her husband were speaking
for her, Akive said everything is in the hands of God except the fear
of Bods And I had to think that out. Sometimes she went to him with
my guestions. One of them was, How do you know God? And his reply
was, Through his help and his mercy, through his acts. I asked, Is that
a Jewish point of view? Indeed yes, he said. God told Moses I am that
I amy no mores I was exhausted, elated all in one. I hardly slept
but still sang in the morning. It was good to feel that the sun was
a light shining streight from God! That was Mis act of mercy, His help,
to pour it through the window while I sat huddled over my coffeel
((This is & 'real’ account of what she derived from the Aarons. They
were the first to talk to her since her convent days about prayer, not they
that they tried to convert her.)) Friends said to me, What's happened
to you? in those ringing gentile tones that meke life seem only its
surfaceg I had great bulges under my eyes; and, as I said before,

my hair was turning grey. Your snakes are changing their coats,
WMedusa, she would say with her fingers in my hair. I adored here
the most wonderful boy that had ever lived because thers was no danger
of her ever growing into a man! I screwed little earings into her slim
lobes, gently. He watched this, smiling.



- 33 (2) -

He worked with an energy I couldn't understand. When

he wasn't

on his rounds he read massively. ((Here Aaron has become a book=

antiquarian again)) His tables were piled with catalogues.

If I heppened to tiptoe through their apartment at six in the morning

(she would be sinking into her first sleep of the day) I would hear him

at his prayers in another room; a deep chant on one note.

I imagined him
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swaying from side to sides I felt it threw a cylinder of protective light
round me. Suddenly I felt that I had never been born because I had always
been herey and that I could never die because I had never been borng that
birth and d?ath were only willed changes of state in the body, and I was not
my ;;giifveﬁus prayers went through me like a vast charge of energy, reforme
ing all wy impulses, making a neat and for the first time understandable
parephrase of all the foggy experiences I had had in life. Then she would
call we softlys I don't want to be dramatic and suggest that she tore me
from my long overdue eppointment with Gods But she did call me. She
always seemed to know when I was wandering sbout, she always called me back.
Someone said to me once, She's the only wicked woman I've met. It was
precisely this knowledge she had of other people's states, and her desire
to call them back from their trensports, that made her seem so. She had
an all=pervading, all=-consuming energy of self-projection that was like his
energy of warks A headstrong, moody, murmuring race, as Drydem called
theml

One worning she called we and I felt nothing but pleasure. I went
in atﬁzfght awaye She was wide awake with the curtains closed,and the
uiz;z;rom which we seemed s0 desply ebstracted was beginning its eppalling
lifes The pepers talked about war. Ancther girl was stabbed in Grand
Central park. But our little tabernacle was unsheken. I had begun to
fear even the short walk to the delicatessen, not because of the fear hang-
ing ever thestreets but because outside wasn't home. I began to work like
a madman. I never worked so much in all my life. I had never felt so
safg=—s0 frightened---so unsafe! = That sentence puts it deftly. The
more safety I felt, the less safe I seemed to be. The safety of thé
tabernacle was such that it made everywhere else from Rumpelmeyer's to
the Henry Miller theatre hostile and strange, and as they seemed hostile,
so home seemed all the more safe. The double actinn}was most disti;hssing.
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I began to realise that her not sleeping at night came from having too
1ittle confidence i h the outside world, It was even & kind of godlessness.
8he couldn*t bring herself to fall inte the night's beguiling arms! So, in
her wekefylness, she was my RArgus with a hundred watgt:;m‘ye;. / /au had to
have so many eyes to pick up all the fa:yse promises, the enmity veiled by
smiles, the insidiously wrong auvxcé.;. tho blandly cheerful invitations to
diaster that the world offered you& - Bhe tended me as carefully as a garden.
If we dined separately her first quas#ion on my return in the middle of the
night was inwariably, Now what mhl#istu have you been eating? I came to care
more for my body, Taking a bath dne morning, running wabter down my chest
(I will not say bosom), I thought of the words "you are waahing the taber-
nacle of your soul®. iy \‘\

When I went into her that mam!.ng she said in her slim wa))\, as if
afraid to disturb the air and set up resistance to the straight \shaft of
her will, Would you like to lie down? ‘I stared at her. . I'm wiﬁu awake,
I sald, my day's beginning! All the better, she said. My day's beginning
too, And she patted the bed at her side. I turned qu'my towards the
door as if to lock it, but she shook her head, still smilinu. I want to
put/all my Jjewels and spangles on you, she sald. Shn had thein all at her
side. Am:l sha began to clothe me in them pracisaly as hs did I'Aw It
was an axaat repetition of his movements. The touch tJi’I every pgarl or
polished woc)d surface was like a message, underlined l:yI hm:' gaza. floating
over me .’; n slim eyes. I thought for a moment that shl\ maant to battle
with m bu\sm round my middle, but it was only tlae amghﬁpst touch of
hexr hand, almost as if she were mocking my fears./ I waa huivaring with

mimmt,r and when she fell asleep I was lying thet'e li.ke Q glass case

_lin a #wsu,er‘s shop, and shining with sweat. And if’ HB !qalkldd.n?

x

But hgr smiie{ even while she slept, seemed to dfaconnt tha importanbg

Ef Ws. thuoualy I edged myself into a sitting potttinn. terﬂfild of
/ VM



weking her, and bit by bit replaced the jewsllery in a pile at her side.
mxmmwcmwm.
muy/mwmamwmmm,uadummmm
in the deadly afternoon heat. He began a peculiar sort of chanting, which
was sbout the obgects, I discovered, and yet about me too. He picked up an
ikon and said, Look, who knows that a grendfather of mine may not have
gazed at thet once in the Ukreie. Or this cross from Warsaw mey have
been held by a Jesult priest thfres hundred years ago as he passed the
corpse of an ancestor of mine who had hitherto been living peacefully among
Lutherens and Calvinists. That picture of a synagogue in the snows X think
it's the Rhineland, and perhaps my own father went in there to pray. In
‘& Rembrendt crucifixdon I remind myself that those are my ancestors stande
ing there. The Domenico Tiepolo drawing of the Venetian monsy-lenders
I nearly laid my hands on last week shows maybe a forbear of mine. This
Byzantine chalice, picked up in one of the crusades, may have been in the
hands of a French or Venetian knight whose horse trampled one of my ancestors
umimm«rmmmn. He spoke it all in what seemed at
first an artificial way. ﬂnmmnummmmmmm
half-drawn curtaina, I felt feverish. The afternoon light was sickly,
danpe The savage throb of the city was like the thunder of his hidden
wraths And the Sumerian statuette, perhaps one of our pecpls handled it,
close to Babylon, before Abrehem started a trek that lasted thousands of
years, before Israel was borm. But they weren't my ancestors! I almost
screamed at hime Don't you feel it already, that they are? he asked with
what I hardly dared interpret as irony. Do you think we would have someone
mummmmwm;umm%mw But our bldods
gren't the same! I soreemed sgain. He made a click of his tongue.
Israel was a man, he said, he became a state, a people, a religion.
Don't you realise it's all the same thing? And at that moment I looked
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across the dark room to where she was sitting, and realised as she gazed
back at me with her slim smile that my heart was become the bellows and
the fan to cool a gypsy's lust.

Smatﬂ.m:;;hm disturbingly cryptic. Once I happened to be talking
mmxwmwmmm.wudama(umwmm
had found the island) and he said, his hand laid over his paunch, his check
shirt open at the neck (or rather dewn to the navel), Did you know that the
word eternity occurs only once in the Bible? And that was that.

Whenever he said somsthing of this forder she always watched me,
smiling, without a word on her own acoount. Only at night did she speak,
whispering, down the phone. I began to wonder if the smile wasn't a sign
to me not to listen to him too deeply. mmuwmmcathatfm,
ahant}andhatmdmamw.andthatfur:nmwmﬂfthcowm.
Itémmdimlytmmtnfwmtowwridaf. Her smile,
and her silence whenever he spoke, sseemed to argue fear of him. Her locking so B
like a fragile boy in the morning confirmed it for me. Fear was in her
light but aching movements as she crossed the room, in the sigh she made
when she lowered her head on the pillow as dawn tinted the curtains a dirty
metallic grey. Yes, that was the burden she was carrying sbout! Hatred
and shame must follow! And I began to share the fear, fesl the accompanying
shame and batred too. I became defiant of him, since this is my way of demon-
strating fear. Not to his face, however. But sometimes when she was dragg-
ing herself to the kitchen to start a succulent dish for him (he ate ravenously
as if it were a last hasty meal before the tribes struck camp) I managed to
draw her out of it again, before she had touched a pot. This led to some
quietly talmudic scenes, and the Book of the Law was read out, as the expected
Mﬂﬂh&sahl, which after all takes two hours to preparey (done his way)
falled to eppear. Thn-amna'upannbclum What I did wasn't done
in a mean state of mind. Biwlythatnylovofnrhwmtodtummhur
hours of drudgery. mmwmmmmummzlmdfm




and in one heavy movement which now brings the sight of leaping purgatorial
flames to my mind, I stopped her mouth with a large kiss.

I remember that kiss as perhaps the most astonishing of my life because
it had no unfamiliarity for me. I felt less inhibition with her, naked or
clothed, than with anyone I ever knew. And this seemed to prove all the
more what my husband said, that she was a Ju!!, however gentile her origin.
She had simply found her Jewish birth with us. And the second strangest
thing about that kiss (in a long repertoire of strange things) was that I
swore never to make love to a gentile again. My father would be horrified
at the idea but I felt in that moment Bod kissing me, yes, the Shechina
himself! Afterwards I thqught ff what Diotima of Mantineia told Socrates
about the nature of low dru‘;ggggg for conveying messages from the gods
to ourselves, and back again, because God did not mix with men; so He nscdld.
and we needed, a way for messages to go back and forth! And I knew that a
message was being conveyed to me in that kiss. It made a shudder go through
Py 1ife (I don't mean through my body). Everything in the apartment
changed for me, my friends seemed to have different names, I could barely
remember the life I had led an hour before, I picked up my old 1life from
signs, I tapped my way with a blind man's stick between objects I had been
looking at for twenty years. I went to the kitchen to start the evening
meal add then forgot why I was there, and found myself talking to her instead
in another room, with the cmrtains drawn against the light, and the ikons
and the Byzantine mosaic shining.

I began not to be able to bear it when his key turned in the lock and
he laid some new treasures on the table, and she went back to her corner
and watched him with her slim smile as if he had frozen her womb. How
man=and-wife ever came to be conceived I cannot imagine! Surely society
imposed such an idea? The height not simply of absurdity but of imposs-
ibility that a woman should ever be thought to be able to live-——should
ever think herself able to live~--with, of all creatures, a manl I have



watched so many couples in my life without understanding what went on
between them. How ‘her' softness, 'her' fertilising largesse ever com-
bined with 'his' nervous and fitful domineering 0 could no more see than I
could see the coupling of dogs and angels. Every home I entered gave me
the same shock of surprise-—how could such monstrously opposite creatures
spend a moment, let alone a lifetime, together? It seemed to me a most
appalling imbalance that had been tolerated for the purposes of progeny
elone. I believe that the ancient civilisations managed to avoid it by
not extanding that quick romp on the bed, needed for childbirth, into a
lifelong perversion of nature. The women loved women, the men men. It

was in Roman times, namely during the degeneration of Greek culture, that

this began to change. And the biological act was allowed fully to diffuse
itself into monstrous social habits under Christianity, which in respect

of the disciplines and rituals of daily life was a degeneration of the
Roman! In the sane society the two types of creature are quite separate——
they regard themselves as separate, and live and think separately. The
harem, far from being a feature of the maltreatment of women, was their
realisation (I am sure they exchanged more thrills between themselves than
they did at the accomodation of any circumcised rod). The Jewish world tog=e
surely the rule of natural separation BE2 held? I talked to her about it.
I mentioned Socrates (whom sha seemed, to have heard of) and watched
her while I went through Alcibiades' speech where he describes the first
types of mankind, before the gods divided them——=the three types, ‘the male,
the female and the androgynous or mixed. All these creatures had two
faces, pointing opposite ways, with four ears, four arms and four legs,

and two sexual members each. They were completely round, and could hop
about in the most astonishing way. Some of them were two males in one.
Othorv'lthwo females in one. And the third were a mixture. Homer describes
how two of these powerful creatures, Otys and Ephialtes, dared to climb up
to heaven and were ;ear to manhandling the gods. Then Zeus struck on the



idea of weakening them by slicing them in half. He cut down the middle
and got Apollo to twist their faces round the other way so that they were
on the same side as the flat or cut section, leaving the genitalia at the
back. Apollo then drew the skin round and knotted it at the navel, and
the the job was thought to be finished. But the severed creatures felt
mchadtﬁ’phyimllouthatthwbwantoyumforuchutmr. The

males,
males who had been severed from male clung to Remmimsy the females who had

(%
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been n\im from Mﬂll clung to fmlas, while the mixed lot began to cling

to each other. Everyone was in such a pitiful state that the gods had to
do something drastic. They turned the sexual members round to the front,

and the males began to generate inside the females instead of on the ground,

as formerly. I watched her all the while. She smiled. I think the
point got home to her, that these first creatures who had been complete,
four arms and four legs, were the ones to scale heaven, and that by being
divided they were weakened, and that by being divided further, intc male
and female, they were weakened further, and that the yearning of male for
male and female for female is more appropréate to our destiny. I wanted
to rush into their apartment and like Hamlet shout, I say we will have no
more marriages! I couldn't bear the air of the place when they were

together. I went from chair to chair, opened all the windows. I asked

myself how long the imprisonment had to be borne-—her imprisonment.

And she always s;upp-d me actually saying ite=with a hand over my mouth.
I suppose this was the generative order of eventse-love of hcr)' breeding
fear of him, bn;ding hatred of him, breeding shame. I once asked some-
one why we should be ashemed to hate and he said, Besause you are hating
yourself. I couldn't understand that. I tried to love the ;ound of his

key in the door, and to lose myself in the little bit of glowing terrscotta

he put down on the table, but I always caught her eyes, and the generative
order of love-fear~hate was aflame again, the apartment was afirel
I thrilled at every new piece of violence in the papers. I would



-4 - ’ o

have committed any larceny simply to objectify my feelings, ses them on
other faces! Destroyers are those dcstroying thamsalvaal In my erying
fits I called aloud to myself, Where h;;s you”ﬁbn’? 15%L%§gzziiiif. And,
Will they ever let me go?, meaning would I ever let them go? And all this
time I really believe they perceived no suffering in me. Suffering drama-
tises my face, renders it haunted like one of those late-Greek tékgic
heads,; with eyes aghasts They took this for my real face. I had never
before been afraid of madness. Now purgatory threatened to pass into hell,
where the burning is no longer voluntary, and £ has no cessation! In my
waking moments—--I mean, when I opened my window at dusk, it might be, and
suddenly woke up to my life, and looking down into the street surveyed it
all like the tiny 1ag-ap1ay£;§ figures below-—I was tickled to see how a
sort of theology was growing in me, whereas until then churches had baqn
simply aesthetic for me. I could no longer trust my powers. Therefore

I had to resort to a more powerful scurce of power than my uwﬁ rude health,
He iung.nuad to enter the apeftment of an evening with a rere find, he put
his arm round my neck as warmly and confidently as ever (was he mad too?),
ebove all he talked about her when she wasn't there, praising her until I
could have knocked him down. If I sawig:; putting spangles and brocades
on her now I gave her a puckered look from the other room and zoomed stormily
out of the apartment. She would smile from the bede--always the smilel

I wondered one day, when he fell over a chair and went skidding along the
floor with a kylix in his hand (trust him to hold itgloft in such a way
that it wasn't even scratched), I wondered he didn't know it was me willing
its And there was now hardly a thing I did or thought that black shame

didn't swallow up immediately qftsrwards.
~ el
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We have thus been treated to a description of her life with the
Hales galvanised into a new form by her desire for 'the slim one'.

It is interesting that she mantinnsd 'black shame® :;'f-;‘u She
seems to be bringing what she leamned from the Aarons (the theology)
backwards to Harlem, while bringing the "black shame®, ecstatic and
agonising, of her Harlem life forwards into the orderly Aaron flepert-
mente Quite a mosaicl How ruthlessly our desires range over characte
ers and situations! And Aaron's wife, who through the smallest glances
may have picked up this desire, or without moving a muscle simply have
provoked it herself, is in her daydream kissed by Sophia, and it feels
like Bod kissing herl 8o, with the two parties agreeing, does it not
in the most valid sense heppen, without it happening physically? Where
Sophia does not create new events she creates at least new dreams.

The latter are g8 possibly more potent.

Now, all this time, she is receiving little notes from the Aaron
villa up the road, and returning answers. Thess notes are usually
conveyed by the Aaron maid, Miranda, or by Sophia's meid (whose name is
never divulged either by Cassandra or herself, I cannot say why).

These notes enquire after health, send best wishes, look forward to the
next meeting. But the meeting does not happen. It is planned often
enough but never fails to be cancelled by one side or the other at the
last minute. Thus thoughts can drive people apart without anything
observable happening between them! The thoughts simply grow, and since
thoughts are never alone but send out strong radiating shafts to other
minda.ywhavaadeadlodtumnplateuifﬁmhadbmanmm
guarrels We shall see that Aaron too Jjoins in the fabricated love-
situation between Sophia and his wife. He 'hates® Sophia now. She
becomes a ‘mountain' for him, blocking his path, the more absent she
is=-wgs we shall hear from him later. She only ceases to be this



- 41 (3) - Fo

Ydark mountain' for him when she suddenly steps into his house after em elftance ¢
five or seven years shsmmme and without a hullo begins raving about

Sister Mahatma. That is, her actual presence dispels the thoughts that

have been piling up in his minds No wonder dictators clamp down on
thoughts—-=they recognise their potency! What they do not recognise

is that sending them into frightened silence renders them far, far more

potent! Suppress religinnca‘its child art, where our thoughts renge

most bbldly, and YOU ARE DOOMED, said one of the speakers, but as he

was unidentifiable, and had nothing to say apart from this, I cannot say

who he was.

Thoughts are indeed the key to Sophia's ¥EEES predicament. In the
Hale household, back in the Harlem days, nothing like 'fear, hate and
shame' seems to have passed between them, In fact, her reverent silence
about the Hales seems to indicate a happy period, before violence black
and white hit the New York streets. Sophia was earning good money at
that time. Her relationships with working women were perhaps the deep=
est she had; though none of them are recorded here; MWMabel returned from
her bekery at dawn. It must have been a strange ménage, and I have a
feeling that Jack felt close to Sophia as he had never felt close to a white
befores It was a revelation for him, his first introdwtion,#too. to
Eurgpe, or rether the Mediterransan. He pussibly was never aware of
Sophia's affeir with his wifes, I am cerbairithis affair happened.

It was what bhilt up this nightmare pile of thoughts om Sophia, just
described, that wade her feel hatred of the husband, and his hatred of
her in turn. At the same time I believe he went on thinking of her as
a close friend, She inmariably asked ;!r husband in such a situation,
Do you m if I love your wife?, and the husbaend's smiled, Of course
nnt) sent an excited shiver down her spine, simce she really did believe
that he was condoning an affair, while in fact, for himself, he was
L
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condoning what seemed to him the most precious friendship his wife had
ever hadse I think 8% Jack Hale saw the truth, and was forbearing about
its He became one of the few men she aduires, for surviving his hatred
of her., She felt enormous sheme about coming between them-she hated
disturbing simple people. Yet these were the ones she loved most.

Jack Hale was one of those who 'turned himself into a shadow' for her.

The ease with which the word 'shadow’ enters the above narrative (see
page ) argues for me the presence of a dark skin, in the memory.

I wonder if another reason for her silence about the Hales, and for her
transference of their situation to the Aasron epartment (where life was
decidedly cooller) was not *black shame' at what she had done to them,
though of course with Mabel's boisterous help.

Yet every moment was animated, poignantly vivid so that I remembered
it afterwards, the shame or the pain, as strangely and ambiguously pleasant.
How can I explain it%? Nuthi% was wasted now. Whereas before I had 'lost’
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painful episodes, these new ones I regurgitated in the silence of my bed-
room and tried to spell them out. In other words I was beginning to feel
a destiny take hold of my life. Isn't that exactly a definition of purg-
atory, where the inmates enter voluntarily, burn themselves voluntarily, and
derive a sweet delirious satisfiaction from their awareness that nothing of the
pain is wasted, but laid to the benefit of some mysterious cunstmtion.?
It was like all my past life being burned up. I felt that nothing escaped

K. okehoren
£ gaze jand, fesling this, I examined myself more minutely than I had ever
done before, to discover if the disapproval I assumed them to fesl was just-
ifieds And yet I cannot remember an incident where they showed me direct
dispppproval. It was always in a glance, a slight turning away, a truncation
of the talk, If I sang, I felt I sang too much and too loudly, if I didn't <y
I felt I was being colds I am so naturally effusive, I know as if from birth
that the simplest gestures---a kiss or a warm hand on the shoulder——eare the
ones that count with people (even when they find it a bit cheap), that therse
was no danger of my old friends noticing the terrible operation going on inside
m@e Thus their familiar glances were like those concave mirrors that take
in a whole scanc,z I could see my former self in their eyes, end discover hw"
utterly distinect it was from the person I had become. Every tight my heart
welled up mith indignation at the accusations these twg new friends were
glancing into me. I wasn't deceitfull I wasn't out for self-gainl
I wasn't a savagel And after an hour of this, sweating, I would lie back
and realise quite mlly, that it was I myself who had done the accus;ing,
that I was under the most acute self-examinetion of my life. My earnings
had gone down. It was so easy to spend half the day in the semi-darkness
of her bedroom talking to her, and half the night talking into the phone.
The hours melted into each other. As my sarnings went down I began to

ﬂia«.fﬂ'ul:
depend on Jtem more and more, to feel obliged to them! And this increased



my sense of belonging to a strict family whose investigations into my
humblest intentions I had to accept. He bmught';:ew business contacts.
That doubled the obligation, which doubled the dependence.

He used to mumur to himself sometimes a Yiddish lament which for months
I could not understand—The Shechina is in Goluth! In such a voicel One
day she translated it for me, in a whisper, as followsy the Holy Spirit is
in Exiles I heard this word ‘exile’ so often. 'A pecple in exile, and a
Bod in exile'! It was natural, I suppose, that I should become an exile
with themy and like an exile call my life into account, and begin to wonder
on what values I could possibly base a life. It seemed to me now that hithe
erto life had simply been lived for me, the amalgam of various influences
I had never stopped to question. I began to piece everything together, espec-
ially my anguished and ecstatic youth. It was a pleasurs to rmbar’u how,

_ Mna own a&&
ﬂ an escape from my new theological austmtﬂ.

1o vme evel
&iZanz tha::{_? ha! d[bnnam““ carried through a Venetian galle

on the shoulders of gondoliers—--given the run of a superb Bermuda mansion

e
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by a Duteh millionaire for a whole yeary to entertain as I liked, at his
expense~--invited to an intimate dinner by the president of a South American
republic after he had glimpsed me from his car (surrounded by outriders!).
It was like a@eeing a masaic, its dominant atanugnldandgnquamrim-—-
it plgyad before my eyu?m far away, so clear, so exclusively visual,
with all the accompanying sounds and « And at the climax of
that young life the shrewd, lazy creature who set me up in business, Cossandro. aa
lolzlﬂ%wm, noloﬂm?éoywng, is at the top of my list when I am anywhere
near the North African seaboard. She settled in Tangiers when it was tax-
and ethics~free. She kept three or four servants, and water poured down
beads in the doorway against the heat, in the Turkish way. Her servants
waited for her to get drunk, just like Lady Hester Stanhope in her Syrian

garden, in order to steal her valuables. I did what I could to get her
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out of it. Finally she fin anced the building of my island villa, and
settled in there with me. Whenever I appeared in Tanglers she staged a
heart attack, to keep me a week longer than schedule. Lying down with her
now I remember her huge breasts as they were twenty or more years ago,

always fresh from being handled by & young boy. At that time, it was a
fishing village. &he had a marvellous succession of sallor-boygesl

mean marvellous because of their appearance, not the succession—-it looked
as if heaven had opened up and released a multitide of new angelic
specimens===bright and blond or dark and wistful or f:l':x-'cs and Treckle
and sometimes for two whole nights she would fail to come down to the
seaboard restaumnt, having too much on her hands, I am smiling at all

this, partly because it is all another life, partly with quiet astonishment
(triumphant too) that she should ever have wanted me, with this file of
fisher-boys and brothers of girleservants to keep her senses fascinated
night and day. But I was young and ravishing too---a black angel, perhaps
a demon! That isn't quite the right description. I was compelling!

A dark, laughing force! I sang, I played the guitar, I talked so cleverly
in any language south of the Alps and the Pyrenees that I won a rapt audience
at the snap of my fingers whersver I was. I was never witty. I talked at
the heart of things. I made people feel I had touched a secret spring!

But I could only do that if I had an objective: I mean if there was a
*promising® woman about. Oh I impressed, always. But given that 'promise’
I fell into suparnatural hands, I was spellbinding! I might address every-
thing to her husband or bnyf‘zhnda,#:!stm my message went home=—-all

the boyfriendsin the world were unable to save her from herself! Yet,

yet it was always me who paid with flames, while she found only the pleasurgwe
the kisses she had not thought possible before---the ecstasy of being loved
by a congenial and not an appoa:lfs beingl When I see photographs of myself



at that age, when I hear the little amateur recordings of me dinging in
some fishermen's bar, I am astonished at the dynamic excitement it all
conveys, the promise of something that has not been known since ancient times!
People can hardly call me a thing of the future, given the kind of future
most of us envisage, namely the end of the world, but they can and do call
me ancient. They are used to polite exchanges between people, and the
domination of strong persomality, but when I come into the roomleit is a
presence that defies all the accepted methods of human communication, that
offers no news and asks for none, that simply=——glowinglye==throbbinglys
is, bursting intec the flat and ordinary corners of life so that people dis-
cover what the full human presence is, and how far short of this ancient
phenomenon they themselves and their friends falll Now this isn't selfe-
flattery. It is simply what they tell mel Especially the women—all
but the flattest of womenl The men see it too, from an amused, sometimes
frightened, sometimes hostile distance. Now £Exmy supposing this breath-
taking presence, which harks back to the Etrumnsv, the Phoenicians, the
Babylonians, supposing it gives you a kiss and closes its arms round you
and===finds you where you most enjoy to be found, what boy, what file of
boys, though released at that moment from the blinding bowels of heaven,
could dispute it for place? Yes, the boys continue to be beautiful,
she continues to dandle and dally with them, but the entire nervous system
has received a shock which sends a dislocating shudder down into the sexual
regions. The fisher<boys go on performing their pull-and=thrust
operations but the supporting magic has gonel Everything is orientated
towards me like the fages of the sunflowers to King Sunl

Yes, mtaldhabautthatwmam I think I've even seen her.
How she had golden hair and lay in bed till noon. What she didn't tell

(CW“ﬂ'—‘ $
me was that the fisher-boys continued to file tu'lﬂ' bed, after her initiation

into the Sophian ecstasies! She missed that bit out! She said the boys



ceaseds Now she tells the truth. But this truth in no way undermines

the power of those Sophian ecstasies, as she might have thought once.

After that kiss, snatched so suddenly in the kitchen, not only my body
changed but my husband?s too. For she made me need him more than beforel
And I can well understand that the golden lady needed her fisher-boys more
than before, having been so perfectly stimulated! My husband found to his
satisfaction an increase of fervour on my side at a time when he thought

such a thing physically impossibls. Unknown to him, his attmtioigz‘nw 5 treply
completed an act alrsady started in his abumo! He no longer stimulated
me! (annly cmtradietinml) That was not within his power any more. I

was already stimulated! The magic had already begun working in my bloed,
and his performance was like a dénouement, neatly wrapping up all the earlier
intimate fervours into a curtain drop. The more he excited me, the less his
value to me became. And I call that the work of an exalted creaturel

We have often called her a witch since but of course we remember Ber in

our heart of hearts as a pres.eminently clean creature-—her testh, her

nails, her breath, her fine skin. Yet when my husband calls her *the
marriage-breaker'; I agree. It is no more than her destiny-— I have seen
it happ dozen times, the marriage~breaking, but still something exalted
is going on. What she fldid to us, and I suppose it did bresk our marriage,
in the tissues of the love, had something expansive about it. As a matter
of fact I think I now hate her. She lied and did us a great deal of damage.
She poured scorn on us in her endless talking sessions with her polyglot
friends. Yet I have to repeat, against my will, that the element of exalt=
ation was never lackings, I would like to destroy her, in the sense that I
would be happier if she were not around, but I know I would be destroying

an exalted force, and that I would have to pay for this even as Phinsas was
denied access to the holy regions by the angels after he hafdllnd Zimri and
Kosbi. |
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I wonder if, when she seys that, she remembers that she knows about
those angels through me alone, her husband? As a matter of fact, God
allowed Phineas in after some debate. Phineas had simply been an executig
Miracles had been worked so that Zimri and Kosbi should be found in flagrente
dilscto. She knows, my own wife, that I do not hold her blameless! Perhaps

I should have played Phineas with them both! Leah had syss that were tender,
and I belkeve the Scriptor could have added 'tender with sorrow’—the sorrow
of a people defiant in ceptivity aend wesk in prosperity! This sorrow has
always been in my eyes! Is that why she--=the name Sophia is like the
breath of death for me---called me patriarchal so often? It wamswX wasn't
entirely my beard. My wife is right that I did not clearly know, in the
gentile way of clarity, that she (my wife) came t::z;traiuht from the arms

of the other one——hot from the other one——at the very threshold of sat-
isfaction because of the other one! But my body——the body of my race-——
saw it. My sorrow saw it. And when I spread my skirt over her as Boaz
did over Ruth on the threshing floor the joy was compounded with something
that burned at the heart, that intmsifieq even the joy because it was the
opposite of joy! I could no J.nngaf :%;Zi Boaz did to Ruth when she lay

at his side, that everyone knew she was a virtuous woman. Until then I

had thought of her as a kind of Ruth who had come to her God relatively
late, having lain with gentiles. And like Ruth she was now ‘the fulfilled
one', and as brave as Ruth because she had lived with her mﬁ}/rﬂmi until

I came along, and as blessed because she disregarded "the young and the
rich' for me, for her own people. She gave me fine children, late in my
lifel She quickly discovered that I am one to call myself a Jew first

and a male second, a Jew First and a husband second. She knew the kigd of
sacrifice that meant, and perhaps her father, th%ure man, prepared her for
its Now, when she eamein to me again and again, after that third creature
had m’ﬁtmd our lives, it was like a second marriage-—a pleasure so un-

»
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tamed that the marrow of my bones was all but sucked out end I felt a
century old afterwards, aching and perplexed, as if I had done nothing of
my own will but in a deliriously thrilling way been used. = The ancient
sorrow in me ta].:[that I was enjoying samething like Scolomon's good fortune,
that was no good fortune in the ends She was a harem for me-——Solomon's
dusky Phoenician, and his Egyptian princess, she was the lovely Ammonite
who §ave birth to his heir, she was a hundred de%t—niuhtsl She was hot
day too, she was frankincense and a bulgla of myrrh, a cluster of camphire
in the vineyards of Engedil Her breasts were two young roes that are
twins, which feed among the 1lilies! And why should I not have taken this
as my due? Why, even if she came into me straight from the hands of some
other forece, should ;Z:ngulf her again in the hot night of the race?
Otherwise I would have lost the race, in all senses! I would Bave left
her to the other's triumphl But in the end those burning nights counted
on my behalf, against all the stimulation under the sun, even the King Sun,
and my finalising act in some way rescued her from what had gone before.
Does she remember S%a—-rmar in the sense of reliving? Have I lost
my place? I see she listens to me less than before. She used to have

an alert way of looking up when I spoke, as if just my voice transmitted
urgent news from the sacred land. But now there is something dry between
usse Dry as old men's bones. She listens, she beguiles, she traps me delight-
fully with her neck that is like the tower of David, suddenly presented to
me in a doorway, her lips a thread of scarlet, her temples a piece of pom—
egranate within her locks! Her slim smile draws me into the darkened room.
But something austere in the state of Israel has gone--=the king has laid
up gold and silver, and taken many wives, and the gru(t days of Saul are
over, the king is now supnrin; to the people, and the Mount of Corruption has
come into being, where the altars of Solomon stand, dedicated to the abom-
inations, Ashtorsth, Chemosh and Milsom! Solomon has touched too many
women of other faiths! I touched her too--the athar;"ﬁ'?m—tm'wgh my
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wife===breasts that not minutes before had been shaped by her handse=I
mingled my sweat with hers, the one of the foreign faith, the idolater,
the unclean one! And yet we survived it somehow. Only she doesn't
listen to me like she used to. The tissues of the love were atrophied.
Oh we discuss this quite freely between us, We ask esach other, Did she
succeed in breaking our marriage? is that life we had before stillborn
between us now, esven without our knowing? In certain moods we say, No,
it is only because the children are grown up, the marriage no longer
serves its earlier dynamic racial function. The marriage is now disturbe
ingly like a love affair, it has the coolness with ardour of a love affair!
The delights are snatched all the more hungrily because the protagonists
are no longer intimate to each other. I am in a way (and in a way I

could not bear to admit to anyone else) a broken man.

The above is perhaps the least expected narrative in the book.
Aaron is after all a self-sufficient man,; unswerving in his faith, not
on a quest like the Mother Superior, much less Sophia. His needs are
simple, he and his books (I mean books like the Talmud) can cope with most
of them. Compared with the others he is an unanguished creature. Yet
here he is talking about 'freﬂﬁiscuasinns' with his wife about Sophia.
And the marriage all but broken up. Just through her thoughts? That
they talk about Sophia is obvious--=gveryone does anyway. That he felt
some of his wife's desire towards Sophia is possible, but t;t desire was
not yet clear even to her in the New York days. How could they freely
discuss what in any case belongs to drsam and daydream? aanawaksning
plans of the heart, never spoken? I can offer no answer here. The
only possibility is that another similar matter is dividing theme—not

===
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Sophia (though it could hardly be anyone like her!). Has Jack Hale's
voice suddenly made an interpolation in the Aaron narrative? Possible,
because, below, Sophia answers him indignantly. It sounds like an old
lament., She goes on to say that she tried to borrow *five grend' from
hims This gertainly wasn't Aaron. It is difficult to imagine it was
Hale either, because in those days she was making monsy enough. Yet,
further below, Aaron's wife defends her husband for not SRR lending
her what she wanted! It is in such details that I really have to give
up, and ask the reader to indulge speculations of his owng which might

be more subtle than mine, =xigiwstrin—thesmemmr—etatromays

Why, did I break youl did I break your rod? I never touched youl
Oid you not need to break perhaps? Was I not simply the instrument of
your being broken? Do you remember me coming to you, and sitting my
kingly (yes, kinglyl) throbbing presence down in a chair close to yours
in your little library ((Aaron had none in New York)), and asking you to
lend me five grand? And do you remember saying=--this was the wealthiest
period of your life, by farle--How can you ask such a thing? 1It's im-
possible, you said; you know thatl---with a big wave of the hand which
made me feel you were lying as NO MAN HAS EVER LIED TO WOMAN BEFORE,
with a hot sincerity of expression of the kind that usually goes into
love-making!

Md’l. as his wife, can tell you categorically that he did not have
kthe money. He had just been through an expensive operation. You
yourself were at his bedside so often-—==you ought to know! You purred him
back to health! You talked his work back into him, gave him the will
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to live, knowing (from what I had told you) how deeply talmudic he has always
been in his conviction that it is better not to have been born than to have
been born. And then you and I went back to the apartment and we put on



loose clothes, and gradually I found msyelf hoping that he would not

come out of hospitall Isn't that the work of a fiend? I only woke up to
it later, when I saw the fear in his eyes, months later. And it really
is true what he says, that the race saved me-—it saved when I went into
him the first time, end it saved me a second time when I saw that you were
putting everything in peril, and that the race might be vanguished in himl
I am quivering at this moment either with fear or indignation. No, he
hadn't the money to give you. And as you told me much htoz;yau were only
putting him to the test by asking him for it. We only put such testing
questions to friends when we hate them! Deny that you had come to hate
himebut you overlooked that this meant hating me too in the end, because
he and I mf:.aah of flesh and blood of blofdl Yes, I was Ruthl My name
wes "the fulfilled one'!

You cat! You slim=lipped mewing female! Do you think you did nothing
to me? I didn't see hatred in your eyes when you looked across at him
sometimes-——yes, at him? Do you think I didn't realise that you wanted
to be titillated back to an interest in your marriage bed, which was getting
stale? Do you think your hands never wandered? You touched my buttock!
we had just come in from the theatre, the three of us, or was it ballet?

I seem to remember Margot and Nureyev. We were strolling into the kitchen
for a bite before going to bed, I leaned forward to get a cup and your hand
was not simply touching my buttock but wes laid coolly on it, for seconds on
end, radiating its measafie that we were to change our lives henceforth,

and that we were no longer to consider nur;}m in his baggagn—trein!‘

That was the first move made. And later that night I responded by planting
a deeper kiss on you than you had ever thought possible., If you are trying
to say that you preferred to go into him (or whatever your jargon is) in an
unstimulated state you can say it in a hundred languages, Hebrew included,
butmoneiagoingtnbsl;imynul' Where the bee sucks there sucked Il
The place smarted and swelled and demanded many assuaging attentionsl
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I was the one who provided them so I ought to know! And many were the
times you went into him delightfully tired, long past the point of stime
ulation, with a modicum of pleasure to give, but all the better for that,
because you could bide your time and control matters, you little hedonistl
If you are quivering with indignation, so am I

If I may come in here again with a few facts as opposed to emotional
theories, may I say that at this time he was far from being able to afford
one grand let alene five, having a large family, sheky investments (he
called me in for help, so I know), two apartments, not to say a villa in
the Meditervansen (at least he had just bought the land and had paid the
first deposit to the builders), and the upkesp of her, the ungrateful one!
And he was by no means & healthy man (which made the villa an urgent nec=
essity)s But like so many of his race he bore his sorrows as if they were
a yoke of pgeasure, and undertook, as I have done in my life, every one's
welfere except his owns I believe they had a pleasant household, the
three of them, for a time. But Sophia sét about dividing thems Precisely
as she tried to set me against them both, at their own villa, by frowning
me out of the house! Truth like murder will always out.

I called myself a broken man. But I am not a broken Jews Whatever
shame my wife now feeis is due to the guardian of the covenant at her side.
How could 8. (I will not say her name) have destroyed that? She heard me
praying in my room every merning, but did she have en inkling of the power
of the prayer? Did she know that at times she was benefiting from the
prayer, when it was dedicated to her health and good fortune? Did she
know thet she burned as in hell afterwards (I meen when we had s%it up)
because the saving grace of my prayers had been stopped, end the flow of
Bodly attention to her turried awsy? She only needed to dip a little into
rebbindcal Mteratire, inth. the ;‘Tahuds of Jerusalem and Babylon, to find
out, But she never had thé patbence to read. She never had the substance
to be alone. And withaut’j that you cannot be a Jew. Had she read Jesus



(I mean the worthier Jesus, son of Sirach, who wrote Ecclesiastes) she
might havo found something within her scope-practical advice on how to
livo—”antahaldthatangusandhwtabowryofwmn (imagine her
trying that!), and how to eat, with the mind first and last on the Lord.
It is better, Jesus son of Sirach said, to hear the rebuke of the wide
than E=EE the song of fools. But she preferred the song! She sang
herulf_l The heart of the wise is in the house of mourning, but the heart
of fools is in the house of mirthl I might add this; @ certain Aabbi
Hillel, a Pharisee, once said, In places where you find no men, be a man.
Where I have found fools and aingar'?Lnd mirth-makers I have been a Jew!

I have stood my ground! Where I have found renegade Jews I have been a
Jew twice over, jubilantly sol And this is why 8. came to me, just as my
wife had come to me years before, because my first end last loyalty wes
outside the grasp of men. Yes, she found the touch of *other loyalties®

in my silences, my tall build and my powerful shoulders, in the shock of

what she once described as my 'prophetic hair', That was her way of dise
covering me. It enguled her life, it changed her as nothing else had

done among the fools and the singers! And that she undid all the strength
aceruing to her from this (in exchange for a tumble on somegone else's marriage
bed!) goes to show that she hclongad among the singers after all, She

was not chosen. For there are chosen. Only the chosen themselves

know that to be the case. She proved that whatever else she was chosen
for-——gnd we are all chosen for somethingeit was not the way of the

Lord.

I could answer this if I hadn't just been sick. My belly seems to
Mﬂ-e - Ver .

huvcboenhmwtnfmybadyanﬂymtbethm
heavier than a mund of flesh ever Mghed, writhing, bleeding aard tears
that drive channels of fire thmugh ny guts. This is my little monthly
price for being a woman. Thay come: m fiercely now, the blood flows



more profusely, as if to show that the woman is in the ascendancy.

Indesd I feel a softer creature than ever before. I skrink from fights,

even the verbal oness I shrink now from answering this home-made prophet
with his cracked record sbout the race, which is like a man bending down to
Indcmthalavatuwmnmthemewmlwlatumwmam. Thank
God I have met Indianse—-who when they talk about the Race mean the human

creaturel That, I believe, is all the answer I want to give him, Sick

as I am, deep in the bog of unenlightened flesh, a groaning thing, I can

give the enswer that drives to the heart of the matter! A‘lsoIcanm
believe that scratching in the 0ld Testament for texts like a hen scratching
for grubs constitutes any sort of godliness.

I see that while she has answered him (with lavatery talk) she hasn't
enswered me, But being sick she probably prefers the theologival to the
biological argument; just to get her mind off the body. I mean that her
hatred of my husband was something like a biological force, it exuded from
the cells of her lovely sking above all, it was so desp, this hatred,
that I could not tell whether her miraculously soft movements, when all
my flesh seemed to melt under a new sun, were a caress for me or a caress
of hatred for him. I am describing it badly because such an intensely
biologicel feeling can hardly yleld itself to the mind for description at
all. M\atlmanishhatéachwof‘whmdmaktmltmuﬂym
with hatred for him, but not only this, it was all the hotter for that,
it had all the more of a forbidden quality. Naturally as fast as I rose
mmwm,m~mxmmmmwwm e
cmiedrebellioninthm.thriningandsmuvel I am only able to
»'saythisbecausa%mminttwmtfwmm,andIcanﬂsim
aﬁoutm Mymmwmmmmmumm.mmm
ﬂta existence only by ceasitg. They ended slowly, I mean those touches
!uith their encapsulated hatﬂd ceased to infect me only slowly, after we
‘.‘g/had separated. He must have seen it, in the hospital, where he was for
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the second time. How can I describe her touch? Her lips were a delicious
frult whersver they were planted, on whichever part of the body. The
sense of hot summer TPuit just plucked from the tres summerises the whole
of that New York period for me, turning it into a distinct and separate
experience, not really rae/:El:ad to the other love of my life, o which T
mm;-‘,z:aw with immediate bioclogical responses beyond my eontml?[:wn
now! The shame he still sees in me is simply the shame of these fisrce
biological states. Far from being shame at what was once performed in his
absence, it is shame at what is being performed now, in my body, and which
his body is unable to compete with, let alone satisfy: thial nearly two
years after she went her waya./ That I hate her, that I spend hours talking
with him about her (mostly as a witch) has nothing to do with this sudden
biological infusement which tekes pe like a hot blast of air.

I too remember, my darling girl with the hips and the legs of a boyl
I remember how your subtle suggestion that an altogether new kind of
earthly experience was possible between us worked, divine catalyst, on
our fevered blood. I remember the curtains, closed, as if they were
the complete expresstion in their folds and ripples and tough hessian surfaces
of the variety of our inventions. I remember the merciless damp heat,
the decptive air-pockets naw and then that made the ourtains billow
heavily for a moment, offering the hope of ceool air, but only more hot
air was the result: and this was its own delight top=that it made the
sweat pour even more freely, until the vast bed was soaked to the mattress,
I mean the air's lack of comppomise or finesse was ours too, as the same
hands searched the same tremulous routes, and the voice sang the same
brute praises!

Enough!

A woman seid to me once that I rendered all the men she had ever been
with ghosts, and quicker than anyone has been rendered a ghost before.



She told me too that for the first time in her life she felt her own

flesh and blood. Hitherto, she realised, she had been a walking observatory.
As I turned her men to ghosts, I turned her from a ghost into a live creat-
urel Her bosom sprang to life--this is only what she told me, she was
flung back to the time of her first experiences, in puberty, when like all
of us she had wanted to cry out, 'Mother!' I cannot say I know what is
meant by my body, what destiny, perhaps what new species. I only know

that when I lower myself--—spread my skirts over them, as Aaron would saye
a wild world, all astir, envelops them of which my actual physical appear-
ance (though arresting enough) gave them not the tiniest hint. They gasp
with surprise, yes! Stare up at me with mouths open, eyes aghastl

This then ;;s sex]! Do the husbands wonder ¥EEm that something is planted
in their women that grows like an orchid, rendering them more desirable but
less accessible as time goes on? Call me fiendl! I pursue my function!

I think perhaps I am what men used to be once, before St Augustine and

8t Benedict put their literary and intellactuaﬁf seal on the male organe

I think of the men of the Alexandrian dasurtg! After years in a cave

a Thetaid anchorite glimpsed a passing woman. He rushed out and told

her that he could satisfy her enough for ten men if she gave him a trial. -
They-:::::;-to Alexandria and lived together for six motbdhs. I have
something of that urgency in me, always. My thirst is that of the desert,
the burning natron lekes, there lies my Rikmk fire! The women recognise

it in me===the hot glistening eyes in the slit of black cloth, accompanied
by the unabashed Bedouin stare of the male} They are astonished at my
skin, which seems to have inhabited a land of brooks and water, of fountains
and depths that spring out of valleys and hills, along the banks of the
Nilel And my stomach lying in folds, a softly rippling Buddha belly!

And so when I lie myself down there is something hotly racial in me (it
doesn't matter which race, or which mixture, only that it is a Mediterranean

|eaxt
cumpaund), and since sven the ms=t polyglot of us have races in our blood,



these leap to life in the women for the first time! The desert bursts
into flame, and the phoenix riaas! Therefore the heat of New York was
particularly eppropriate. While everyone was gusping#nd running in and out
of airegonditioned cinemas end restaurants, and speeding out to little
lawnefronted places in Connecticut, we at best had to stroll down to the
delicatessen to get a change of air, and no one could say we were paler
than anyone else, though we rarely saw the light of the sky. And I know
one thing, that if precisely those same circumstances prevailed again,

and he was in a New York hospital again, and none of this verbal confusion
about witches and the seed and all that gerbage had teken place it would
be the same today, she would feel today what she felt every day for two
whole months.

What she says is true, I can imagine ite==to my shame I do imagine
it, though I bear her no love nor even the mildest respect. Yes, the fire
of the desert! the merciless and yet consoling fire! Those shimmering
distances, the uncaring silences, the ruffled dunes and the footsteps
smoothed away in a moment, the fierce encounters in black tents! Some-
times, on a hot afternoon, I am alone here at the villa, wondering what new
deserts the future will provide. Yes, my imagination hu;::;an stirrad%'
and ongce that happens there is no more rest from the yearnings and hopes
and anguished hungers! Or perhaps there will be no more desertsl!

And so I look at him sadly sometimes. There cannot be two of her.
I mean, not in one person's life. Oh, Sophia, how I love youl

Bhould I come to you then? I am clearing up some last-minute
details in Cambridge, Mass., and could fly this evening, as I so often did
before. And you could pick me up at the airport as you so often did before!
And befaore taking the ferry from the mainland we could stop over one
night at a hotel, as we so ofiten did before! Oh what rapturous inventions
will the gods devise nowl

This is the way you pﬁt the offer to a hundred women in every part of



the globes I can resist your voice over the phone, in letters! Your
presence is what I cannot resist. And you are so fiendishly unpresent
here on the verandah, so stridently not ﬂhare in your wicker chair where
you delighted to make your crackling noises, calling attention to yourself
and to that voluptuous globe of flesh ye'/ﬂa sit down w&l And you # never
will bﬁztagain, because none of us could overlook the wounds we have served
each other with, the words we have dipped in vinsgar and plunged into the
other's side! Only if you were present now, about to lower yourself on
to the divan in that narrow room with a window going on to this verandah,
the thin curteins drawn against the sea=breszes that drift through the
Mogorish arches, against the jubilant yellow glare of the sun which must
not see too much of us because that is the business of the gods! out of
earshot to him but aufficiqntly close to him to make your hatred of him
potant and dangerous, hot to the point of fainting ecstasyl_ only then,
spangled, could I fail to resist you. Otherwise I almost prefer my
desert-memories.

As a matter of fact, with 'bg'n belly &8 torn by wild horses in
every direction I would rather be in my own bed than lowering myself on
to Ma. I have my own destiny, after alls I am not just here to
serve either you or the ‘hundred' woman all over the globe. At this
moment my belly is a foundry of unsuspected changu'm perhaps
divine ones, though I dare say your honror of anyone claiming access to
the divine must reject this at once. Yes, I know your abject level of thinkingl
I know how the Talmud and the ritusl baths and the Kera and ﬁﬁ:‘-’rﬂm
go with a view of the human creature as plunged in lay darknesgwe

What?

Yes! Tutored by him you plunged me into darkness. You allow us
light, divine light, only if we get a big success in lifel

Good Godl



=y

Yes! I've seen you shake hands with the powerful, mixing awe
with resentment (the resentment serving for later, when the powerful's
trousers will be taken down in secret!). I know that this was one of
your reasons for keeping me dependent on you, so that I should continue
to writhe in what you suppose to be my natural darknessy the darkness of
every creature, your own darkness! For God shines from outside in your
world, not from within! He punished, helps, advises like a damned lawyer
in the skyl! And we are all supposed to be crawling in his nether region,
is it his Arse or somethinge—?

Oh! Fetch her down, Adaoshem!

But you cannot seal me from the light! In my world we all have hopel
This much I learned from your world=—-to understand Christ's mission for
the first time! Yes, my children, you threw me into the arms of a Jew,
but it was Christ! For the bounties of BGod, as Clement of Alexandria
told us long before Christ had been degraded into a household name, are
‘for the common benefits'! You can plunge the spear of words deep into
my side, you may steep it in vinegar (an apt image of yours, did you
realise its connection with that ‘lesser® Jesus or did you never read how
they nailed him to a cross?), but only flesh is maimed, and flesh is as
grass, and he was never crucified, he was never nailed to a cross, for
do you think it possible to crucify God? I know how brutally you take
everything I am sayings if you cannot see Bod in each and every one of
us, how could you see Him in Christ? That "mixed-up kid' as you once
called him, that 'little Jew calling himself the son of God' as your
husband ealled him———you think he was enclosed in his body, his seed,
his shit, in the darkness uf his own evacuatory processes, as you see
ell of us? Let me recall you to your own Kera texts, where it is
written YE ARE GoDS} Wpfnf't you realise that Christ carried your God
to the rest of the wnria, and left you only with the seed, the body,



the shithouse? I am crying my eyes out! ;

My dear child, while my wife may think like thati I never could.
Indeed you are right about the saxte Ztﬁa- could Christ give our Bod to
the rest of the world, much less take Him away from us? By your own ar-
gument He cannot be given or taken away, bartered or crqnifi;d. You
should learn to 'do and hear' not *hear and do' as the Bible says.

Oh Gottenu, Gottenu, you are close and near, a friend, a father, most
here and everywherel Comfort ye my people, comfort ye with me!

If I may come in again here=I intend to keep out of these arguments
as much as possible, except for brief factual interpolations which who
knows may be found useful-——her husband and I had a long tete-d-tete
on all ﬁpis. men to man, unknown to elther of the women, and I’must say,
talk ;;;:: that the reality is very different from the verbal exaggeratkons
we hav; so far heard.

May I suggest what you do with your silver-knobbed cane?

If I may go on(I like to be brief and to the point), his wife was the

victim of a lesbian infatuation. Yes,; I know that plain talk hurts but

it heals in the ends I mean too her infatuation, Sophia's, not the wife's.
Now we &= all at some time or another, at school or in the army, manifest
what could be called a homosexual intereste——
Good Bodl You too? Is that the reason for the silver-knobbed cane?
wer perhaps I ought tgéey that we have all been drawn into some
kind of homosexual situation through the lack of proper outlets, hence the
likelihood of its happening at school or in the army. Yes, she, the wifs,
may have shown a passing interests But her memory exaggerates! As for
Sophia, I believe she has a hopror of being totally naked. She clings
for dear life to the fig-leaf, so to spesks Island=birds have twittered
this to me, Now Aaren mainteins that this is because she is simply a woman
trying to be a men, end is terrified that ffone day she will be found out to



have only a woman's parts. It seems clear to me that there is some

kind of psychological repression or even schizoid tendency going on here.
The grotesqueness of such a ui‘tinnship must have struck the wife as soon
as the first moments of her confusion passed. I asked him had he ever
suggested an analyst to Sophia (we were speasking together in quist, meas=-
ured tones), for °'I believe we can all learn to live with our sicknesses if
we allows® a trained man to examine them®, I forget his answer. It was
something like °who wants to examine a witch'. Witch! Yes, I suppose
there gre people with some kind of occult power, exercising an hypnotic hold
on less resolute people. It would account for the wife's interest in her
(I won't put it higher than that). Aaron even said she had put a spell on
him while he was in hospital back in the States! Of course this is his
humour. But apparently he found it impossible to get out of bed weeks
after the normal rest-period. Perhaps he felt her devilry only because
he was in a weak state. Anyway, reason is once more in the saddle and he
canTtalk about it all quietly. It is simply no good rushing after the
first feeling you get headlong, and upsetting everything round you. The
ironical thing is that one only learns control towards the end of one's
life. I remember the fits of rage (though only whe h I was provoked)

that rocked my nervous system in the old days. I never in my life felt
the impulse to hit anyone, but I think I have hit and thrown through the
air more chairs, beds, desks and resounding objects of glass or china or
ceramic than the inventory of three houses could account for. In the

end balance prevailed. And I learned not to take other people's selfish-
ness to heart. I remember when one of my sons was late for a mealww
five minutes is as late as five hoursle—I threw the &3S platter at

the centre of the table, full of lobster and boiled rice, to the floor,

and then smashed a glass door as I slammed it closed on my way out.

Now I have learned to live with lateness as with most other human failings.
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You simply cannot imagine how difficult it was for my wife to get people
to apologise to me, on an occasion like that one! My son almost had to
be dragged along to my room, where I was waiting at my desk. And always
some axcuscl This time it was that h:z#uund some woman who had fallen

in the road, and had driven her to hospital, and=-=this being south of the
Alps=——they orosa-oz;minﬁod him for an hour before they wuld':;: hery wewnds !
As T said to him, Have they abolished telephones then? —fou could easily
have telephoned! But people won't think. However, as I say, I have
learned to live with selfishness. And I believe a great instrument for
the achievement of balance lies in the works of Sigmund Fn%d. I have
heard him called ’th*reatnt of Jewish poets', and I must say I do find
poetry in some of those serene analyses of the dark figure who stands
behind us and casts his shadow on all our actions! Constantly our socisty
(end the family is an embryo-society) is threatened by that figure lurking
in the unconscious. History is a chronicle of our failure to master him.
I hav+ed wounds enough, but my conclusion is that dwelling on them only
doubles the hurt. I try to forgive and forget the selfish actions that
made me lose my temper. Perhaps those people who perpetuated those
selfish actions are aware of what they did now, for they toe may have
achieved their balance. I cannot say that this is true of my son, or

of any of my sons, who are hooked not on reason but on other products.

But at the end of everything lies death, we slip back into forgetfulness,
so0 why cannot we &8t agree with each other for the shert term of our

existence? Why not make life pleasant for each othar?

I have heard
such fierce arguments in my life, you would think art and religious
beliefs and such like were the basis of everything we do instead of the
comfortable reflections that follow a well=-fed stomach! First let us
get harmony between us, and the security, first the question of our bread

and butter and the roof over our head, and the newspaper that will bring



news of the outside world (I regard these ‘chronicles of present time®
as indispensable to balance), then we can get down to discussing these
other rarified subjects, and so long as we still have breath for them.
b N 3 oo A unpalstiple fact that our discussions will
alter nothing! The world has an annoying way of repeating its patterns,
though I agree that a good discussion does clear the air, sharpnru/)ur wits
and perhaps bringfus nearer an understanding of our own weaknesses and
potentialities. Also I believe that some kind of religion is necpessary
to hold society together: It provides a moral code, and protects a man
against the insidious feeling that he does not have to account for his
actions.s Having said that much, I am obliged to add that I am as con=
fused about this subject as everyone else is. I believe the world must
have been created, and that therefore some sort of guidance is taking
plase. I don't beliesve we go to heaven or hell. I don't believe that
Christ was the son of God, although he was certainly a very good man
(indeed, a great social reformer, in his way). The trouble starts when
pecple claim to know. I mean when they start saying things that sannot
possibly be m. Calling Christ the son of God is a good example.
And immortality; well, it is pleasant to think that we do not in fact
dis; but it cannot be demonstrated as easily as the fact that we do disl
Who Jis thers to tell us what lies on the other side of the terrible
dividing 1ine? I think perhaps I know why people spend so much time |
in ardent discussion about imponderables. It is fear. They don't want
to fac & up to the dismally obvious truths. As that greatest of Jewish
poets said, if we fear death above everything else; is it not natural
that we shoudl ersct a God above everything else, even dsath? Fear and

e are the keys to our dreams!

[rﬁahind these dreams lies the real world, with satisfying reliability.
We may find it ordinery and dull, but we slip back into it with a sigh of
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relief after our incursions into the never-never land of exaggeration,
where the cmbral mists prevail which are the outcome of sickness!

This is why I advised an analyst in her case. I see a severea :ﬂ.s-
locating=—-departure from reality in her case, into the dreamworld of
mﬁic fantasy, the megalomania of sexual domination. For those who are
not art?ists, and she is not one, it is better to root the sickness out,
and leave .tha exaggerations to people who feel obliged to spend their
lives writing or painting or composing the dreams that rise from their
hopes and feers! I repeat, there are known facts. Ve know where ths
liver is situated, we know the function of the kidneys, we know the paths
the blood takes. Have you seen two doctors pondering on the position

of the liver? There is no discussion on these things! And cne day we
mayf:(:.bh to extend this certain knowledge iﬁte every field including that
of dreams, of art, of all the secret hopes and fears that predestine
(usually for the worse) our actions. The staggering journeys into space
that are at present being undertaken offer hope that this will be so, not
in ouriifatimas perhaps, but for future generations. Yes, we shall reach
a time when we need not go to the artist or the priest for authentic
descriptions of the dream areas, but have text-books at our disposal,

and experts, professionally qualified men whose word we can doubt as little
45 WE CAN THAT OF A TOP DOCTOR. To whom does Sophia run when her nerves
are worn down to the point where they cannot support her arganism any
longer--=to the doctor! Why did not she not flo it before? and begin

where the trouble started, in her brain? Life, happily, is in the end
very simplel

I have had a most rare vision. I have had a dream. Methought
iwax it ub%: tt::‘;'*Nu York Herald Tribunes on my head!
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((X cannot say who is spesking here. The wit is quoting from Bottom's

speech in Midsummer Night's Dresam, where he wakes from having worn the

ass's head. For my money, it is Josh, the Renegade's 'hookld}‘m.
and he is having a dab at his father; whose reading of New York Herald
Tribunes, foreign edition, is well ni.ghﬂ religious.))

A loving pupil called Porphyry once collected his master's lectures.
The master, being an Alexandrian, saw with Greek and Jewish and Edyptian
eyes. He said, If the eye that tries to see be dimmed by vice, impurity
or weakness, then it sees nothing even when someone else points to what
lies plainly before it. And the ecstasy of the angels could play before
you, my darling, and you would see no more than the glitter of your silver-
knobbed canel But then that is the level of your ecstasy. The &EEEm
transmutation to direct knowledge is a matter of infinitely slow growth,
through many births, disregarding space::tinc :g-nmtion. which are
the convenient fictions required most desperately by people like you,
and in varying degrees by everyone.

Who spoke?

Where is she?

Which one do you mean?

And her husband? How have I wandered among these thoughts?

Everything seems darkness. I cannot hear or sse the others. There
seems only one breathing creature, of which we are all the impulses.
All difference, which belongs only to the body, dies away and lsaves gne.
I feel frightened! There is no one else alive--=because we are all
alive but only as ONE! Oh Jnani horror! I want to awake back to the
world. Let me have their wvoices again, though they are my enemies,
that is enemies of my flesh (as I am too!) Oh how I understand the
gentleman with the silver-knobbed cane—fjhis need for reason, for wife
and comforts! I need the voices to be able to fio on with lifel
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One or two may plunge into that silence, the darkness——=the blinding
lightle=gf ONE CREATURE, but not me. I see how far I too have chosen
the sarthe——am a poor devile-=then how did those thoughts, those lines
from PhMa. come to my mind?

((I am uncertain who uﬁl speaking hers. It could be Sophia.

But the word "@@n ‘Jnani' indicates familiarity witﬁ Indian thought,

which rules her out, as it rules out Aaron, his wife, and certainly the
Renegade. On the other hand, I had the impression that it was Aaron's
wife uho talked about Plotinus. But we should not be surprised if one
person talka‘ the thoughts belonging to another. WMy guess is Sister
Mahatma. If my hunch is correct, it is a fascinating revelation indeed.))

I think it was Aaron'’s wife. It was a voice disguised by feeling
(we are all disguised by feelingl). You could hardly say man or woman.

I think it was the wife of the banking gentleman, the one wth the
silver-knobbed cane.

But she never speaks.

Let us have our voices baak---it mekes me feel at home! Better
than this darkness! The damp New York heat~-~the fevered fingerse—--the
sound of her body, the suck of the sweat, she spangled—-=give me back
my sins--=better than unrelated silence, unconjugal stillmess!

Who spoke?

6till the silence.

Still the surrounding darkness.

I the strange one, alone, as it will be at the end of time,
remember the ghspel according to the Egyptians, when Salome asked the
Lord how long death would prevail and when His wisdom would become known,
and He said, When ye have put off the garment of shame, when the two
become one, and the male with female, there being neither male nor
female.
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((This is definitely Sophia. She will now take up her doctrine 03'
gmdaf again, using Valentinus as her launching pad. And if my guess is
right a God=-Almighty row will break out.)) |

And I remember the Gnostic Valentinus, another Egyptian, his explaine-
ing how the vast mistake of the creation came about: long before the
creation, God (NOT the creator) sent out from Himself manifestations in
pairs=—male and female. Each pair was inferior in quality to the
previous one. Sophia, the female of the last and thirtieth pair, feeling
the loss of her separation from God most poignantly, began to love Him
too passionately and was flung from the divine harmony into matter, and
the universe was created out of her agony. She gave birth to a son,
the @m. who operates this valley of sorrows. And she was rescued |
by Christ, who came straight fM God in order to perform his tender
services of light. -

I think again and again of that Sophia as my essential self, flung
desper and deeper into matter, whirling steadily towards the light, and
finding Christ. |

May 1 address something to you---whoever you are in the darkness and
silence? a proposition, to turn something over in your mind and reach an
unavoidable solution? 1In a cattle-shed, which are the animals for
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slaughter? Which are those due for castration, fattening? The males.

Which are those kept for milk and progeneration? Which are those for whom,
even in hundreds, one male will serve? The females. Looking over a pige
sty, which of the creatures are due to be smoked, cured, minced? Not surely
the sows with their multiple nipples gorged on by the tail—waQQQ;Hg newly
born! In war, who in their millions are poured on to the screaming battle
fronts, to be launched against the scathing rod of fire? who design,

master. operate the rods of fire big and small that constitute this white-hot
battle fronte——-its guns, rifles, mortars, long-snouted howitzers? The

But
males! As# who are those who crouch from the spouting rods of destruction

devices wer

(notice how the rod=form dominates all theP imskromemis of desissedion!),
who hide their young under their arms, who go among the military rest-camps
with their comforts; to lick the wounds and offer themselves up to assuage
the rod of soft flesh that now pants for its delights after the fearful
steel arguments of the night? Not, surely, the males.

I am told there are many more females than males on the earth, and
I ask myself is not this because they have been preserved, they are the
very souls of preservation. That is my proposition. You may ask why
I come down on the side of the females, having argued that male and female
are to become one. You might as well ask whig I am excited by her fertile
curves when I have those curves myself? Why not admire the rod, of which
I have more than a hint myself? Why does the female in me not enjoy the
male? I wll not have the fool's answer, that I belong to Sappho. I
hate the company of these people with their dark unwholseome eyes! But
perhaps I do sppreciate the male=—=through the femald;; I mean I never
associate with a lone woman, never the spinster-type. &he is always
married, or has been! She is having, or has had, the rod! Now I see
the rod through her. I relish it through her. I enjoy the feel of the
male hand on her body, I am electrified by its recent presence! Even
while I am discrediting the male I am enjoying the way he has formed her



o&m /.;3(3

flesh. Remember-—-her flesh! I am aware that she will return to him,
and I would not want it any other way. Thus I discredit the very force
I am using. There is something perhaps mystical about that. SEml times
I have even begged a woman to stay with her husband so that a certain bio=-
logical part of her (which admittedly I do not understand) may be satisfied
sufficiently to ensure her concentration on her strange adventure with me!
There! Tough8! In that way, though I have never calculated anything in
my life, she will never more come to me for what legitimately belongs to
the poor ejaculating rods At first she comes to me for what seems sex,
and them stumbles on the divine! Not that she touches the divine in me
(I am beyond flattery on this point): she finds the purring animal, the
night of primordial desire, as never before, d through that first
acknowledgement of the magic roots of life cmne)g;:ru'ggastims of the
divine. She stumbles on that Bo%ia of Vadentinus, mother of the creator,
in her love and agony! Sometimes—--it happened only once---she advances
beyond me in understanding of the divine, and tries to take me with her.
But I am tied to matter! Horrible word "matter®, stillborn child of
Newtonian sterility, dsad to the magle, the electric genius of the created
world with its endless intimations of perfection! I remain as a reminder
of Bod's material manifestation. Reaching the divine beyond life we see
that everything is divine in lifel This is why I claim that my discrediting
of the male has something mystical in it, while I lack totally the mystical
faculty in myself., I am shifting the way for the divine ecstasy by see-
ing his rod as its chief enemy. I see a woman crowned at the head of
creation! She is commanding all the sorrows and the festivals! Ghe
is bathed in darkness and in light! Her laughter is heard across the
skyy she has the universe in her womb and her names abound!

Another thoughte—-and let me say it whils the others are away.
It is that sex is towards death. Only in appeamrance is it towards life.
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This is seen in ”oth young and olde In youth iﬁfpebilitates[gradually )

the spiritual faculty, in age it ruins. Its attendants are anger and

inner strife. The more an epoch concentrates on the sex part, the greater
are its warse Christian doctrine was unable,like nlizi:z;nnxnlitgtanl to
contain the sex parts It simply tried to turn a blind eye. It offered
no methode In marriage, during the feryile middle period between youth
and g= age, the sex part becomes a powerful biological force in the grip
In Maz'uuiJLs;uw 2
of the reproductive process, s engulfing the entire system. /( )ﬂ'aebhsr or
not a child is allowed to be the jresult, the organs achieve a union as
devoid of individuality as B human flesh ever achieves. Those in-
capable of familiarity never experience it, and cannot imegine its existe
ence.s It occurs between the ages of twenty-Five and forty-five. I have
only bzen told all this. You may laugh at it« I have no means of vere
ifying its But I believe that truth is a matter of direct apprehension,

the flash of recognition, and I must say that in a flash this was revealed
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to me, sy

five to forty-five the organs realise only with difficulty this fiercely
complete biological union. The fact that I am saying this without knowe
ledge is also proof (fur me) that someone is guiihing me, and that I am
an incarnation. If we but knew it, we all are.

The death=-suggestion of sex is especially graphic in youth. The
wildly tupping child-couple look out of their closed dome of sex in despair
while the freguent emissions rob th7/young bnjy of ::;’primal energies of
will and imagination, I would say alse‘primal ecstasy. That infinite lobk
of the eyes is eclipsed. And if in later life that look returns it is
because the violence of the reproductive period is over, and the sen-elimgf

n
begins to be saved for the ec’tasies again! Therefore is not sex towards
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death? |
And are you not round the bend? Sex releases, purifies, halts &ne
teeming self-involved brain, and by halting for a few moments even the
metabolism renews the bloodl Have you seen a woman-starved youth?
Do you realise to what fruitless yearning he is condemned? and the
fumbling shyness with which he responds to the female when he has managed,
against all odds (for lonely yearning hardly makes us attractive), to
find one? Do you know (but how could you?) that after being voucheafed
these pleasures of which I have never tired I feel light and free,

disburdened of anger, of war, of all the things you lay at sex's door?

This was undoubtedly the Renegade., For him sex is a numi and
continuous activity which "with luck® will continue into old age. His
great enemy is 'qrmrouion', the Freudian condition that is pppos:lte
to sexual self-expression and which breeds unhealthy mental p;ttms.
Naturally he finds sexual satisfaction better than sexual starvation.
He perhaps does not see Sophia‘s point, that #8 sexual desire has to
be mastered for ands that go far beyond the matter of a%isfautinn or
atarvatim}:&(w‘tﬂsw differ in the question of whether a more or lasa
constant state of sexual desire, going well into old age, is naturall(
But I may have got a false scent here. The above statement could
have been made by a large number of people, including Aaron. The
monk never existed in Judah, after alls. The Jewish family is already
a religious unit. Aaron's religious austerities do not include the
curbing of the sex impulse. But it remains that the curbing of the sex
impulse has been a d%dpnm, perhaps the key discipline, of all
mystical effort from sast to west. The Renegade would regerd this
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as pre~Freud and therefore invalidated by *later knowledge® or something
of that sort. He subscribes to t“t::ﬁ:aa of progress, not to the esastern
idea of a gradual loss of radiance and power from a perfect beginning,

& loss that takes many hundreds of thousands of years. No, for him
religion ha; naturally withered away, as ‘unverified knowledge', before
present-day certasinties of science, our epoch of 'self-liberation’.

Yes, husbands steam with anger against me. They watch their wives®
need for them decline. And; on the wives' side, an incidental and
selective eroticism takes the place of tendsrness. Their (the men's)
desires increase with this=--precisely as their resentment of becoming
a slave to their wives' erotic whim increases tool Subtly, without
calculation, I have eclipsed the grand reproductive passion and reduced &
themetier to its proper thruste-and-pull mechanics. And in this
operation I produce, out of a couple, two creaturss closer to a common
sex than either :‘; befores This is why my women are mostly in their
middle age (always have been), when the illusion of childbirth has g
ceaseds Renounce all and you shall inherit all was the way Thomas &
Kempis put it.

The rod is the instrument of flesh-reproduction, flssh-enslavement
and flesh=destruction. ((Sister Mahatma? It could, naturally, be
Sophia. ‘'Flesh=destruction' here could mean two things---the anger
over-eexuality promotes (Sophia's argument), or the destruction of the
flesh in the form of ecstasy. achieved by sexual self-mastery. The
second would be much more Sister Mahatma's field.))

Big words for a little pleasant dallying! ((The Renegade,
certainly.))
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Not always pleasant in its aftermath, or even in the dallying.
It is war,; my dear! But what warrior fails to look back with wonder on
the field of destruction? Who hasn't found ecstasies in battle?
((Again possibly Sister Mahatma.))
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I have brought husbands to an extremity of despair, as they watch
their wives begin to lead lives of their own and consult me on all points
of work and honour (yes, a feminine honour is discovered!), and to breathe
secrets into my ear which no husband may hear, even the husbands of others.
I have seen the most tender males crack into frantic martial dances under
the strain of losing an ally in the house. My attack is at first open and
direct, even frankly brutal, I mean after the first introductioqﬁ, I
glare at him, appear to take everything he says even on astronomy and the
datepf the introduction of Arabic numerals into Christian calculation as an
innuendo against me. As a matter of fact, I have stated that badly.
I really do feel everything he says as a scorching innuendo, I really do
burn with it for days afterwards! Hearing his voice at the lunch table
(yes, I invited him myself) I have to retire to bed to let the fire rage
itself to ashes in my solar plexus! For all these things pass through
my budy! I have said time and again, haven't I, that I am an earth
incarnation? You, whoever you are, must not think that I operate
mentally in my conquests. No, I am torn and engulfed, quite as much as
the husband!l After all I am turning her into a traitress, myself into
a destroyer and him into ge==but what the devil fio I care what happens
o MinT T obapeulf dreme diem date W Sty svwm wu'yti%;—tha
woman surprised at herself, too much in my hands to feel any responsibility
towards 1:; man, watching herself with pain as she performs Lady Macbeth
without having Macbeth for a husband, or indeed any pretext at all for
murder! ‘But there is definitely murder in the house! And I have
brought 1%@ When I say that I turn her into a traitress, myself into
a destruyug;l ought I say 'myself into a murderess'! On one occasion
I held a dinner party for pnly, or rather with only one woman present
apart from myself. I included her husband among the guests. She had
Just begun her night-wanderings as Lady Macbeth! I invited local
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hunters, it was here on this island, I mean those undistinguished,
usually small, mum'b-;;innad men who smell of sweat and shoot little
mm";‘(mmm (though too infrequently) each other. Yes, you feel
the venom mounting in my blood, eh? I had a great wooden screen door
set out as a table on trellis legs, and we ate a banquet of tiny birds,
dozens of them cooked on spits. Washed down the gullet with a rough red
wine! ﬂnly one man/ and her tender husband as the ‘outsiders', so to
speaks haxwinmy gnolo-’lsamd. nodding and simpering cipher! And
‘his® woman serene, robust, settled in her place at table like a queen
(incidentally just crowned, only a few days before, by myself, a fact

of which the eipher, grinning in his marital compaacency, did not knowl).
Ande==g lovely touch----I was well aware that one of the hunters, a
particularly quiet man usually, with a stutter, but now garrulous under
my influence, was in love with her! Well, "in love's he wanted to
spread his sweaty skirts over her a little, that's alll And my mag=
netic influence on him was such that for the space of that burping
gvening he lost his stutter and said again and again, his glass raised,
that a certain woman in the room (there was only onel) desarved all

he possessed or ever wished to ownl /fmtmmdlnsthuhm. irrev-
ocably! fhat he eould sing her praises until first cock-crow! And
every time he spoke I made a mock how=dare-you movement towards him,

my faun-frown black, and my lips curved in a faun-smile! I even
raised a chair over his head in burlesgue manner, while in burlesqgue
manner he ducked, layghing. And graduslly=-but what a,éuu it tookle——
the gloating cipher of a husband understood, and his face began falling
into his clown's boots, and all the triumph of his wretched shunting

rod was in an instant wiped outl Was that shunting object as large as
she claimed? At this moment it couldn®t have been cooked for anybody's
dinner, it would heve disintegrated in the water! Let me pauss, to



allow the fire to rage to cinders inside me. How long, my child-creator,
how long?

Yes, I have tortured a man with all my heart, and then barne the torture
in my own body! Once, when the /afight had died down, and my triumph wes as
complete as it ks ever is with me, I aawi;huaband as an incarnation, and
realisedeglmost blaming the woman the dust of whose feet 1 took every
dayI that I had been dipping a spear in vinegar and planting it into his
side with something like gaistyl Whom they wish to destroy they first
meke blindl-——and how many times, then, have I been destroyed! And does
that Jew say I don't suffer, not like Catherine whirl on the wheel?

I am doing so even nowl

Yes, I saw him

bathed in light, almost I felt Christ, as if he had been there in this
man's flesh on a second mission, while she was enjgying the fruits of

all I had been doing to him! In extenuation, really I ought to add thige
the women, even if they looked at me shocked for something daid or done

to their husbands, even as they aaid/But why do you beshave like that,

he hasn't done you any harm? closed their arms round me and smiled not
forgiveness,; no, f‘or{!oryivmm would have shown the crime, but grateful
condonementl It must be remembered that many women, especially the

gifted, seek a deep #ravmge on their fathers which they enact on their
husbands!

When the Jews went to live under the Ptolemies in Alexandria their
Jehovah was admireds But He was too inaccessible, and rather bad—
tempered. This is why Christ, the author of our lives, came to mediate
for tin, (( Tte Motk Suharir?)

Who is saying this for me? ((Salakfu ’))

My stonach—uhat raptures and sorrows I em giving birth til (( Defunilidy

Seplin)).



Well; let me speak first. I dislike to see anyone suffer and
therefore I must return to my #riginal suggestion off an analyst. If
this is where the 'supreme Jew' has landed us, after centuries of war
and recently the cruellest racial decimation of all tim’ in his name,
then I think I prefer to think of history as without him. Iraaligs
that, despite my having been baptised a gentile (but how does one eliminate
the Jew=—-with a little water?), I realise that I know nothing whate
soever about Christ, and indeed never gave him a thought. Again I say-—
get thee to an anlyst, gl |

leasts  pecogmiioe
At;lhe u&ﬁu that no water, even all the mat:d oceans, will un-
meke the Jew, I wonder is he even circumcised, the nm renegade?
In this much I agree with him, that her outeries and her inner burnings
hardly recommend her Christ,; and as for Christ being the author of our
livegem—] Witches make an outcryl! Witches burn! Witches are moved
to do things they cannot understand and which they later may regret,
witches are blinded, words are put in their mouths, they dence to the

devil's tmc! F Christianityl And Joshua said

to the people, You cannot serve the Lord, for he is an holy God, he is a
Jealous God, he will not forgive your transgressions or your sifml

You are mocking the woman in me, you stiff-necked pocket-Aaron!
Your religion never had an Isis, a Mary, a Mother Kali, a 8iva, a
Lukshmil Your sky was always so bleskly male!l And this is why the
Supremem Jen;a I call him stretched out his hand to your women, and
was in return adered by them, because for your race they were naturally
inferdior to menee

It was always well=known Jewish doctrine——-"His home, meaning his
wife'l

Having a daughter was regarded as unfortunatel



8o it is in Christian Italy today!

And as for Jewish doctrine, this also says 'A voice in woman is an
immodesty'! Far from submitting to this, Christ spoke to the woman at
the well, he spoke to whu;rea, he reasoned with them, he heard the obscentty
of their voices with joyl And I do believe that both you and your wife,
you pot-bellied old cunt, see no more in my outcries and burnings than a
little disturbance of your order, the order---the precious order that
makes you the lisping servants of science! I remember your grotesque
little homilies on the first moon-shots! How we were all going to be
bigger and better people once we had hopped on to other planets! And how
the earth was too small for us-—imagine what largesse of heart that
argues! What a small thought, what a mean insensitivity to these marvels
I see all around me each in depth, in the depth of their magic, and not
like you as an inventory, a numerical accumulation of faded objectsl
The earth is small for those who are small, the earth is dead for those
who are dead! And all the flights across God's universe will not enlarge
them, or revive them! It will maske them smaller, dsader! Yes, how you
want to order the sky, you who would show less forbearance, less reasen,
less impartiality than myself (even myself), under dire attack. Look
at your forpearance towards me! Look at the 'reason'! Listen to the
war% that fly arounde—-witch, goy, she-devill Tou ch you anywhere on
the raw and out flies reason by the windowl

Anyone who wishes for the highest must avoid all company good or bad.

Who said that? ((Weld, almest anyoe sxeqpt Sophia :te Renagoda?)

g3, Whoever said it, you have never meneged to aveid compeny for a
minute of your life]

Ah, she is back WMt slim voicel Was sije asleep? Qid she
die? How burningly delicious your little wounding shaft feels as it
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enters my side==wyes, I remember you saying it in the Harlem apartment
before we ever thought of my closing my arms round you, or of your break=
ing open my Muladhara, the lotus of my sex, and drawing tearsi—I remem=
ber you saying to me, On the rare occasions when you are with just one
or two people, sitting quietly, even then you are writing letters!

((This was of course Sophia. Again an Indian term, 'Muladhara'. So
perhaps I am wrong about the carn-r‘mknom voice which also used an
Indian term (page 64). It is easy to underestimate the reading Sophia,
because of her demonstrative physical life. 6&he will suddenly devour

@ book cover to cover in the twinkling of an eys, with no one noticing.))
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These warring thoughts intensify with the island®s heat (it is
August). On the mainland there is an outbresk of cholera, but no one
seems to think it possible that this spotless island could be infected,
with its sewage system from two centuries ago, and its coast-line coated
with thaduupingsufvaatoiltarkarathatpmfaroutgmduyand
night. War in the atmosphers, war in the sea, war in the mind! I
cannot help ttlirkingﬂlatsophiaisrithandnmpmmngam
biological specimen, and that this daily war we wage on the world round
us (which means also sach other) is, like the war of our minds, simply
the tormented gurgitation of old forms, obsolete now, and the germine-
ation of new ones---not even a new race perhaps, not even bioclogical,
but a new life requiring no physical realisation, no space=time formula
at alll We have left the invisible to look after itself for so many
centuries that it has exacted its own revenge, and made life on the earth
impossible. No wonder these 'last voices', as we might call them,
sound tormented, at war with themselves no less than with each other.
The most tranquil is perhaps that of Mr Renegade) S StSTEEyS—hERENER
he simply sees, through his newspapers, that ;:thn world is going from
bad to worse', and the whole defiantly mystical problem that made it so
has never once occurred to him, let alone tormented him.
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Aaron is teken ill. Now his fevers are entirely due to the imaginary
situation his wife has found herself inl to the thoughts he has been in-
fected byl to the imaginative cur;ﬂguotions he has built on the basis of
his wife's! Here, then, is a physical end-product; no event, no affair,
no overt love. not even an implied or suggested love, between his wife and
Sophia, but it is 'as if' it had all happened, and his body reacts with
violence against the violence of his own thoughts, precisely as the cholera
derived from the violence of river- and sea-pollution. His body now requires
rest, to drag the mind down from its intense state so that infected thoughts
may become properly absorbed as 'knowledge'!, in the same way as his anti=-
bodies might destroy the cholera. Thus his destiny moves that much closer
to its talmudic end of detachment.

'He is 111 again', Aaron's wife says below. It seems that she is
actually writing one of her little notes to the Sophia villa (later she
tears it up). .

He is ill ggaine.

What? Are you writing a letter to me, after so long?

Yes« He fell into a long sleep, in the bedroom leading on to the
verandah (the large room, not the narrow place where you and I had our
afternoons, with him not ten yards away, beyond the curtains), and as his
breathing was even I was reluctant to wake him. He devsloped a fever,
The hospital has him under observation.

Oh my slim, insulting one!

There are flies everywhere but I managed to get him into a private
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room and am bribing the Mother Supox'i.narwh':vL promises of a paossible en=
dowment in our wills and so on. There are masses of fruit on his
bedside table. You know the hospital inside? Its gardens almost
give on to those of the Renegade,; the shattering white building you and
I saw together from the ferry-boat, that first day, gleaming like a
fortress, with the sleepy convent tucked behind it. I believe they're
Franciscans. But they could equally be Dominicans. If they didn't
talk so much I might even take thuT:‘ﬁcppista.

Be careful==-yvulgarity! But I find myself lauﬁhing too!l Those
laughs we used to have, with the sweat pouring down our sides in Harlem?
They seemed an offence to such a terrible epoch, a pulling of the dark
gods® beards!

The fever is down and his tired little eyes are beginning to follow
the best of the nuns round the room, aqunowhaisonthcmmd. of
course he is horrified to be in the hands of ‘mumbo-jumbo practitioners’®
as he calls thems But he softens under their Marian smiles. They know
how to give his pillow that little pat which imparts peace. He told me
today that the "brides of Christ' are a filthy lot on the whole——unsteril-
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ised instruments and bedpans everywhers. The flies are terrible as I

say but the insecticide they use is worse, they never seem to have heard
the word carcinagent. He reads a great deal and his wonderful hair falls
to his shoulders as always. He tries to pray but they always find an
excuse to interrupt him; and he is doing it in silence nows These are

in any case, he says, the best prayerss The doctors have picked up the
word virus and use it to explain everything, the Latin for 'poison'l
8till, it replaces 'germ', which sounds old-fashioneds As he recovers,
his eye begins to linger on me with a more definite looks Why does he
recover so :quickly akxhmme in hospital and not at homeTws |

I am layghing againl ‘

The same treatment is available in both placesl I can't avoid the
impression that ;'e feels safer in hospitaleee

Splitting my sidesl!

I don't mean because docture)énd emergency treatment are aveilable
there but because he is not at my mercy therel Yes! Yet at home I fly
round himy, I bring him what he needs faster than a dozen nursing sisters.
With better care for hygiene toos. He knows all this. His third hospit-
alisation in how many years? Is it altogether accidental?

Lovely irony!

I think the lingering look he aiva:}tisn‘t entirely awakening desire.
Yet it is too. There is suspicion and mistrust. Even a glint of fear.
Do you know what he fears? That I mgght not help him on to the road.
Mdavmlsharathefmtasticidaa{ It makes me do more and mers for
him, squeezing oranges, rushing to the pharmacy for what the hospitel is
too mean to give him, washing and sterilisings 1In me too desire has be=
comg mixed——with this other things It has given the desire—on both
sidese—a sharper edge.

It seems to me that he ought to cast off the garment of shame finally.
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After all he can't go on doing it for ever. No wonder he gets fevers.

You tell me that———whose hands have almost grown to the shape of the
parts you have touched!

I'm two or three decades younger!

And increasingly activel

Why, does that thrill you slightlye=?

No, I never want to see you again, and I already regret this letter
I have written you, so much that I shall tear it up! Yet I hear you in
the silence, your husky voice, complaining, beguiling, remindingeeand
your hands, how I remember them, the electric charge that cracks from
theml

You call it electricity. I call it something deeper without a name.

Once the kundalini has been awoken, the climax ceases t7‘atisfy,
though desire may for a time increase.

((Again the Indian term, meaning the coiled serpent of sex that
can be stamped into the flame, and the flame rises up the spine to become
ecstasy, so that the world is at last encapsulated in the perceiver.
Whose voice this is I cannot tell. At this stage I feel I cannot rule
out the possibility of intruding voices from hundreds, even hundreds of
‘thousands of years agol))

Sometimes I would like to know what has happened to the world, and
take my silver-knobbed cane like a sceptre and call for order! A general
discussion as to what we can all do about it before it is too late, I
mean before The Bomb drops, I mean a political discussion to iron out
all our differences, they are surely not too great—-this is what we need!
I had an interesting man to dinner, an annoying sniff and globules of
sweat on his upper lip but I suppose he can't help that, who said that
women dominated society in the last stages of Greek civilisation and



-77 (1) - dia

brought about the final disintegration of that society. Now, if I

ask myself truthfully, can I meke a single move any day without consulting
my wife, I mean my wife's pleasure, the answer must be no. What has
happened to us? Teke Aaron's wife. Sometimes I think ghe got him into
hospital, I happened to have taken a stroll up the hill (of course since
Sophia moved out and built her own v111+¢ have been as thick as fleas
together) and I saw an ambulance draw up outside. I stepped back into

a bush (literally) and watched while they fetched him out on a kind of
sit-up stretcher. Yet not two hours before, in the morning, I had been
discussing this water-question with hime—]'m after some of his water—
supply, he has something like a thousand litres a day coming from one of
his springs, and I get very shart in the /dog—dnys, I mean for irrigation
purposes. He was as bright as a pinl Now sometimes a woman can appear
at the salient moment in a man's life and distract hi m. This sniffing,
sweating chap at dinner seems to be quite right that our world is wrecked
by the same fevers as the Greek world in its last days when no city-state
could agree with another and the spirit of independence was too strong
for the smallest cohesion to be possible for long, thus rendering inevitable
the Persian victoriess Now the really Hellenic world did continue, he
went on, sniffing like a ferret, but at the hands of a foreigner, a
Macedonian, who set up a new city on the coast of Africa in his own name,
A’axnndrh. He talked far too much, like all these academic johnnies,
unless they don't talk at all, but it was quite interesting. Somehow I
feel that ghe, Sophia, belongs to the Greece of disintegration. I feel
that these two women, she and Aaron's wife, are the expression of something
dreadful, the eclipse not even of a civilisation but a species. It is
revealing that they can lay an old patriarch like hig:hw. He went out
saying his prayers. 1 feel a nostalgia fore--I can't tell what, when
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I hear him pray. My parents were hardly orthodox. It reminds we ofe—
and something clogs my throat, it seems too deep for mel And I want to
escape all this I've built up and rush to=--where? Does the woman,
asked old sniff-sweat, not always take her revenge for childbirth when
she finds the man prostrate and near his end? I thought that was damned
silly.

((we should notice here that;ho Renegade takes it for granted that
Sophia and Aaron's wife are in some kind of collusion against Aaron.
Where he can have found this information I cannot guess. He assumes
that they are no longer talking to each other, or at least implies it
when he says ‘ever since Sophia moved aut and built her villa we have
been as thick as fleas', but perhaps I am misinterpreting that. He
may have picked up the idea that Sophia and Aaron's wife are seeing each
other, even secretly, but that seems rather far-fetched. He may also
have ‘picked up'! Aaron's wife's thought-waves, but he is not the sort of
man fito spend his time doing that. Mirenda, the Aaron maid, often
passes the Renegade villa and stops for a chat with tha‘l; girle A lot
of information passes that way. He may have heard of the notes that
go between the Asron and the Sophia villa, and assumed that the 'ménage
& trois' SEREEESSEIR of the Manhattan days was still on. As to this

- i%ginary ménage, by the way, I have always thought that the Renegade

picked up some New York gossip about Sophia and the Hales, and transferred
it to the Aarons.)) |

Let me enswer that straight away! When society falls it deserves
to falll Its fall has no other cause than the propensity to falll A:u?f
the women do is tear the threadbare tapestry downg; having been cEprimEn
deprived of their part in the weaving of that tapestry, they must at

least be given the pleasure of tearing it down when it no longer presents
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a valid image! Perhaps they do it from a deep biological consciousness
that swift change is necessary---new invisible formations towards the
making of that PERFECT CREATURE the Greeks talked about! Not meals and
schedules and safe political speeches, the bogus ordersd patterns which
have no relation to the patterns of the heart! Naturally g% people like
you are going to push the women into the kitchen and the nursery while
your affairs are going well!l You do it by promising them the divine,

but they never once glimpse it! Perheps you were sincere, as a young

bridegroom, when you promised that, for the divine you spoke to her about
W her face! Maybe the only glimpse of the divine you will ever getl!

You saw the shining Isis in her eyes, but jjwhere is Isis now in your debit
and credit columns? And your wife must pay for the divine gift you
meant to bring to here-=by looking after your children, by trays of coffee
at moments of hard pressure (oh yes, these pressures you auffur. glued
to the telephone, when in fact you are just too lazy to make the coiflae
yptjrsalfl), not to mention the voluptuous services of the bed which,
‘b@;nme fair weather or foul, must be ready like an automatic street-
delicatessen. Naturally when your 4:::;@ fails, when no one can
' be enchanted any more, when your youth is in revolt (they compare your
warld with the divine one from which they have but recently comem—are
you too a platonist?), when yet another war accountable to your stupidity
bré*s out, or business shrinks because you failed to master your greed,es
well, naturally the women come forward with knives in their teeth! You
 yourself were obliged to play the two-backed beast in a Manhattan hotel
with a woman less than half your age, because she threatened toc blow
your brains out if you didn't.

" ((The following is the story of one of the Renegade's adventures in
a Manhattan hotels. How Sophia picked it up I cannot say, since he only
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told his business associates about it (some of them had had the same
experience). can/; we be sure, on jithe other hand, that it really did
heppen? Could it be a Renegade dream of love?))

That's trus. She knocked on my door and I thought it was the hall
porter with a wmessage from my runner. Blue Chips had teken a dip and
the Dow Index was looking green round the gills, and I was expecting to



hear the worst from Wall Street (I always am). And suddenly she fills
the frame of the door with the most unkissable mouth I have ever seen,
painted red like a fireman's hose, and asks me if I need anything urgent,
I said thank you very much, no, with that elegant shake of my head I have,
my eyes cast down, when I em dismissing somedne. But she stood her ground,
the door wide open, and said, You better hadda, honey, and I laf at anythin
less than a coupla hundred bucks. And she came inside and kicked the door
closed with something like a nazi boots I tried to be quiet about it,
end remembered as much as I could of Freud's coolness of tone. But it
didn't work, I asked her why she needed to do this sort eof thing, end
she simply made the fireman's hose form a great oval and stuck her tongue
through it. She even made me feel under analysis, %thsr than ¥ice versa.
I tried to be paternal but she asked in a flat voice, her eyes staring inte
my head, if I had *kids'. Yes, I said, two girls and trfme male drug-addicts.
I was trying to move on to the parental-concern tone but she cut that
short, A couple of whores and three fags, she said. Then; Don't give
me thet bullshit about my deughters and my sons, you should try playing
dad in a film, they need phonies like you. Come on, let's see your
bread, dade And luckily I had the kind of money in my wallet that she
seemed to needs  Another thing she said, You come from a generation of
whore-mekers and fag-mekers! = And, Boy! she said, with a grim look right
in my eyes, are you going to enjoy this, I've got yeur w;'ole character
written out in my head like a book!

And you did enjoy it. You say nothing. Well?

I never told the wife a thing.

The pne thing you nevux?‘:uld' hers A man who confides in his wife
is a damned fooll

She kept her boots on! I mean, she did everything for me! Here
was & virtual child teaching me all thr tricks I knew, and which I had

|



hitherto Ehsel taught others, but teaching me in such a way that they
appeared to mgz;ew! And in a way that made me feel I didn't exist any
more as a man with a name and a business. Yes, I was completely lost but
by no means absent: Another creature was thers, acting for me, far wilde
er than I had ever suspected myself of being, far less scrupulous aboutes
well, its choice of pleasure. I realised how much shame lay coiled up
inside me, little reserves that had laé;'like dead rats in an attic all
these years. I had always glanced hitherto in life, never really looked.
This tim e I looked, and found a pit of snakes in which I delighted. I

am not at all sorry to have had the experience. I don't mean because I
enjoyed its The enjoyment was mixed, and in any case subsidiary to the
new hells my eyes were opened to. I saw perhaps that hell and pleasure
are not exclusive of each other.

And you gave her the two hundred bucks?

I gave her five hundred, and it crowned the pleasure I had had when
she didn't even thank me. She said she could have done one of two things
to me~==killed me or seduced me, and for her one was equal to the other.
And I felt I had been killed. Her love was more a lioness's mauling than
anything else. I doubt if there was pleasure on her side. Her victim
was struck down by everything she did, just as if she were murdering him.
My eyes glowed at her as she left the room. I asked her would she come
back some time, for a talk. If I came back, you human bidet, she said,
I%d only come back to kill you. And even then my eyes glowed. How can
I put it? I found more tenderness in her violence, in the diisgust she
clearly felt for me and the entire species, than I had known 174nyune else.
I am frank with my wife in everything, but this one fact prevented me from
telling hers In the gf}l's disgust there was concern-———yes, obviously |
concern that a better creature should one day quriéyced! My mind began .

emanetion
to delve into the meek and stunted culture of which even crime is an s<preses

£% And what did I count for, under her gaze, not to say under her
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rough (but strangely delicate) hands? My debit and credit column, as you
call it, had come in usefyl, but what about ::: careful education at school
and university, the integrity I had always been taught I had, the convictions
that #this war was right and that one wrong, that he ought to be elected and
the other one not, that a committee should be organised, a trust set up,
arrangements made for contracts to be filtered through to an in-law or a
cousin in need, all the daily engagements that made me feel responsible,
or rather demonstrated what I had always been taught as my undoubted
responsibility? All that fluttered to the ground like autumn leaves the
moment she lobked at me. It didn't even crash. A crash would have
argued a tall edifice. But here was just an old half-dead tree, not
worth the cutting down! She spent no time on shaking the leaves Offee
it was the most casual thing in the world. And I discovered this ather
g;iaturt in me which had been there all the time and which wasn't responsible
or in a minimal sense ethical. Of course business isn't ethical either.
All those of us who are involved with it in a big way know that. But
as a business man you learn to live behind a veil, not a pretty one but
one that hides you. That is, in fact, the basis of doing business.

If you laid all your cards on the table at the birth of a tmginsss deal
you would end in the bankruptcy court. No, it wasn't that she tore down
the veil, which is consciously put there anngy. She tore down an entire
civilisation. I mean, I thought we had a cigéisatinn, until I realised
that in her lay real power, and in us just that degree of faint power which
comes from occupying a position acknowledged to be powerfull Do you see
what I mean? I realised to what extent I had won pgthing for myself.

It had all been done for me by similar interested parties. The so-called
civilisation was just a kind of cowering-together of people without virtues
or aspirations or good dreams or more than perfunctory human concerns.

It was based on fixing yourself up, and staying that way. And this girl



was something in herself. 6he was by no means a civilisation, I saw
that, but perhaps she had a better, certainly more sincere glimmering of
it than I did, just by virtue of her disgust for my world. I had an im-
pression of new creatures being born in the wombs of thieves and murderessesl
And with pain, through thickets of error, finding again the way tow=I
don% know, :;:;rect life, where people live straight from their feelings
and needs, not calculating all the time like I have to what-he-thinks and
what-~the-other-one-will-do, shifting and ducking all the time to avoid
that pitfall or this hanging bsam, much of it imaginary. YeteI know
what's in your minde-=it hasn't made my debit and credit columns any less
deJ:i“'In fact it made me realise that they are all I have, 6o I buckled
down to even harder work afterwards, and made those five hundred bucks about
twenty times over, before I left for a couple of weeks in Maine. Nor
has it %tu-od my thoughts in any way. I seem to be saying to myself all
the time, OK, the tree is half-dead but I do better on it than most other
men, and until you can find a way of cutting it down I am obliged to conclude
that no livelier plant exists. I notice that I am still an important man
for those in need: they despise me often enough, but my five hundred or
five thousand or fifty thousand bucks are useful to them. So there seems
life in the old tree yet. I see poignantly now how weak it is, deriving
its sap from barren soil, through dessicated roots. But I say, cut me
down then. Nobody does it. In fact I can't stop my phone ringing. And
the burden of the telephone message is usually, We need you, we need youl
So?

Tell me more about her.

She painted her lips afterwards. I was surprised at this little
feminine attention. She also used some kleenez unashamedly, and left it
crumpled on the floor. She walked out without closing the door. I

heard later that a girl's gang was operating, that they were organised.



8o she too was a slavel They covered all the hotels in the area.
I got a good many calls from business associates to be careful about
knocks on the door. There were jokes, hinging on the word 'knock'.
I chuckled obligingly (as they no doubt joked obligingly). In fact I
waited for another knock with bated heart, if I may use the expression.
I cancelled my dinner dates. I mean the ones that didn't promote the
credit column. But there was no second visitation.
H= ~ + B + -=::::E§E£;é:
I never really liked this island. What made me suggest to Sophia

that I build a villa for her on the east side close to the hospital I
hardly remember; probably Sophia's ardent desire for it. It was five
years ago, Jjust about thakima she was uncidiling herself from life with the
Aarons, that long dark incubation from which she emerged well-nigh broken,
yet a grander and--for me---gven more dramatic person than before. Her
hair had turned grey, she was heavier, though not slower, and above all a
certain inward grieving look had replaced the old one of almost wizened
anxiety in her eyes. I remember that look so well from years ago, when
she jumped about like a girl, her hair a gorgeous shining black, every=
thing about her so fresh and sweet except for her raging vitality.
That look of hers was like the perplexity of an experimental animal.
She just did not know about all the sophisticated machinations other

veamaged 12 wilth,

eoplg‘livg,fiﬁx yet she was wonderful at a businoss deal: she put her
cards on the table in the most alarming way, Hﬂt somehow made the other
person feel that even if he made a fool of himself by over-buying, it was

Drornise on fun ~de,
gnanto have her goooiwidis I met her in Cambridge, Mass., God knows
what took either of us there. It was on the airport-——Sgphia always
makes a joke about its having been a pickup. But we were destined to
meet. I'm like so many friends she hase—de-married so to speak,

n

no money worries. We would have me@(gnyway, as 1'd been living on this

|
ialand}anﬁ(raturnad now and then to shake a few dear hands. I remember
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now why I was in Cambridge (I suppose I like to block the period out).
I was recovering with a relative from my second marriage, to a British
plenipot in the Middle East who had (still has, no doubt) a ruffled, dry
face with harressed eyes. His appraach to my body was simply frightening.
He zoomed down on me like a camera lens, his syes fized like black, poison-
tipped spearhaads on anything but my face, while he failed to do anything
very much except get beyond himself. When it was ‘over', as they say,
he would wash himself down in the cool water that we kept in specially
insulated tanks u;;w thflz;:of. It was the worst thing he could do in
. that heat, and it made him irritable in precisely the same way every time. Tha
unlellon e
n:/\mlu last through tiffin (as I grew up to call tea) andy through his
two hours' office work in the foreign compound surrounded by dirty sand
and tinkling palm trees. He was a dear creaturs. Ws never really had
a moment's argument. We had plenty of good laughs, vd.th something over-
done about them I admits I used to go to his office sometimes. Every
car sent up magnificent white clouds of dust which drifted through his
windows, covering his files and telephones and secretaries like a soft
moonlight. All day skinny and silent figures in dirty loin cloths
trted=—tn play/weak hoses on to the sand to keep it down but the sun was
humpurously cruel=--it dried at once what was wet, like Puck playing
tricks. This gave the dark figures a hopeless look as they stared,
hoses in hand, at every new arrival. I don't know why I'm talking
about this, Memories. I suppose it is to avoid talking about my plenipote
I mean that's why I moved on to remembering the compound and the heses.
S0 much has been written and talked about the love-making that comes off,
so little about those bungled and, not least, baffling struggles that take
place between people who approach each other with hoods over thcirwz:ds
composed of forbidden dreams and the wounds they rose from, thmughAthsy
don't even try to see the other 'person'-——=but what 'person' shoudid we



see in order to make love 'successfully’?=—-I ask this unrhetorically,
because I simply do not know, never having given or found pleasure with
either my first husband, a remarkably young army general, handseme, flushed
with outdoor living, his light blue eyes peppetually alive with a smile
and with healthy thoughts, or his ruffled successor. Where the ‘body’
comes in I never understend. Somewhere it had desires, and—-=stronger
perhaps than straight desires--~the hope of violating some deeply felt
authority (inside one) that forbade any contact. But once you were
naked, there seemed no more to be done, I mean even the desire disappeared.
So often my plenipot and I, once naked, would look at each with sudden
questioning surprise, for a second, as if to ask, what the devil are we

doing? before we buckled down to what we thought the other wanted, and

what I now recognise as gther people's love, which we felt obliged to
other
imitate, It didn't work. Somehow or he achieved his schoolboy's

climax which never acknowledged a precise target but endangered all the
lace and glass in the .mom. It always happened like an o;arsimt—-

you expected nur’:;;Z::l.;h towels, and alarmed relatives. Yes, I've
smiled since at these little tussles with the British Empire, as I call
thems I mean, he was tussling no less with the British Empire in me.
Empire stultifies chiefly the people enjoying it., I rarely smiled at

the time., I cowered and stooped and hung back, and everyone thought I
was charming and modest. They glanced with +.ight in their eyes at my
golden hair. And my huge bosom was a reassuring thing to have in any
company. They supposed that the plenipot and I collaborated in long
voluptuous operations through the fiercely hot nights——on account of my
eppearance I suppose, and also because he was never seen at the 'all right’
brothels. He had no boys, nor whips to beat &hem with. He never walked
down the main street towards Bab al Muadham switching his gaze from side
to side narpowly, his upper lip shining with sweat as delectabls loin=-



clothed boys passed—--as his assistant dids All my plegipnt had was

his glass hood of dreams, ell of them vicious ones, w:ﬂilell;h;zme of
fears. I understand those glass-hpoded creatures in Bosch (or is it

Breughel or both?). I krnow what it means.

After the divorce (my first husband had been killed in the war by the
way) I settled in Tangiers to recover myself a little, draw the fragments /a'a;ft-r
that the last spasms of the empire hed dispersed. There ('ta:: and
ethice-free', as she always says) I waited for Sophia to visi% I day=-
dreamed about us lolling in my easy chairs under the fans, to the deafening
scream of the muezzin through faulty roof-top loudspeakers at dusk and at
dewn., It happened about fithree times a year. I held her encapsulated
in my sun-fevered days, almost happy to see her prostrated by the heat
while I, who had spent much of my life in it, lay cool, gazing across at
her with a smile, f’nrbidding'/’: touch another iced drink, I called the
woney spent on our island-home ‘empire money's Sophia said with a laugh,

rMmliloa, Mo a—sl
Let it beammumehemafmqmuﬂm%

Pwtlo Ghwwgly
[ As a matter of fact, I used to talk[about these two *splendid
Oj mime!

¢

Grotkars.
she came to know them like fisissst®, Ghe had a great ltaste for leader s
ERSSWMETR army men and colonial governors and explorers and all thats

for hours on end, under the fans, until

she seemed to forget they were male. I told her that I had caused these

two men sf=mine more ﬁm than they had caused me, and)\I gm[zwz;bhar of
them the children thuylyaamd for. There was something prophetic in me
(Sophia wes already, in those Tangiers days, calling me Cassandra), and
even as a girl I had seen the fall of the empire clsarly before my eyes,
while it still lay sprawled across the earth in tranquil prosperity,
before Adolf Hitler was known., Strangely, I foresaw it in e ——
most of all. I knew that everything these men I KEEESESS guffawed with

in Cairoc and Alex and Aden and Baghdad and Basreh and Port Said, everything

|
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they said and did, even (;n. especially) in the privecy of the bedroom,
was being caricatured by great invisible power-shifts of which they were
totally unaware. Their way of pronouncing Englishe==their ‘rarely' for
really---was always beautiful for me, I don't know if mine was for them.
What I mean is, I was alert to the function of accent as an indicator of
class and authority, whereas for them it was simply the way an Englishman
spoke. They failed to hear the reverberations of cellapse in their
gently enunciated vowels, which had such an atmosphere for me of clement
summer afternoons on English lawns, and a certain interior kind of poetry,
rubicund, mellow, placid like the golden horses that gazed from their
stabless Their manners were memorable, in a Greek way-—-how can I put
it7r—they were the last English generation to be brought up on Greecs,
it echoed in their behaviour, gave their faces a sometimes dazzling fresh
50 momsy @) Kabn were
beauty in youth (no wonder ﬁn:&ém gueans!). In the
first world war hordes of these dazzling creatures, fresh from school,
waited for death as if history had no further use for them, My men
weren't quite like that. Really they lived in the shadow of empire,
and perhaps they weren't deep down convinced that it would last. Besides,

owr = "Rome/— ]

hzo= onuntrylwas black with industrial smoke, it was run by meney, and

o
the mne)%pmpla had little time fcz.ﬁ Greek youth and ¥&8 casual,
oy wrerew Ras "‘“f) '

T e T

mellow charms OFf cours

eemEmb=—mfthe bad ones snarled and lashed. Their snubs were terrible.

In every part of the world they left behind them multitudes of awed,
mortally hurt and rebbllious people. Funny, they were always ackuircd}(l:"
by their most implacable enemies. Perhaps because they had a selfless
way of doing things, having been taught thatsﬂmn to be kicked around by
an Englishman was a privilege for the kicked. L/fhe bad ones, m those on
whom all empire, in the last analysis, dlpunds. When the ba%ct, the
good ere taught to lock the other way. I saw enough ¥k of it at the

officers' club in Caire. | Yet all of thu, good and bad, kept thair

s o TR

worst behaviour not for Copts or Arabs a/ Nuh_;l.ana but th'ir own

ap.
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countrymen, when they were of a lower class. I saw the desperate flaw

in this procedure, and began to think that all imperial rularsa::::‘bauin
their colonisation at home. I saw, during our brief visits to London on
leave, that our accent<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>