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vhen Angelo and I met we were still the children of war:
he from the fascist world, I from the anti-fascist. But fascism
was ons of the subjects we never touched. And by not toushing it
we secured a first mutual freedom: the REuropean dream began for
both of us, It included our own ¢ountries dbut in a strange way
was the best in our countries, It ceme in glimpses, We learned
fast from each other, He really showed me Italy--<through the
horror he felt towards it mostly, and through himself, And I
showed him a bit of the vorld outsideéee«in myselr; We folt we
sharel the same dream and had done always, Now, for the first ‘
time, we were meeting in éaoh other the protegonists of that lifee
dream-~~in the flesh; that was what mede 1t remarkeble for us,

Only in those first weeks in Roms 4id we really see a lot of
each other, It was in a strange and even disturbing way like
erriving homg---back to ourselves---after & long journey thet had
begun with birth, Yot this home was a place we couldn't recognise,
the language spoken wasntt our own, there were no familiar faces,
certainly no friends. It was like meeting in a dream, and perhaps
it oould never have been anything but a series of vivid glimpses,
in the heet of an afternoon. It had to be & completely inner

~ thing. It couldn't develop, even. Ue couldn't have a resl daily

relationship. fiie had a kind of one for years-~-but there were

long silences, of months, sometimes & year or two, and during most
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of that time (after he moved to Paris) we were a thousand miles
from each other in any cas¢s Ouy meetings were briefs - Perheps
we could only glimpse that sparkiing and darkly unexplained end
ecstatic world betweon us by deing totel strangers at the end as
et the beginning, Our sctual living worlds really were strange
to each other, Or rather, they were the same in the darkness of
night, in the passing of thousénds of years of time, but different
by daylight.

Angeld hed never wanted to be e lawyer. He seemed not to
know how het'd become one, either. A pained look came into his
face when the subject was.mantioneds his eyes would £ix themselves
aapklzknﬁ ﬁlindly in a stare ghat was like stone and seemed as if
it would last for-evgra 1 remembey the feeling of barrenness and‘
hatred in his little Romen studio: the office-furntture was brend-
new--g¢lean, shining wood end steel; & typing table which could be
wheeled about, bookshelves behind glass, & swivel chair, & long
gesk with eamy sliding drewers that looked sxfR customebuilt for
dead routine; a lamp thet oould be turned in any direction and
sent out & blinding light. None of 1t vas used. A few books
lay in the ehelves, leégel textbooks with slips of coloured paper
in them as markers., Each norning he Ieft the flat at nine or ten
on & tiny motor-séooter, whirling through the streets dlindly,
his stare tense, his head uplifted, ss he weaved in and out of
the traffis and skidded. And always there was a slight fastidious
look of recoil on his lips, helped by his slim nose.

He had atudied musioc for five years--«a fact he kept very
quiet about at firsat, He’had put all his pie:cing and stern
southern will into thet music, then given it up with disgust,

This subject, too, he always brushed aside, I wasn't good
enoughl’ ho always satd., And with a leng sigh, through cracked
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lips, a cigarette stuck uncomfortably between them, he would
say; *And I had to live--wgarn moneyl' Actually, he earned very
1ittlé, The dommissions were few. He was more or less en a;pp;»
rentice to another man, whom he despiseéd and who laughed at him.
dngelo hurtled back to the flat a&s early es possible, soon after
noon, and plunged into music at once--«~the floor shook with his
poverful loudspeekers. And he would pace the room, puffing air
with quick gasps through his cigarette-smoke, @quinting, coughing,
moving his shoulder in & cheracteristic little hunching movement.,
He would talk---suddenly, The nast iness of the morning would
slowly be forgotten.

In those firet weeks he revealed Verdi to me for the first
times He mnde me limten to Il Trovatore, Then I think it wes

1a Forza del Destino end re Treviata, The shere horroer of Il

Trovatorg---the absolute strokes in the gusic -that ars like strokes
of faté-«-he pointed out as he strode up and down. He had 8 way
of cnducsting the music ond standing over you making wild fages,
which waa irritating but at the séme time the thing that kept you
alive to every bayr, Later; in Paris, he grew ashemed of this '
warmth, which Francine told him irritated people: bdut without it
he wasn't really himself, In those first days he used to grip

me in the erm at & stirring passage, squeeze me right to the bone,
with & sherp, thrilling gleeam in his éye. He reélly became Verdi.
Verdi was Italy: Inside Angelo they were united; and, &s he
said with disgust, so 1ittle of it was in the Italy.you saw all
round you. For me he began a search into Verdi which is like
going into & vast unknown landscape littlie by little; and oven
after eight years this ssarch seems hardly to have started.

He found things for me that I thought couldn't possidbly exist in
life<«sgven in music to.whioch I'd always gone as a child with my
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last insoludle problems,

He took m& into his own reel country through Verdiee-to
the basic harmony where all the colours and heat end strong
undeitones of Itélian life were joined and integrated like
the unfolding of & story thet had never been heard before in
the history of the world but had always baen there, latent in
the hot, golden dawns, a breathtaking spell at the centre of
things, 8 sun like & gong in & ¢ave, There was something basic
and finel and unchangeable about Verdi, as if he got down to the
first tissues of natural feeliﬁg, in the clattering first bars
and the gradualtunfolding of his musie that seemed never to
hesitete but sXuRys contain the fullness of each moment of
sensation in depth, always burnished wonderfully like copper,
with warm, saturating light, thrilling with e peculiar life-thrill
that touched &ll the sources of taste and smell and sight. That
was the first impression hé gave mg---in the terrific clanging
introduction to La Trovators, end in the thsma%f the gypsies that
eontainod she sparkling light of their fires, and the heat ald cicadas
round thém, and to give the glint of their ear-rings and show their
bright, dark eyes, and carry off their fine, fatal, unswerving_
passion that knew nothing but its object and never the consequ-

/to P179 a,
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-ences or future and so plunged into the singeing fires of
providence in the end. 4nd thore was alvays ingelo conductinge—-
peering suddenly into my eyes, @ticdkly pointing something out,
elutching his hands togethor, pacing roand, while FPrancine sad
quiet and st11l, letting it all brosk over her like the ses.
Teers before, 1'd heard Verdi's Requien in Londen, bdbut it
was one of those concerts you can't say anything about bocause
the masic never seenms to get home $o you; you'rs IIRe an one-
lodker, in @ strange numbnoss of spirit. The music just floated
avey in a groat bloek of scund vhile I sat watching it disappoor.
But it left me aftervards in a divided state, 1 dida'?t jJust put
it aside as a concort w};
Disead—Cmedietume It wasn't just the concert. Tho Bequionm
vag too--=real for ne, then. I wasn't old enocugh, I think.

B 0 e 2 € 7 s e S il O St i 8850 & o 2T

It neods tremendous moturity becouse it has the pulse and yearaing
of reel religion, .hich we asrea't uced to. e ayon't used to
religion as tho rcal burdon o sorrov and anguish in lﬁ:e-»--in
our life., Ue're all a bit protestant, [Religion cen be a
sorrowful and anguishing spoctacle~-=the Passion---ti¢ arrive sconor
even at Bach's Ste. latthew Fassion, it is so much more in our
ozperience., DBut Verdi's Remgifen is a kind of argument straight '
from life; it is more Catholic than anything We know novadays,

in the church or outside, I don’t think 1% is ocny casier for

the Italian than it is for tho forcigner. I think this ic vhy
Toscanini, while he did tremendously clomental ond true roadings
of the operas, didn't get anywhere ncar the Regiiem. He once
gaid he wesn't noture enough for the Bach; but he necded prece
istdy the same stretch ﬁt exporionce~-wthe some revolutionReww
for tho Verdi. I only reaily heard Verdi's BoQuiche--it was

revealed to me for the £irst tince---in 6 performance entiroly

/T,, 7 180
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by Russiens, under an Ifalian ccaductor of Russien origin.
There you got the marvelicus enguish and also terrcr ond love
thet secmed to come out of the night, in lonely voices that
had no boginning or ond.

So this was my first real Imowlodre of Verdi., lore end
oore I got tho sonse of a fremendous story unfolding bafore me,
but scrething 1'4 never knovn & hint of bofore in My 1ifeeww
something tremendous that wos inside the rmoic and yot made out
of the nost basid and original souarce of 1ife, so that 1t coce out
unheoitatingly and without preparation; 4n none of thoze great
operas was there the slightest preperation for tho next moment
of faeling, only & awift and broath-taking tirust forward olong
the path that scemed to have beon prepared from the boginning of
time, leunching the soul with o torrific invigorating thrust that
swopt away every false or sentimontal oy even aspiringly spirituldl
elerent because At vas always concrete, always glowing and vivid,
to be touched, neover a deparfturc into attitude or self or vagtew
ful renminiceence, alvays establishing the resl vorld, ¢ worlid so
rich that it coulf be praised and depioted and sung every minute
of overy hour for thouscnds of eteornities and yet not be exhausted
or reduced in one particle of its vonder.

' Like all real art, Verdi is hic country at ite nmomont of
birth and inpact on the world; ond becoune & couniry is alvays
astroining auay from its birth nnd betraying it, art aluvoys scundly
contradicts it 08 well, nlweys goos in oppecition. Undorncithwew
or rather, in---all Angelo's bitter cutpourings about Itely, his
horror of 41t and cutroged nisery, there was the reel Italy, that
was caaplote in him, as it hod made its original impsot on the
outside world. And he know England through me, through the aome
horror and outrege, 1% beeams intimate vith him through me, he
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knev it at the sml. _ ,.

You will often got Italiens saying thoy dislike Verdieee
ac a nattor of course. It f5 & sort of socially compolling
remark. It is quite the thing., If you teach acronautios at
Catania university and happon to be at dinuner with a parchose
in Haples a remark liko that could help to prove you waren't
uncouth«-=not the dark, sniffins provingial up fron the smuth
who is scoretly glooting over the waiter uith o 1lod white gloves
and over the faded, threadbare curtaing, it could prove you know
a thing or two. Verdi«opora plogud and sung bedly is oenpty
bombastic melodrama, full of vulgoar Itolien brig, behind vhieh
thoro is just sellf-soiiking ond & pagan insenticnce to othoy peoplo.
And this s the VYordi you want to show you disapprove of. It ia
equivalant to saying you rejoet tho viilage--=the provincisl cho
is elvays raising his veicoe and msa;g éin_mxad the fashionable
citysrostraoint yotee«the hot, dark, siwxfoncrasted individuel
without & fine thought in his hoed or sy knowiadge of the cabl.
dmc»ixanmﬁ, foreion world Itely has now conc to terms vwith.
And poor Verdi con beo made to represent all thate He can be nade
iato the derk, feared, vulgsr past. A& little too *loud’, you
know; o little too *rough® herc and there; a little too *nelos
dramotic{---0ll the thinys you fear you are yourseif, Go & nan's
country tries to get its o'n back cn hine

But of course Verdi is none of these things, though he is loud
and rough znd cven molodramatic as tho monment of fooling reguires,
as tho truth requires. There is alvays thias absolute created
order in his vork vhich desls vith dansercus elemental forces and
8till is unchattered--~this 15 the actonishing pover in Vordd,
that the whole vorld is about to fall, there id almost too mmch

diassstop, but the narvellous order renains unbroken, therc is
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the absolute contimious faith ‘underneath, chich all the pogen
forces in the world can't finally touch. 4nd the Italien vho
pleys safe ond, nants to clird socially to the new, cocl, discipline
ed order of the citizen-morld that has come from abrosd (as all
real attitudes come to Italy from ebrosd), this delicate, coutious,
obrervant ¢recture who isn't gquite lost or quite demned---~he doesn't
1ske that elementsl thing, he dcesn' vant to play with fire, he's
Tinished with the Itcly that elboas and pushes its way through
life. He wants a different order and poor Vordi is one of the
scerifices, becouse Itely cen never quite reach that new order,
she c¢an nover give up that .snfug:ble elemental fire that pleys in
the eyos of slaves---which you cen see in the larche, on the Ade
riatic side of Italy, mixed with desperation and doredom=--and
thet always destroys any form. It was all tamed centuries ago,
but it never really abdbatede--it mas never mastered. And Verdi
é14 master it, as an srtist must, . e made & stunning conquest

of this olemental fire---the soed of squalor in Italian lifoeww
through terrific trials and failures. Only an Italien knocus

what endless hours and days of (icspair this means. Only one or
tue men acrosc the conturies hove the real orgenic will for §%:
thelyr surroundings give then no help. There isn't a stenderd

for them, or an example~~~only from abroaﬁ. It wos .the annmo

with lanzoni; Angelo told me about m}fm ONCOw=eYCR TS an&
years of peinful reuriting, to schieve his menument. He hay

to take from life---but 211 round him life B t’nmless* there

E no ﬁbmutymordexa-gmm mto zt--morauty ﬁ all) rules,
outside, & kind of luxury; 1ife ﬁ fomless, basically helpless,
an endless kaleidoscope of gensations gripping this individdsl

and that, hold together only from the outside, by povere-wthe
police, the church, the foreigner. Right at the bottom, Itelion
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life 1s pegane

You conld sec how Angelo struggled vith this elemental and
chaotic fire in himself asc vell-e-wit tvas particularly strong in
him. It was in his feelings £or women, As I say, & vanen
vasn't o natursl porcon in a room for hime--in those first days.
She wes continucusly anf unadbatingly end proclaimingly a vonan
all the time shle sat there, quite opposite to & men, distinet and
not recally free, alusys in the shadow of this fixed relation with
the man, He uas awed, disturbed, pained, thrilled, frightened
by wooen in those days. I cen remenbor oﬁr going to & little
party togother---it was someone's flat olong the. Via Nomentena;
I can remembder him dencing vith & young Armerican womon, ¢ singer |
from one of the night-clubs, snd to ny surprice he was desporately
embarrassed, the sweat poured out of his drovm and he kept glaencing
and smiling &% ms as they shuffled together, he almost hx on
to her. It wasa't right for him, A vonen wasn't that for him.
And this vuomsnhe--the foreignor-~-vas a dominant oreasture for him:
sve-inapiring as his o#n women Weren't. This little party, whore
poople sat and talked nicely end quietly, sipping thelir drinks and»'
smoking and nibdbling sandwiches, in corners and on settecs, 8 MiXe
ture of Itelian and Englich end Ampricen poople, COEtCIUNIIDINRDN-
== vas $00 open and rclaxed and easy for hime--that caee,
whieh is partly indifference to other people, was something he
hadn’t laorned, it vas Anglc-Sazon, or French, but he hadn't khowmn
it in his oun 1life, he had knoun conversazioni and student-parties,
but he didn't knovw this casual world vhore sox and drinking and
talk wore all taken easily and slovly and politoly in @ kind of
insoparable trinity vhich sometimes ended in disaster dut not
pudblicly at least; the party slvays went on, 80 to speak.
There vas sowthing delicate and good-wWilled in the air o that
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party, énd Angelo seemed to thrive on this and understand 1it,
yot at the same time he felt unworthy of 1t; though what he folt
¥ unworthy of I didn*t know at the times The big, pleesant, long-
hajred, smiling singer, ivith her bare arms and low-necked dresd,
seemed 0 intimidete him and teke hway his usual direct and ine
quisitive approach to psople=~-his questiomnéiresself. He didn't
\ know her nams, he wasn't introduced to her; but there ho was in
« her thick ayma, being led round and round the little room in a dance
he'd never done befores With a sound instinet, Angolo was elways
” formal, He never alloved himself o moment's cesualness with
another person, even & friend: 1in olothes or hebits, He let
f1y with his mouth soretimes, into a sdorching vulgarity, mostly
towards Francine, but that was as far ag 4t went, Ho seeméd not
4 to trust his own path: a decided mammer, dress, wam,v speech,
were his crutch. 'mere was that wenderful photograph of Angelo
8s & student which I looked at again and agein when Francine khowsd
it to me: Erre=wES such & tot:al absence of bohemianism in 1%,
none of the middle-class canéer, And there was so much of the
old world: 4t took my breath away at first---Angelo going into
a concert at the Teatro Argentina with an umbrella in his hand,
nis tie so straight, his heed lifted, musingly and painfully,
with & Sort of strained delicacy, his eyes narroved slightly,
his frown fastidious end clear-out, vhile he was ceught by the
flashléamp.
In this formality his lonely and inimiteble nature stood
“ out much better than it would have otherwiee. In that photograph
ne seemsd to be walking right out of thé hot Roman world of that
* timee-8 Rome Whose streects wers drenched with brilliant, stifling
sunlight, not thick with traffic as now, though perhaps noisier
than now; @ village-Rome, lazy, undisturbed, very southern, &



w 185 -

tiny ¢ity on two sides of & sluggish river, its population less then
half what 1t had boen in ancient times; without the tall, pastele-
shaded blocks of flats on the outskirts, but with villas mong trees;
& Rome where leaves floated down in the fall and stayed where they
were; whose gentre, round Piezza 41 Spegna, as far as theé Piazﬁa
Venozia at one end and the Plauza del Popolo at the other, strageling
along the river in narrow, mediceval stroets towards the ghetto
opposite Trastevere, was stil) in a scuthern sleep. And Anghlo
seemed to be stepping out of that hot, ¢haotie, bright world into

the dimness of the theatrets foyer for music: form.

When w%fgione together he talked ébout women. They were clase.
to music in one way: & whole world of half-forbidden sensations,
formed end finished for him to gogegle &t. The subjeot hainted and
pained him, Just the thought of the smell of a woman would start
him off. He talked about their hair, their feet---how he liked
kissing thelr feet, softly, and going slowly upwards-~~and their
hips, how rounded thay‘fvm, bigger than their ehoulders, and their
breasts that were unfolded suddenly like a glimpse of heaven,
herdly bearable, Sometimes it was &n actual women we'd met,

Was she too small? to%hippy? too tweo? too ecommanding? too
péssive, perhaps? Or it might be thé one imagined creature who
was always in his mind---the most beautiful of all women who
filled the room with every hungry desire when she walked in,

end who made the men stop and gasp in the streets. There was,
in faet, one very beautiful Roman girl in our cirele who nearly
fulfilled his expsotations: eand he stared at her, he clung to
her hend, he gazed at her bosom 80 alosely that he seemed to
have fallen asleep, smiling end gasping and sweating ﬁhntii
everybody was laughing.
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There vas always & feverish and troubled desirs in Rome, &
gnaving and obstinate passion that was only contained by its being
80 fleshly, without mentel sympathies, Only the languorous,
yearning flesh---on hot afternoons behind closed shutters, in cars
at night (meking them tip and roll slightly as you welked past
them) , under the trees in the parks, in a contast that was sudden
and compelling--«could quell this desdre for a moment: bdut nothing
in daily life, in people; no dream, Everything referred to the
flesh. That was how Rome combined health and boredom so perfectly.

In that provinoial world the gazzow--=the pricke-<was on importe
ant and proud possession from the earliest childhood., It was the
man's special acquisition, something by God's grace which set him
apart from the other half of the species, and superior to them,
llale and female were the fundamental division of life: you talked
of your.childrén aa tthe male' called Antonio and 'the female!
celled Paula, not the boy ond the girls And the female at dbirth
was a disappointment. A male was a great oscasion.  There even
lingers in Italy a sense of the woman &s & handmaid of duty, and
the men as a kind of guest, waiting for his food and calling for
his wine, It is an almost Aradb sense of women, sometimes,

It goes doep into the ancient world,

And in this world the easy freedom of the northern women
looked like the most blatant sexual challengs. The shere opene
ness and unguardedness of the north in sexual affairs wes like
a maddening invitation to sex at any time, There are no x corné
in the norﬁhgrn world,; no cuckold's horns, no auehf:ggggrzggt
infidelity because everything is free: this is the/vrSisn of
the northern world that the sauthafn provincial mekes at his
first astonished glence. He doesn{t see the key to that frec-
dom, which is invisible. He doesn't readily perceive the invisible,
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A8 Angelo told me, the Italian dcesntt see the *invisible man!
inside ancther person, It scems so easy for yim to invade thet
s northern world---snatch some of its prizes,

We saw less ond less of cach other after Melll and I started
to live together. Once we met by chance at S, Felice in Circeo,
by the sea, one Sunday afternoon, and nodded to each other like
pleasant acquaintances.

~ ihenever we 4id meot in Rome it was stiff and unsatisfactory.
The old warm speech was gone. It seemed to be because we were
> four nowe-=-two couples, Yot more scemed . to be promised; beeause
of thet. We Just waited, let things slide, o
. A few weeks after Melli arrived Francine took me aside and
spoke to me in a rasping and bitter way, saying I seemed to havé
* lost myself, I never visited them now, and when I did there was
no longer the old passion in what I said; I held back, she ssid,
+ and ceemed cautious end didn't give myself; what had happened to
me? I couldn't tell her I was chenging myself, as Angelo would
later on in Paris-e-becouse I didn't know, I remember we were
walking down the hill towards St, Peter's, Jjust the two of us,
and she was very angry, pale and quivering slightly. AlL.I a4

was shrug
and that was good bye, Angelo, as always in this kind of argument,
kept apart, He didn't say a word before or after, in agreemant
with Franéine., Any friction of that kind seemed to meke him

feol sEarEEEREy tired. Anyway, there vesn't a word between us

P EEEGERS and smile at her; she walked into & shop

- for many months, |
Melli and I went on living on the outskirts of Rome, making
¥ our £irst lives together timorously, building up bit by bit and
day by day what hed boen smashed in-both of us, There was no
time for anything else,. Then suddenly I phoned Angelo one dgy
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to see how he was, To my relief h¢ made & ¢ry of delight, and
we were soon a& a date, Te 8ll met Again. But peally it
was the samé as before, Theré was no dévelopment. Nor was
there resl case, either, no real acceptante. The first flush
of our friendship-~evhen Angelo thought we could méke a wonderful
group together-w-wvas élearly over, Now we were separate ageain,

Really Angélo and I should have seen eech other alone all the
timé. Then Rome would have tolersted it: e male friendship was
within its traditions; above all, within Angelo's traditions.
women exeited and divided him too michs He corld never got used
to their being in the same rooms Their prosence~-~like a heady
smell--~moant only one thing. But he'd chosen another world by
morrying a girl from Paris. And Melll end I ‘belongea to that
other world by birthe So oxeluding the women wasn't possible.
Yot anything less than that was made impossible by Romo.

My only enjoyable moments with Angelo after that, in Rome, were
whén the women weren't theré---in a ¢afd, sitting in his car while
he poured out his c:cmp%}inta ageinst Italy. But those were |
snatched moments: they were really only urgent plens for him to
get away from Italy. - He always asked my advice: a‘ha‘uld' he leave®
And I said yes.

In our friendship, even later in Paris vhen it seemed to heve
onterédsa more northern equilibvrium, there was always a negative
clement that seemed to ocome from him alone. He never really
found his cese with us, HO never really accepted us, becsuse he
never accopted himself in our presence. He Would be &atpase for
a moment, then it would be broken again: 1t produced & soxrt of
constipation, & moat intimate physical refusal to give, in all
of us. Nothing could be token for granted, - Bedeuse you woren't
agoapted in your intimate nature. Thers was & touch of the
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Germen in it, as if Frderick II the Hohenzollern, who affer all
had given Sicily her form in the middle ages, had left some of his
oharacter as well,

Slowly we begen to see how Francine sufreied: and, on the
contrary, how she needed his coldness to suit her own reserve,
even while it wredked her., I had always been too busy with my
friendship with Angelo to understand her: she'd been smothemed
under music and books and long confessions that went on five and
eight and ten hours, through meals and endless cups of tea add
coffee, In Rome he had yearned for other women: that was one of
his big tproblems' there. Even with Francine in the street he
sraned round if he saw an attractive woman, and stood still, But
that was over in Paris, The Parisian woman teught him respect.
And he gave it grudgingly end slowly: bdut 4t cost him his desire.
That eching, squeezed lust seemed to go.

He was always changing position towards Francine, in the
intimate things: one minute he wanted her a&s he'd never wanted
her before; then all he wanted was a dbreek with the family.

- she was already, by nature, & nervous person, fragile and quick,

especially waick to doubt herself; &and she doubly needed & resting
place in her intimate life. Really he was alone, &s perhaps only
a Siecilian, in his strange connestion to the ancient Greek world
with 4ts stark absolutes and ideals disembodied from daily life,

is alone.

There was no development in our friendship even when I thought
there was, for thies reason, For a long time after they'd moved
to0 Paris---for about two years---we heard hardly anything from
them; Just one or two letters. They couldn't seo us, he ex-
plained in his letters, because they were living *in such
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misersble aircumstanceés.' For the time being. In Angelo's -
World, I realisged, people didn't show themselves to each other
in misery, Only when fthey ¢ould ¢ut & passable igure did they
show_themselvas, evon to their olesest friends, We jJjust read
his letters and left 1% at that, not u ite understanding. Hg
wrote that they were waiting for their house to he ready: they'd
bought & 1ittle house. Then we should comg. ~ And stay with
them, He seemsd to need the carefully prepared sceme, If a
scene wasn't properly laid it was a disaster for him, As it
turned out years later, our friendship ended when the scene wasntt .
sufficiently laid: w4 bungled our arrivel in Paris, and were in
a désp&&ate state, At the moment when we needed his consoling
talk moat, it stopped.. | :

The world he ¢ame from had ebsolutely no sympathy in 1%,
no love. It was the classical world, really., And he scemod to
become more olaasical as he grew older, The leavening influences
of Italy-e-which are basically those of the church--eseemed to
ceago, He became more stark, morée orisp and slim, more pieroing,
more direct, with & great air of loneliness eand desertion round
him, &8s I imagine the Sicilien lendscape to be. His soul burned
and penetrated. It 4idn't communiocate, eoxdépt in tiny bursta..
It didn't console, nor was it consolables It was like the app-
earance of an ancient Creek soule«-coger, gleamigg, unsympathetic.

And together with this his daily life was nore squalid then
befores He was squalid &¢ mealse~-snatehing at his food, guzzling
his wine greedily. His teeth were black from smoking, He
made eneering remerks to himself, under his breath., He' shot

/ to P, 193;
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insulting glances at Malli; as i1f to pay her outyfor any love
he might heve spent on her, Francine oried}endlessly, the
tearsAwould pour éuickly down her face and disappear again,
apparently unseen by him., He was like the land énd ak§ of
Sieily, I told him at one of our last meetings: ‘You're getting
less and less of a person;' I said to him‘halffjokzng. tyou're
a landscape, &8s every men mist be, I suppose, if he develops
properly--~he must grow into the landscape of his country---
end you're the rivers and hard rocks end long, deserted beaches
of'sioily, you're the torrid nights--~the pitilaés Selwm=lt

And he leughed in his strange way, like a deer ooughing, only
high«pitehed, his eyes almost c¢losedwith their usual 1anguor.

I read once that in Sicily there was great squalor among
people, whenever they were togather,‘an inﬁﬁ%r squalor, and that '
only if you‘get away from them, outside the villages and homes,
in the vest, still countryside that sweeps down to thé gea, do
you‘get to‘the ieal soul and origin‘or Sleily. It is hardly
8 humen soul,.

Yet Angelo's )iaze had & wonderful eoftness. Andlzn his
long elegles-~~about death, how senaeleaa it made everything,
about his drudgery at the 6ffioe, and his shamed ﬁo:ror whenever
he was with a group of people to 'endoy’-himself~-there was
such a soft regret that it was like msio.
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He vas most at éase whon he was alone with 10111 Gné me’
together, He talkod mostly to.l'0llie-«it was quite difffcult
for mo to get a point hore. Yot he wasn't at ease with telll
slone, He nceded us bothe-~tnd thon 61l the dry, stark, lonoly
side in hin floved sray. He vas en extraordinarily loving person.
or rather, ho had enormous capacities for love--~thoy were latent
like hot energics that must find & dircction: bdut the thome thot
lovo prosuppoces---8 thome of rospact, basicallye-~-nasn't thore;
you have %o know whorée you stand, to love; you hove to have an
inege of ths hmen oreaturd, planted almost at birth. The cone
sistency wag lackinge. Jnd our consistenoy tired hineeeas 1t will
do ony Italien. He needed it, 1t vac @ heven for him, but he
changed too rapidly and wholly ‘ever to share it. Eis ono cons
sistoéncy was truthfulnéss, and this 18 chore he differed from all
the Italians I know, He had none of their circumspection andé
deep instinet for conpromise, Ho wan eircunmspect in situationgee
ho wasn't the ore to go cut and W?;ﬁ anybody . r\%mmw
E, 1 nevor know hinm
utter one word of falsc account. He delved into his om life
vith an extreordinory stork c¢larity, Just as if he wers rocks and
the dim blue e, ond cnly had to soy whot wos there, He talked
about Francine in the same way, neking her shudder. Nothing wac
spared@ this stark, clear gaze simply becouse he knew nofother way:
it wasn't on effort dut his natural state, This 4o & very extras
ordinary thing, ond I hed nover met it before in &y 11£Gw--0n ine
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capaeity, @ rooted and very nearly physical incapocity, for eny=-
thing but the truth. Porhaps thic is vhy so mmuch has come from
Sicily to Italy by way of vriters, languoge, strength., *Sicfilian®
i3 rather a tern of contempt omong the continental Iteliens,

It moans tho ‘erooke&, vulgar, bestial poeasent; or socuthern
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hysteria; or a lost, hot, deserted landsecape, But I sometimes
foel it is the actual reelity of Italy---Itely's whole truth.
You hear people say that vhorever Sicilians are together, on the
same lovel of society, there is hate. But thero iz no love in
Italy, either. Thore is sentiment, which the Sicilien doesa't
practice. Though oven hore, in Itely, 1t stops at schtiment,
without action being influenced. There isn't love between the
sexes; no love, I mean, that is planted almost &t birth; what
love comes sbout---and you see it scmetimes, especially in the
poor--=is from effort. There is no natural daclkground of love
and réspeef;. Thero.arc attitudes, pretensions, centiments,

But the actuality isn't so different from Sicily, though you
hardly see it on the surface; you can live in Italy ten years

td thont knoving about it, I think thore is the same sterk,
fierce, lonely and unpitying world underneath; only the church
has softened the elassical clement, and with it the elemsent of
truthfulness, snd with thet the courage. It substitutes e kind
of eircumspect, hidden courege vhich cen be recognised dy its
sh;ra: corrupt tenscity. TFor this reason, the opposite world

to Sicily is not to be found in Tuscany, in Florence, in the
Rom?gn&, as one aight think because of certain northern traits, .
but in Rome, through the clesencss of the church: .there you f£ind
softness, compromise end a subtle lack of pride; in the sio'ﬂ.mn/
pride gleams like & frightening wound, as. it did in all the pogan
peoples, But in continental Italy this pride it still thore;

in fact, it governs the actions of life in an intimate wvay, as

a fear of cutting & poor figure; it is perhaps the one stable
oriterion in Italian bshaviour, the one means to self-cxanination;
only it adjusts to circumstences, it is rarely direct and obvious,
though fascienm encourapsd itee-the forvard thrust of the chinj
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usually it goes coftly, tempering the tmth and weaving endless
cobwebs of prevarication and embellishment---it is tho thing thas
ercates the sentiment and pretensions; and 1t ¢an coms out @s
. the 1ittle et of 8isprezgo-~-the treachery that can never bo Gise
covered. But in the Sicilien tho pride is still a atark, gleoming
eoncern, unflinching &nd consistent; sometires it is called aricte
oeratic, by romentic people; bt}td.:is the opposite of any ar:lséwrat-
ic quality, because its ‘eause is /a‘a lurking sonse of smallness,
And 1t is direct., It doesn't try to undornine the onemy cubtly,
gnaving avay ot the fgbrie of oppoesition; +this is more the Italien
vay. It kills, outright, It governs by fearv_,_ openly andd:clear-
ly, as you se¢ in the mefim. The mofia isn't @ game, much less
an exclusive hunch of crimimlé; it enters into every form of
Sicilian life, mtimate;g; ereryhody knovs about it, though he
might not say gg&. It &s the face of Sicilian pride. |

Angelo alwvays wented to come and see us alone, perhéps
because he had to de alone to be hinmself., It was how he wantod
to present himself to us, vithout Pranocine. Perhaps this was
why the friendship vas suddenly destroyea? ' arranged o go
to France, that lest time, vith Francine, not him; she &id all
the preliminaries. It became, an&deﬁly, a kind of fanily
matter. And there he suddenly felt botrayed. He chose to be
absolutely alone. He seemed to say, '"Very well, if these are
ny friends, I shall have none.,' An@ on thet last visit he went
out of his way to shov me how ﬁifferex‘at, not how close, w0 vwere;
in nearly avery conversation. Thon, in a little durst, t;;eraz
vould be the old dream betveen us again. It was a distraught
and sickening month. 1In the first few days we were with him,
whon Francine was away, he sat with us at table and said in &
caplotely exheusted voice, 'You sce a destroyed man in front
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of you.' His vhole life seemed to have collopsed, Hewas find=
ing his whole 1ife in Paris impossible. Kis health had gonoe sev-
oA
eral times: thore 2EER=® vaeks in vhich he lay in o ER—b
feverish torpor, thin and sallow-pale. . But he glsamed brighter
in the ruins. It was more like his own world. He didn't reslly
want anything elero. The ruins made it possible for hinm to de
, desired _
elone~«~they offored the nessssery stark comperison detween their
sun
emx disorder and his,invisible form, vhich he rchearsed every day,
Lo ok e Tap of the Rouse,
morc end more,,in his roomA at & little desk he'd bought. The
dotnstairs
room mpxkaixxx <ith tho gramophone and books, vhere ve'd spent
eo meny hours, all four of us, talking ond loughing and drinliing
tea, with $his glowing inner vorld before ue which we cokld never
deceribe, becouso it was like something fncestrale--thet room bee

canc dead: 4t looked more like a waiting-room even then the one

(AN P
in Rome; 4t was diesmal end froway; no life & A_ on in
[ an)
it any nore., Heo socemed to have chosen his invisidble EER onco
Coimer <}-ﬂ-rvw —

and for all: an@---in the terms of the world he bulumpoi=toeew
this meent Mr&;@ ﬁeathf% humonity in him.

Then he came to Inglond on his £irst visit alone he scemed
to bury his head ageinet my surroundings at first. It was
strango. An the threce of us were passing the gaunt, dismal build-
ing vhore I went to school at the ags of four, and lelll was
pointing it out to him, he turned ewag, abruptly and said someo=
thing grudging about not wanting a dbiography of me. But later,
when he'd@ secen the home where I wes bdbern, he was different.
He wes even loving and gentle. But therec was some esgential
respect migsing all the timm: some basic curiosity in people.
There always hed been, N |

And when ve vwere walking along the main roed near my home,

with its purring trolley~buses and sombrely dbrilliant shope
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windows, and the dark side-streets vith thoir peeling paint

and dusty-locking dbushes, he haod much the same kind of ansver
vhon I ¢aid something about the *industrial horror'. He said,
'0h, you'roc obecssed with the industrial horrorl* I began to
realice vhen he said this that ho hadn't the salightest key to
half of the things I'd bacn saying over the years about Thoce
streets, 1In a way, ho did sec--~w7ith his sure instinets. But -
it vas only the 'sadness’ he sew, putting 1% next to the 'sedness®
of his ovn world in :;ie‘iiy. In his way of perceiving things

the two worlds met., This is hov he judged everything---at its
kernel. He knew nothing adout ry world except at the point of
eternity, vherc it touched his otn, in the same numbness of soul
but with different ecenery. Once I talked about 2 visit 'elld
and I had made to Pesaar;, vherc there was 8 bit of Indueh Pyeee

on the Adriatic side of Italy; I said I'd noticed the bheginnings
of an 'industrial valk®' and *industrial forms of body' in the
people there, vhich 1 thought could naver heppen to Itclians.

And he had dbrushed this oside as well. I think he ovaluated it
as a moral hon'ag:m that is ,7basieany romanticism; therefore,

a middle-class attitude., Ho didn't soe the actuadl fo=rPide
problems involved which Bleke and 9;211- real uriter after him

had talked about. He secmed to soe /(ﬁ» in the classical nince
temt{ih gentury vay---gs &n oxperiment Justified by its pmducﬁion;
andA attributed to me the classical ai:‘/%,eenth-centnry recoil (by
exactly the samo class of people)--eronantic horror ot the idea

of experiment., 1In this as in many other things he seenmed niddlew
clags. You could even say that his punctiliocucness and formality
vere niddle class, But in fact this wasnt so., It wvas only his
enormous distance from any of the birth-peins of the northern world

ho now lived in., He sau ite frauits and liked them better than
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rrovineial squalor, as most Italiens will, Therever he vent he
chose acutely middle-class friends; guite often rich ones, tov.

That came from & problem in his owvn world, as well:” he was o much

in £light from 'vulgarity', aénd in his world vulgerity was reprosente

ed dy the poor &nd uneducated. So it epproximated to a northern
mid&le-glass astituds without deing it.

Only much later, on his laest visit to Englaond, d4d he sudden
ly realise<~=through his food<oxporionce at the 'fashionable®
store--~vhat this so~called industrial horror night mean, beyond
a romontic attitude. He suddenly kneu it was something you
couldn't brush aside, but on the contrary it cculd brush aside
you~---tig it had done wvhole populations, whole hopes of a lifetime,
the whole health of bodies,

And only slovly aid I bogin to reslise that this invisible
skeleton of schedule that had come into being In Bnglend dida't
exist in Italye-=or GCormany--«-0ven whore theref wore industries.
That is5, I realised that it vas a lifo-characteristic, which' you
£ind in the Anglo-Saxon countrios and also in Freémse, I begen

- to realise that it vasn't simply tho m::ﬁz ascoHmpanimont of in-

dustry. It was the soul, perhaps, thad A’breu‘ght industry into
being, but it wasn't necessarily dbrought into being by industry.
I began to fesl that industry ¢old never have started in Italy
or Gerneny, for some reeson; thoughee«just for thot refSohe—=

it could be exploited bettor there, because it posed no horror.

hat I learned slouest of all sbout Angelo and me wap porhaps

the groatest difference there was dbetween us, which constantly
divided us from each other nnavarese--cur attitudes tovards the
vorking _people. For me they were & kind of paragon of morel
behaviour and cleanliness; they were society's safe anchorege,



really holding things togéther; But for him they (as peasents,
since a working people barely exists in Itely) seemed to represent
a background of darkness end ignorance., .That wasn't the whole
story. These people were basically of higher moral wvorth for
him, too: but only et the end, et the last frontier, so to spesk,
as the:é 1';%fu;la(a&“"}.’m‘" Verga, the Sicilian uwriter, sfter he'd finished
his 1ife c;‘n the mainlend of Italy, at !lilan, the northernmost ¢ity.
But it “é" the moral worth of ignorances; And I think it is the
same in /t\?rermny& You get the same distencc from the lover people,
in the middle olasses. There is really a total psychological
gulf, as there isn't in France and the Ang:;-mmn countries,’

The lower-class background is essentially the dark, feared past

of ignorence and above all superstitione--to cn extent ve can
hardly conceive,

This is why thm’tends to be one speech for writing end de-
%aimmg in Italy and Germeny, and another for ordinary telk.,
There is a rhotoricel speech and & humen speech, whereas in
France and tm Anglo-Saxon world the Spoken and the written speech
are the same---}iterature is simply people talking, and if they
use & special langusge this means they ore preciocus and £2lsc.

If you want to be healthy xn/ﬂcur writing you have to be truthe
ful end natural, and talk és you would to your wife or & friond.
Chocsing vords too carefully, riveting up and tinkering with

your sentences like little dits of Jowellery or m%zmry, is
provinciel in our world. But a tremendous Journey hes tec be

" taken by the Italisn or Germen writer before he can achicve ainy-
thing like this eese, vwhich we inherit naturally. 7Tho snares

of vulgnrtty«fbanalstylmam slways in front of him, for the
simple reason that any special speech always risks the rhetorical,
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of vhich banelity and wnlgerity are tho bovels, so to spesk;

if gou telk too high and lofty you risck giving the impressién

not of being ertra-clean dut of having perhaps a stink in your
poents, Uhich you are trying to féﬁ Thic is the othor sideesw
the arse-silde«--«of measurcd and solemn ond corefully .worke&-out
sentences,s hat happons if you belech suddenly or let out a fart?
You're caught! o it -13 better to start off natural if yom cen;
and for the provincial culture this is casier said than done.

What is natwral? There is no natural vay of speech thet paesses
for overy occaosion; eossontially, there is no socioty, no solde
iderity detween people.; . Above mll, the pervasive tenderness you
get in people in France and the Anglo-Sazon countries, whicl;» cames
from an intimate acciety that has groun orsanieallﬁ oveyr the conte
uries, 1s mostly ebsent in the provincial warid., The tenderness'
is lacking beamise rospect between poople is lacking, dasicnlly.
Society in the proper sonst---and thorefore literaturce--means
respect. And in the provineia}. countries respect is reservéd for
power, Respect is shown to people with pover, lor to poople vhen
they show powers-~-not negessarily money-poner, dut any sort of |
human power. The respect isn't for the creature .s;n hinmeelf, .
who shares rights with cveryonc elss. fThere is no gonsieur or
mister, essentially. A man ﬂ.ﬂih pmr tenﬂs to keep it and he is;
expected on the vhole to abuse d?t, /< He mn't naturally diapoeed
to share it or discuss it with those who dmn't have 1t. Andeee
unlike in the rest -of’the Turopean wrid--~pover attracts the humble
and intelligent, they find ready excuses for it cven when they are
1ts vietims; while m our world power at once oreates its redels,
I/i\henaon in the prmrimiel countries isn'*t a tmdition, it hes no
form and oxcites no respect: on the contrary, it is chaos, The
wild, cmbittered assailant of pover would be quite es unjust if
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he had any himself. He hates it becsuse he wants it and lacks
it. Vhereas, in our world, there is & form end tradition in
rebellion; there is a natural stir of indignation in us, which
brings a flush of freedom to our cheels, and to be roal thia must
be on behalf of other people, with whom é.are in solidarity not
through 1dfetity of interest but through belief; the mon of spirit
tends to cxeitc admiration in our world. But in the provincial
vorld, espeoislly in Germeny, he is simply insulting: he excites
dicdain. This iz fundamentally because each man is elone,

In the provincisl culture you ere oxpected to bs working £or yours
self---you flush with indignation at a challenge %o your own inte
erets, but hardly for anything else, celf i1s the basic reservoir
of idems and struggles, while in our world & man in his utmost
solitude is st1ll inside a commnity of sauls whom he cen adiress,
if you wont to go your o¥n path in the provinoial countries you
heve o be & resl Heroulese-fboth)to avoid the world round ysu
with its stings, and an excessive solitude. If you want to be
distinct, es a ':sritér or doctor or anything else, you have to go
against everything round you, you heve to choose a kind of blood=
less and terridblc ismolation vhich we in our world cen herdly
imegine, e are wrecked in our vorld; mch more so, in an open
and pudblic way. But we are slways peid that essentiol reapect,
of heving the right to choose for ourselves., But in the prove
tnciel culture that respsct chich Should accompany every stege '
of lifo like music isn't there. You mill lose your grip on
morality---aglnost certainly-~--because you can't invent morality
alone, it has to come through solidarity with others, 3&3« cones
with speech, Alone we aren't enough, But in th tAworlﬁ your
firast stend has $o be slone. TYou sore 1like & person at the edge
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of a vast £lood trying not to get his feet wete-shtunted by vuls
gority, benality, madness, chaos, self-cbsession, all the pitfalls

of the oreature who 1s denied society.

I only know one clear example of the same thing in England end
that is the writer Joseph Conred, He was brought up in the other
tradition, close to the Germen world, but he used Englishes So you
got a glimpse of 4t through the way the language chenges undexr his
pen, First of all, it isn't English, It ion't us. When you
read Conrad you feel you are roading a kini of translation without
1% having the disadvantages of & translation: you are listening
to a reel man, only translated 1n‘som$ wey. And because his ¢oncepts
are for us lofty~--~that is, they begin not in a humen situation but
in the reflections of a lonely and.oultivatad#nn-yathere is 8 terr~
ible .vulgarity in his work now end then which you never get in an
English writer of the same extraorainary powerse, You see 1t.9cme;
times when he talke about people of the lower classes, @ven when he
18 admiring them. They aren't quite whole, He éan't quite see
them, They're half cericatures, half sorious sketches.s The
varmeid in one of his short stories has lorge bosomse--no name;
she is Miss Blank. She has no speesh when ve go into the balewe
no light little gestures; though we've been going into this bar
for years and she knows us well, She seems looked in her low
status.. And this 4s reelly the status of vulgarity--a kind of
blind inner ugliness end smallness: esséntially, she hasn't got
beyond primitive evacuation-difficultiese«hor sweat probably
sginks, she might let out a fart through shere lack of proper
sontrol, This is probably what provineial vuldarity is at bhe
root-~-somathing to do with evacuation; with the question of
primitive control. It reminaé me of Angelo's frequent recoil
from peopla;-;his nose 1ifted slightly with distadte, from the
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impression of &tink, The barmeid isn't due, in other words,

for Conrad's respect. But in an Inglish 8s in & French story

she would have & neme, she would have little original mennerisms
that scom to come out of a great organic culture and civilisation;
ghe would be a living element in the story. She vould have respeot,
She would be in a society---though the vriter might anud her and
think of her as a low element. The essential human respect wonld
still be there, Tor Conrad it wan & different question: he was
only stating the values and standards to which he belonged, and

to vhich for him literature belonged, and to vhich this darmaid
corteinly didn't deolong. He wesn®t deing & snobd, just & writer:
by baeing that, he was at once separate from tho elements of igne
oranceg) in the barmsid, For us this is loftiness end snobbery,
but i{n the other tradition it is a real antithesis, ¢hile the
language of the common people feed literature in Engliend and
France, while it is the fount and wemb of all speech, it meens in
the provincial countries mainly the parochial iddom, I have heard
en Itelien vriter say that he miways tries to Spéék in ‘correct?
Itelian, snd that talking to the common people is becoming for him
like talking a *foreign lenpuage'. There isn't the slightest
snobbery in that, It iz just an atknovliedgement of the fact

that in the provincisl world society begins with the eduecated.
imereas in the mef.rapoiitan countries it is dalready there long
before £ eaaoam stary in the working people and the labourers
as in the higher c¢lasses, often more in the lovsy than in the
higher. Each class in the metropoliten world is far from evac-
vation-problems, or vulgarity, and there are inherited forms of
tenderness and respeat which have nothing to do with ordinary

c&w

social politeness (?‘ ammng, greater in the provincial
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world). Gtendhal once said of the Geormens that thay vere too
lacking in modesty to be tender, snd the same could de said of
thé whola provincial culture, the more so the further south yom
go, until in Sicily you arrive at a world vhere each m- is a law
to himgelf, hemmed in only by feer of cthoer nen's pover, scnetimes
scheming to assert hinmself, with the rasources of silence and isole
ation, so that 'respect'-e-foidr---will one day be shown him in
turn, , |

I shall never forget Angelo eitting with five or siz other
people in the garden of that little house near Paris, at our last
meeting; o6ll the others were French, dby origin or upbringing.
4nd he sat low in his deck-chair, & wan and terrible expression
on his face, like %’gap)
his eyes Gark and half-closed and threatening, with the sherc oxe
haustion of the afternoon---of being with other people. Yet

!
is nose 'aqzilme end thin,

for the rest of us---cach of us fairly shy, in his way---it wae

2 congeniel and easy afternoon, with that long meepéequontml
mm of leisure that is so beautifyl on & hot summer &fy, in a
garden-.a‘ I could see what an enormous, and inwardly hysterical,
effect 1t had on him; Just the stop necessary to talk to somsone
else seemed to need a huge effort in hin far deyond shyness or
any social reluctance; ho vwasn't shy. Eech time, it soened to
mean the oreation of soclety all over again, from soratch. It
meant & conscious performonce of some kind, You could feel it

in the way he used the word eretini, too; the éasf; of the world
wos always & eretin, He was always trying to persuade his fr%nﬂs
to plerce the onormous mists of oretinism oll round them. It was
right, he rag less of a ¢rotin---but it made one giddy. Vas the
saying of it enough? Vas ghat 313.. there was to de said for the
great dbulkt of creatﬁrehooﬁ? And his French friends recolled




- 206 =

from this, while attracted by the appseranca of certainty.

Partly it was & sense of the heppy few, like Stendhel’s, and parte
1y it mas this other thing--«& distaste for the ignorant, shuffw
ling pessant-mass, with their primitive problems of control.
Perhaps that was hov he saw the whole world, even the northern
world--=in terms of that peasant-mass; obsessed more and more

by tho problem of wlgarity. It was certainly on his face more
and more s in those last days, especially when he met people for
the first time. It came out most sharply when he wag talking

to I.fein one efternoon, after o sad and tense lunch when Techad
hed aobsolutely nothing to say to sech others Betucen mursuring
and cursing to himself he gaid to her that of all the thoussnds of
psople in o conecert hall listening to musioc only & hand-full,
people like ocurselvss, really knew what was going on or really
experienced anything. He told her this in 2 soft way, as if
ridding her of an nlu'sian-«o:? of the publie illusienss real
person is expected to srov -ouz}{ 1ike awe for newspaper persons
alities, But she foaught him strongly. She wouldn't have it
that e2limthose thousands she'd seen pouring into halls in Londem
were jJjust---gretins., There vas something more to it than that.
nd msie Was more universal than that, Real unierstanding

was for the tiny hand-full, but there was more to what the others
took from it than thet. People had far more un&%%@mg than
he thought, she said. She stuck to hor point, with that flat
and pouting resistance that seemed to ccme from acons of freedon,
vhile I kept to the eige, prevaricating, letting her Light it ous,
because I had no contact with him these days. And it was so clear
that the crowds pouring into the concerts were quite different fuor
hin~-~they were more the hordes of the ignorant and brutish. That

wes 'mojority' in his world. A certain tenderness, & certain
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dreaning in their faces would 1 think he loost on hin. He

wonldn't see 1%, psrhaps. I remember hoo he stared ruae.{y at

a youné couple---really & boy and giﬂ*?«-m London onoe; in &
train, and how disconcerted they were, Pity didn't noke hin

turn avay, They vwere abashed, and the boyf---thcuéh Angelo-v could
hardly have known ite---was shocked end hurst, I think. It was
strange: no pity came to Ag;gelo's rescuc. There vas that f£inal
cold separation from the other humen ereature, Contrary to
popular suppositions, the coldness dbetveen people grovs the further
south you go, not vie'e.versa. Only it i=s nevar stiffness,

Perhaps in Angele's world the mass of the people veren'’t fres;
I mean, they weren't geen as free, They were @& horde., /nd one
rednined in thankful and stolo isolation from this horde. You
got those hordes in a Sicilisn squareé, with dlack suite and Slack
hats, just staring. Perhaps that was the vorld at the back of
hin consemizmesa-—-fha starved Sicilim world where yéu hote your
egnel, 2nd vhere society mst meen the conspiracy to obstruct.

And you hecome nmore and more h';.tunteﬁ by the endless web of this
cbstmeﬁm, vhich threatens youn equa.liy in 2 friend %}m e}eﬁym |
8ll are enemies basicslly., I mmmber‘é en Arad saying-—-p:a “
friend is equal to & thousend enemiess No good, in that warld;
could come from peoplse Jdining  together,

I saw this again 80 ciea::ly when we were with & youhg French
coupls in 2 Paris café one evening. He was suffering hell ot '
this time, He had kept on saying to me, *I'm conmpletely demol=
ished, you knoWe-~this world has finiched me.' Paris seemed
really tc have crushed him, 4nd :!.tt had dbrought out his om
world in him, more &nd more. I could hardly recognise him,.

He'd been so 4ifferent in Rome. But then he bad told me that
his Roman friends hed softened him no much. They'd had a good
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influence. At this café it wasn't just thaet he was formal.
?hera‘was something extra---something pained and disgusted, He
zeemed engulfed with disgust, end it coloured other people in his
sight. He s;t aloof and straight-backed. They were our fréends’
and he had met them for the first time. And I felt nervous on
their behelf, Just as if‘I wers with a snob and was afreid they
wouldnt come up to his merk., Sb much scomed to have changed in
him, yet I suppose 4% wasn't a real chenge. “As he sat there he
was 1like a man listening to & hundred accusations, mostly about
his dignity. He was all dignity. Uothing else---not thé Ane
gelo I knew; he refused to give a'glance in oy direction, and
vhen I spoke he switched away abruptly. And, being a 'great pers
son, he cerried it all through outrageously, without proportion,
like a elovn, He lifted his heand up so thet his neck looked stiff
like a giraffe's, end hias lips were pursed as if he were playing
the oboe, he turned stiffly this way and that end also made the
nost remarieble little speeches in French, like an essayist with
five hundred words es his limit, They were like school essays.
And he spoke &s if he were the centre of all attention, naturally;
not meny months before he would have sitriven hotly for attenthon.
¥Much of his self-doubt had disappeared, dut uith it his softness
hed gone, too. We sat at a table nesr ‘the entrance; Francine
was talking to the girl mostly, while lMelll talked to the maon.
Angelo and I sat in silence, hooking on to the other conversations
now and then. Every werd I said provoked pained recoll in
him. Te hed now been together two or three weeks, and in thet
time he mnsi have marmurad Basta, basige--enough, enough-=-to him-
self & hundred times. He had prowmled round, seonding out shef ts
of invisible hetred, which went to my stomasch like wounds .

But in the silence of that cafe ‘I began to compare hin
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with the rest of us and ask myself where the difference lay;
because he was quite separate., And it seemed to liec in the
matter of esse. Ve were casy, our talk was casua) and without
rehearsal; sagein, I don't mean thet we weren't shy; simply that
our natural and in-born mode of speech was en easy ong¢. It had
never occurred to me before hon much this was so, but I saw 1t
now by comperison. ve &ll seemed to have grovwn up in a kind of
inmer socliety, and Angelo hndn't, If anything, Angelo had less
chyness (an effect of society) than eny of us. But he vwas alone
in a basic way which we weren't. . And every word he spoke, DPoOT~
haps for this resson, vas an act of figura; it was a deliberate
making of an effect--~-he was cutting a figure. Not boasting,

of course, or anything like that: Just awsre of the figure he
would be cutting in every wiord he spoke. £nd when the rest of
us talked we veren't meking figures of any kind; we were Just
listening or asking questions; we were visibly passing the time,
in the warmth of company, we were sitting in various relaxed
néys, whereas Angolo was tense, .nearly to the point of hysteria,
as I could see, VWhon the rest of us telked there was .no conpet=
ition betwesn us. Angelo geve a little speech on Rome-~wafger .
the other men hsd asked him scimply if he had ever lived therc.

I ¢ould hardly believe 1t. The essay was pedantic snd lifeless;
he tried to give a kind of resumé of ell the main features of the
city, but in a school-¥ay--=cheracter of the people, form of gove
ernmont, influence of the church, artistic achievemomts, It
vas staggering. And the other nane---a business man-~--looked atv
him quietly, then gave it up and turned away. Angelo would have
done much detter to say "I}xate the city? or 'I love it'; ¢this is
whet he would heve said in the old daya, Aftorwards, vhen we

were all stending outside the café saying good dbye, Angelo wos
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et his peculier giraffe dignity again; he boved slightly to the
wouen, his lips dry end his eyes coapletely disenchantefe--tiith
80 little charam, so little softness; no feolings for othsrs vhate
scever, no living sense of them. A d4ry, isolated, tortured man
whose thoughts ceut like steel, ./nd when ve got back to the house
it was ths old painful theme---the woman hed been a 'cretina‘,

You could feel the auful dbarremness of the vorld through him.

The stroets ocutside secomed windesvept and deserted, terribly
hollow, Yet in othor years they'd seemed enchanted, vhen we'd
all walked arme-inearm together dby Hotre Dame or through the
Champs Elysees.,

That last visit to Faris came after naarly ten yesrs of
friondship. ~Suddenly 81l the life I'elll and I hsd becn trying
to make in Englend collapsed and we had to get out fast. There
was no money ond we made & big seramble to get out dbofore it jot .
vorse, FParis was our first sté‘p: we would dbe there a& month,
recuparating from Ingland end basking in our friendship, the four
of us, with children cloce dy; then vwe would go on %o Rome, to
our flat, Just as "hed recuperated with ug, from Paris.

But I had en inkling of vhat was going to heppen alresdy
in Ingland., It was a dull sensation os I welked in that lonely
and marvellous gorden vhere ws atayed, like a tiny islaeand between
hidecus towns and highways; there was the red-roofed darn ot
the end, under elm trecs; it v1as a dull sonsation among nany
others, since 3.1#5 was falling tp pileces so quiclkly and in so
many respcets. That was a great year of change., EBveryone
else's lifo seemed to have changed, too. It felt as if reality
had suddenly come backe---all over Europe. Hatas émﬁed through
at last, Things found their proper level. Togother with the
terrific changes in ocur life, lMelil end I vere calmer and more
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satisfied. Ie were ourselves.

It seemed that something had died---some texrErEe falsity
hsnging over life. New positions had to be taken. It felt
as if an old experiment hed died. The chenge meant EEEEEEEt
upheaval s---ve went through more then ever before; bdut they were
in the right direction-~-~they weren't useless sufferi;ng but proper,
for the first time, '

Wo were little pawns in this change., Vie just watched.
And the codlapse of our friendship was onepf the things vwe watched.
It was suddenly before us. But Angelo and I hed no differences,
It vas even cool end avare, He was perfectly clear about it in
the last few moments we saw each other., So was Francine, @9%
said he had changed totelly from what he'd been & year or so
before, He had to be alone, It was best for us, too. He
said in g quiet voice, in that tone he sometimes had of &Haciwte
fatigue and yet clarity, that he had no right to use his fr;ends
ii‘lée ‘objectst, He couldn't meke a spectacle of himself--~a bad
spectecle; to such close friends, He had to go away because he
wanted to keep our respect for him, His respect for us made. him
want to go avay. And he uttered one of the most terrible---znd
Italien-~<things I have ever heard: 'I never know what I shall
be the next hour---the next minute.*' . And this, he added, was
-tfze only way he could live«~~by facing it.  And Franoine hed
e customed herself to it<~-she woent her way while he went his.
It seemed that our relation Wwith them imposed too much of & form
on their relation with each other, This was why Angelo always
wanted to be alone with us, And it was why the friendship coll-
apsed when we had a thriving relation with both of them for the

first tims,

! to F%Fsaal a.-
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This happened, typically,; in Rome. Angelo and Francine left
Paris before us, for two weeks® holiday in Rome, and were to stay
in our flet, awaitiné our errival, The friendship therefore be-
gan and-ended in Roms. This city, which is no more than its
people, brings everything out into the open. I:ve always noticed
that, It takes the ambiguity out of every situetion,; and mekes or
breaks it thereby. People become clear in Rome for the first time,
though you may have knovm them twenty yeasrs or more.

The tension between us mounted terrificslly in the tiny,
stifliing flat, then broke-~-and they were dboth driving eway in
a taxi with their bags, for the last time, He m;s ill, pale,
feverish. He couldn't bear to live in such proximity to uSe«eso
neked to us, We were celm and heppy enough, and thought at first
that the Paris friction must have passed: the chill of feer from
those silent, threaé&gd nights in the French countryside, the sense
of political violence in the &air, was over, We were delighted to de
smong our own things sgain. ‘ : )

But Angelo was still locked.in his pale, venomous isdlation.
He kept to the bedroom with Francine---the docr and windows tight
closed despite the overpowering heat., <Sometimes he flew into a
rege and we could hear things flying ebout the room, and Francine
erying. Then he emerged: he had %6 go---they would be better #n
& hotel---it wculd be better for us, too, more cogﬁ?ouscoohe must
feel free, to come &nd go aiuﬁﬁhg;gﬁged. But couldn't he feel
free with us, of all peopleg/' We stared at him in smazement.

No, he just had to go eway. And, please, we were to feel no

~

rancour.

/ to page 212,
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Perhaps the friendship collapsed into'ita éeal‘selfw
Perhaps the friendship we Have now«;aof 8ilonce«~-is What we were
working towardse At the frontier of the invisible, when we
seemed about to become practioal friends and knew the recital of
sech other's aifficulties by heart, it stopped, He took the
recessary action; but only because it was ineviteble, perhass,

It was & éevestating shock, among ell the others we had Jus§ had
in England. It aeéme&t our ohief consolation in 1ife was dedd.
But afterwarde, in a strange way, it was better, There was &
sense of relief; a neﬁ sense of freedom which we couldn't
understand, We both buckled down happily to work again in Rome,
Perhaps Angelo's intuitions hed seen this beforehend.

He could only take action from himself ffbm the state of
his 5ﬁn féelingss In that way, he never used - judgement, He
acted siréighﬁ from his thoughts; they were nis spring of energy;‘
That was the only way open to him becsuse he had no society in
him. He had to take his immediate, aazzlihg-alear appraisal
of things, because he was elones I remember how he deéoribea
a young Gormsn once-<«'He's lost his eyese--when ho sits at teble
he's looking for hia eyes all the time--~on the f£loor, under the
table, dut they've gone---1!' And this was an exact deseription
not béceuse it hit off a eharan%eriatie of the man but because
1t<aonﬁeye& his whole approach to things-~-it showed you at onde
an imege of his pale, stretched face, thet had taken so much
auffer?tng without ever undérstanding it or penetrating it to
a cause.,

Angalo*s judgements of other pedple-~-or rather, his pictures of
them-«~were never tempered with sympathy, 8o there wap no danger of
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sentiment. This 4s what his friends reecoiled from; partly
they rmg sentiment, and partly they were held hack by &fj
of *There but for the grace of God go I...' Bo there Was an
element of courage in Angelo's inttitions as vwell: he didn't
care &f the Judgement was turned back on him; 2reelly, he vesn't
awvare that it might é)&--'--there was no society in him, as there.
was in his friends. A gudaenly this starkness of his would make
a recoil even in himself, afterverds. I renember we were in a
villiege once not far from Paris, dbuyling cekes, and I said to hin
in Itelian, 4idn't he think the shopuoman and her daughter looked
awfully nmisersble? And he said at onee, _"Do‘n't deceive youre
self, They heven't got feelings like yours, Don't put your
foelings into them.* I shut up at once, 2o a%ays vhen 1 heay
something WLy outside my gg{gégm. And he seomed evare,
with his linzering sensitive Axaraanxscy t;hat there vwas probably
something more to be saide. I think there vas a
brillient delicecy in him vwhich regretted what he'd snid. '

puring that last visit he taliied to lMelli---for the first
time--=about his fascist education, ond what ruin it had made
of his life. He'd been sent as & child to & feseist school,
which I & kn sefore. He said it hed stopped all real
education. And he had eluays suffered from thig---from &
sense of newsr being eble to catch up; &s if real literacy
was barred him. Only Rome hed shown him scnothing other than
feseism, he 'sa;ld. ptherviase, it was all he knew as a child,.
He telked about this in a pained end hushed way, like a man
making a series of last confessions.

It was funny, 1'G never sssociated him with fescism.
But I rememdered I had onoe, briefly, before we really knew

cach other., It was at cur first meeting, in Rome, when
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we were sitting at the lunch table, in the halfedarkness,

sipping the last of the wine, with the sun gleaming through little
ehinks 4in the shutters, And that subjJect, fascism, seemed there,
in the shadows, But it was triumphantly passed over between us,
I otan see now what a triumph that was, 80 soon after the war, to
forget that I was English and that he was Italian: +o let & whole
basic history go by the board, becauss we knew what a reward there
was in store for us. We overcoame politios-~~and five ysars of
concentrated war-pudblicity, which is the most insidicus end wicked
of any, Tor me fascism was & kind of blﬁok sore you might f4nd
at the heart of any Italian: something spooky. So I had no
difficulty in keeping off it.

This was the kick we got out of each other at first: <freedom
from war. Suddenly we realised we needn't be the slaves of smear
Juurnliém‘any more. Hithérﬁo wetd never shared dreams with ényone
outside our own worlds, But I think I cen remember the dim sensation
at the back of my consciousness of Angelo as & fasoist: I don't
mean fascist in thought, but by birth, by torture, if you like., It
never came into my mind ¢learly, but there was & oertain hidden
recoi) in Angelo, an hauteur--~a certain imposed dignity that
lurked there--~which belonged to fascism., It was an inacdess-
ibility to freedom. It was something blask. It was a neg-
ative painted world---the world was painted dright colours dut
these were cheap and artificial; but of ocourse the ohild had |
taken them as bright., It was a sense of a bleck negative cantre
that dangercusly disturbed the natural world all round it.

The colour was always black, oven inside the bright cc;aurs.
Black was the colour of the ébsolute neégative; the no-colour;
it was like the perversion of life to the point of exaltation.
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Exeltation was a strong element. The black ¢entre exalted to

be putting an end to life. And it was strangs that in the last
months of our friendship, when ell his childhood was reappearing

to him and he was perhaps facing his past .squaro-on, he and Francine
uazagzggztng-blaok most of the time, entirely black---black coats,
black stockings, black shoes, blask ties, even black shirts.

They made strange figures in Englande--pale a&nd clearecut in

their bladk, against the green fields and hedgerows. A great
negative had been done to life, The bleck disturbed Melli.

She said so at the time, She didn't know why,

Hoe turned Francine into a kind of Clytemnestra in those last
wocks, Her face changed. It became longer end paler, with
stronger linese«wnot quite wrinkleés but the tragie lines you see
in the esotress, from weeping and lamenting twide-nightly.

Evrything round him had to be classical., There was now a
elassicalmsilence in their Paris house, in the last months, His
room upstairs wag classical: & couch like the one Napoleon's
sister posed on in the nude; a simple table, a chair, no marks
of trouble or movement or even work. Everything became the assert-
ion of forqzsslogic and form: Ba% not of coursé our intellectual
logic---thEi=Es the logic of the Greeks, & harmony ¢f universals,
His clothea became Starker and tighter: the lines were bolder,
especially in black. -And every vestige of humen sympathy, erratic
and untfdy, scemed to disappeexr from both of them. They became
paralysed in this constructed form, which Angelo perhaps neefed
to save his life, And our prescnce (the voice of his past) made
1% 2ll the more necessarye

Rome had softened him in the wereyears beceuse it was by nature
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the least fascist of Italian oities, There isn't the right
pride in Rome, There 15 @ bit of the encient bombaste--cutting
a figurs againe-<hut the city has paessed under a lot of wreckage
since then, There is scmething more like Jewish resignation in
Rome, & sense of the pasétng of things, the doom behind all power.
It oomes from real knowledge. And this knowledge, from centuries
of watching the rise and fall of power, soted on Angelo when he
first came to the city.

There was something too neat end finished about fascism
for Rome. She doesn't like too much assertion, Just as she
doesn't ldke finishing a building. I haven't seen & really
finished building in Rome, either old or new. Something has
to be left, & bit of nude staircase or a gaping cellar, to lot
the apirit out; you don't want to wrap things up too neatly.

Too much logio stuns 1ife. Opposife principles went on in
Angelo---one said that foar freedom you have to let things slide

a bit, the other that some strict action is néesearyuuaeveﬁ

some damage---t0 stop & messs I suppose you'ara only frees when
these two thingg are melted into one intuitive senso of fate.
Socrates had it, which is perhaps why he was peisecuted. And you
found 1% in English politics, when there was such a thing.

The Romens &re empiricists as the English used to be, except
that they don't wait and see, they just wait. F¥hen you've finished
waiting for one thing to oollapsse you staft waiting for another.,
The con;oi;ing olement in Roken noia lies here---you are waiting
al)l the time in a kind of eternal ante-room, and you dream of the
room on the other side of the door which you never penetrate,
it gives a glow to your ante-rcom, even thouggﬁ nothing reél can
possibly happen here---because everything takes place in the other
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room, in the last, megnificent salon of all. Nothing happens in
Reme. 4nd Angelo was softencd under this first shedow of real
humenity. ."<A

Fascéism, like its child nazism, wasn't & political doctrine
in the Anglo-Saxon sense at all, dbut a facet of the provincial
tempéramant¢ Its basic interest was fo cut a figure in the
world, The Italiean préoecuﬁation with,gggggg.was.its secd.
And both movements fo}lowed a theme thét hed been going on in
the middle classes of Germany and Italy for decades before:
namely, thet you heve to show some vitality, there has to be
action, something must be diaturbgd, otherwise there is death
and emptiness. That, underneath, is the pr9v1no£al situation.
Thua, people completely 1ﬁno¢ent afqthe political ideag of
fascism and nazism were the causes of it«e-they bore it in '
their way of télk and gathering together. In the provincial world,
however you mey try to as&ape‘it, yau beogin to eut a figure
the moment you go among other pecple. I don't mean you try
4o show off; But you try to be 11§ely, you gave a certain
idea of the form any conversation should take, énd in some way
every conversation you have outside the intinmate familyfeirele
is a performanoé. This 18 so in Germany and Italy. Really
the effort Angelo alwéys mﬁdé when he was with other pecpléues
even, as we found oﬁt. with us-e~was the effort invoived in all
provincial gatherings. Thé'idea of society as a source of ease
and natural behaviour is absent to‘the(provincial consciousness,
g0 that there is no sosiety in the proper 8ense at all. This
lack of society was exastly what caused fas¢éism and nazism;



not the arrogence of the Italians or the murderousness of the

cermanss The Italian is rarely arrogant, and I've never known

a muarderous german.

I believe that Angeld never rsally perceived me as & whole,

only ag moments, At one moment I was lively e&nd gushing, striding
&1l over the room, at snother I was sad, at snother comic, and at
anbther I was just ebsent, & pesce morto, a dead fische--doing, saying,
apparently thinking nothing. He often used these words: he

would say, 'You're sitting thers like a dead fishi' ' This is very
Sieilian, too: everything is moments, without theme. You

suddenly, in that world, schieve God: you suddenly put out
. massive brenches. like en oak, you tower over other people, de-
a livering yourselfe-~for @ moment, Then there is silence again, For

you aren't an oek: you are only onse for moment , then you go back to

STt 214 a



- 2180w

yourself---to noia, tedium, being o dead fﬂ;sh.

And perhaps this was the cause of the nex;eus unreality
thich always existed In our relatiom with ingelo. It vas naver
safé and it was never relaxsd. Being rolaxzed might be one of
those moments, but it didn't omdrece the whole. That was partly
its ezeitemant, too. But it wasn't friendship in the sense I'd
always used the word. There was no real theme, no &al’idarity-e-
Just brillisnt moments. In the dbeginning it was an extf\a'«er'dinm
oxploration teaken on by tvo strangors, one of them born in a Londen
straet, the other in o village near larsala, vith amazing a@finitics
between them. And from that, after ten years, it threatened to
become either friendship or, in the only other relation of come
parable intimscy in the provincial vworld, family. And Angslo
wouldn't toleraie femily. Not ofter those brillisnt momentis.

Forr there is this basic difference between our world and
that of the provincial culture, that in the latter you only lst
your hair down in the family. Friendship is reserved for other
things---and least of all relaxatimn. /hd our mode is totally
opposite %o that,

If yon let your heir domwn wiih a friend in the provincial
world you run the great danger of letiing your vhola s5elf goww=
of appearing 8 shere helpless mess, Povwer finally is what
coudts, ond family is a shelter from the stings and humiliotions
of pover. And hers I was taking to /‘ngelo all my indignation
apout power, vhile he m it as a kind of family-»ccnfesaion.#
as wound-lioking! In his world friondchip has to ba/aolace-—-
from this wound-licking ac from enything elsa. It has to be
soaring moments. It has to be above the squalid shared stinks
of fams.ly-sl.ife-.- In his worid the family is still the reservolr

of your cshit on the one hand, and your sperm on the other.
/T P 2als
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tnd friendship offers a rescue from this. Uo wonder he muyrs
rmured $o himself in those lact days, *What friends these arel®

I cen see s0 elearly now hdvy impossible the difference betveen
our worlds made any friendship. I rememhe:#, on the last day
e sav each other, in the terrific heet of Rame, Francine said
to me quietly, 'You.se2, Angelo can't live&=yunbuttoned.'  There
it was. 211 I could do was dlink &t her in a baffled way.

Mad e lived uhbuttoned? I become conzcious of my open shirt.
But afier all the veather wag gweltering. I acll of a sﬁﬁden
felt why Zngelo was so punctildous shout his dress. And he
couldn't bear ne to be slovenly, espscially vhen cther poople
vere coming. It was s much as he coulaj%o take off his jacket
in the evening, vwhen ve vwere all alone togsther---friends of ten
years stonding. He had .a marked horror of showing his body. :
then we told him once that we'd bothed naked with some m«a v}
knew i1 was horrifisd. 'The body isn't to be joked asbout.’
Sex, like your mdst intimeto .Boubts abéuﬁ yourself, were for

the darkpess. And family wes darkixeasz.

S0 quite suddenly, at the moment when we tiere offering hin
the first step towards real intimocy, by telling him our most
intimate troubles, the friendship ended, when we least expected
ite I %hink he began to see me 8s formless, cven uwith & touch
of vulgarity. And he turned away in horror---it was a greatd
erashing blow for him, t00.

Yet only a few weeks before, he had written to us in Eng-
lend, 'I'm yearning to see you fgain, Just two days after lesving
you.* It was so strange, their wearing black on that last
visit, He sesmad to take an intimate, hidden pleasure in
hinself vhen he was in black, He was relucdant to take it off
1n{the evening, when we had visitors. They vere like birds
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be Koo gy them.
of doom, / It mode them look dry, pale, utterly closed snd symme
etrical, ©Perhaps fascism was black beceuse it hed no reel
plcasure, no Joy, no intimete affection or weyvwardness, no gentle
1ittlic folly. Just the aterk, clear-cut silhouette, in dlack,
Nothing untidy, nothing left to chance, nothing dodly done.

At this time there secmed a real fear in Angelo of doing something
shoddily. He would say, 'You woulda't expect me to do it bade
ly, nould you? <Then I'd rather not go it et 811¢* And when I
s&id to him, on one of the last days, that he chould by now heve
made his room upsteirs his 'templet, staying there more and more,
to tackle the b_ﬂ:texf struggle of his wuork, he said, *Yes, I know
what you mean~--and 1 do struggle---I give nmyself to 1% all the
time---you must believe me~~=but you don't oxpect me to sit there
and turn out bad work, do you?* It wes csuch a rhetorical queste
ion thet my natural answer, ‘*Yesl', was storped. It scemed that
the ?.dea of figura was ntill operating, even in the sile%\a; of his
own room. Thet ses the mmﬁ s, of the struggle. B invisidle
¢ruel spectator was still thers 'y / Perhaps more so now than ever
before. He had to havwe all his dignity to face hin,

fad in ocur world that eruel spectator isn't there., He
isn't there at the bogimnning, at lemst, as we grow up in tho
' community of the doad, with their ronderful consoletions that
are like the countryside---vhich gre our countryside--and
neither ere they there at the end, when ve've won through in the
struggle. They're there in the midGle & bite---making us stumble,
but they seen to be of social composition.

It mskes such a &ifference, this soll we grow up in, bequeathed
by the dead., In tho provincisl countriocs there is5 nc real soil
of this kind, There is the wonderful sturay nat@xl 80il,

But the comunity of the dead iz so remote. At best, in youth,
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it is 8 dcad school-idea, stuffy and ink-sitoiped and academic:
the museum of the past, which you need %o have a connoisseur's
knewledge of before you ean 1ift up your head and tafnglwéo it
isn't @ resl coammnity. You must 'knovw' so muche-eespeciolly if
you give yourself the air of wanting to join that community.

And Angelo wae .pained by thate--how much it was necessary o
‘know', He studied hard---for hours in Lis room upstairs: he
studied Italy.

In the provincial world thare is natuﬁz%::ipégghzg have got
so far avay from. Nature is f§§ streng%%‘ But there is no soll
in the sense of an inherited farm.of iife~---behaviour, specch end
dreams that cut through ell classes and constitute the inner soc=
iety. There is no saéiety based on the creature’s sct of idente
ifying himself with others. In the provincial calture self-
identification with the other ¢reature is impossidle. TPeople
ere too far apsrt. Pride is loft intact in each of them, a little
fortress. And if you want to do anything extraordinory in the
provinciasl culture you have to discipline yoursslf to live in a
kind of Absolute--~-glways & risky business; whercas in our world
you live in & real invisible commanity. This invisidle ccomrmun-
ity vas due, historically, %o the great aristoerotic families,
who laid down the spiritual ends of life after the collapse of
¢hurch authority. But the aristoerscy of tho provincial world
was only noble for itself: in Germany end Italy it remained
divided---simply families with land and pover, It had its absolute
standards of behaviour, it had its invisible tribunal before which
it judged itself; each family locked after its ovwn Justice---and
in both Italy and Germany there were private family-executions
whare some dishonour hed beon done, There was ne sharced identity,

under one monarsh, a8 in France and England., Eazch noble house-
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bold in the provinclal world wag an island to itself, The thrill
and desperate fascination of gther people, the rustle of their
dresses, the sound of their snuff-boxes being snapped to, the
rattle of their carriages, the lights and sudden kisses, in a
deiirium of ave and curiosity for the human preaehee--personirieﬁ
completely in the royal presencd---;as the secrst of the great
aristocracies who left unified, or metropoliten, cmntﬂea behind
them. |

Thie is the invisible community we inherit and which gives
us our form---the form we can always safely and reliably lean
back on however much we let ourselves go. And this collective
form is iaekmg in Gormany and Italy: it has to" be made each
time, all over agein, with a bitter and Herculean effort, on the
part of each men. Sometimes you'll notice that a Germen's face
--=gven his vhole body---gsaems to change frequently: he looks
a different person every few hours, so much so that scnetimes
you ceén herdly recognise him. The more alone he is, the more
struggle he has---the more that will be true. For he has had
to meke his form for himself. |

I think Angelc didn't really understand France for this
romson. Hith his terrific mind that wes still impossible:
the organs and nerves and tissuesa in @ man are vhat counts in
that sort of judging. I remember hinm saying, in the garden
of that iittle house near Paris, "The French are so niceeew
they'ra too nicel' And he added, 'It only needs a little blow,
and they'd fall to piecea!}/ They're so good---such good peoplel
Good! Goddi' I didn't think much about this 8t the time,
but later I did, when he begen provling round talking to himself,
and flinging derk, murderous glances everyvhere. That was a

ehill manth far ua snd no mistake?! The cerdener of the house
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vas alvays talking to hinmself ocutside, or ocursing me for having
pruned his roses too much. At night it was too silent. The
houseé in the village were all shuttored up, soma of them with
steel and motal grills. fTe slept very little, Thero were riflce-
shote at night, it being the time of the Algorien homb~outrages.
Thore seomed & fixed, still hatred everyvhers, and Angelo reflect-
e&/z’ it, The politeness of poople-~-the use of the monsiour,
obsessively, every feu seconds---soemed to bring out oll the pride
in him. EHo 1lifted his heod so high when he spoke in shops, and
he spoie so ocarefully. 4And they scemed to recognise him eo a
foreigner, that vas the strange thing, though he spoke perfect
and fluent Frenche. They ssamed to rocognise something soulfhem
in hime~--hic dignity wosn't based on respcet but on self; they
could feel it; he 41dn*t really see them at all, and they knew
it.

411 that ‘goodness® he found in France vas just formless-
ness for hig, I think. 1% wes really the invisibleo sccioety of
respect; and ho couldn't vsee' 1t, I delieve he felt that there
were people all round him being veguely good and nice to each
other without reason; even out of 8 kind of veakness; out of
a fear for escch other which he 41dn'¢ shore, 1 think it was
a reality absolutely closed to him, He didn't see the form in
other people. 1t was mostly & silent and invisible fornm.
and for the provincianl cnlture this is o form that doesn't
exist. I bellieve it was the form jJoining us together in that
café, when he remeined so alcof Gnd cxeluded: for him I think
all vwe 4id was exchenge meaningloss smiles and talk a lot of
unprepared nonsense.

In thot last month he even secmed to becone a fascist for
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the first tine---a fascist of the heart, without the rank ideas;
the men who jiggered about with the natural materisl of life
(through dbeing too subject to it) in the interests of cvitantyi
it vas grotesque o watch, Routine had %o de droken., Some
damsge hod to be done to the netural intimescies. The little
French garden always seemed full of rifles and every sort of
revolver, brought elong by his friends, Since the last wer,
vhen I saw what a bullet the size of & pea cen do to the flesh of
8 mAn, lot a@lona 8 piesce of schrepnel, I've hed a horroar, close
to hysteria, of guns and things going off, Like all people who
have used the things in earnest I cen't bear to See them dbeing
played about with, especially by youths fron well-to-do families
who think they are cutting a fino figure with them. On Sundey
afterncons the gorden sounded like & battlefield. One of the
youths--=-1 say youths, -'but. they vere all quite half-way through
life-~-hed & hadit of going 'Brrrrri' to express samone he dise
1iked, eiming 8n imaginery machine-gun at the stomdeh of his
vietim, Yet he vas the mildest and kindest person on earth,
really. But this mildness wasn't enongh for him, It was like
a trap for him, He wanted to do things. In soms vay he hadn't
proved himself, And nothing he 44d in life seemed %0 help.

He Just couldn't prove himself whatever he turned to. He tried
sleeping in forests without & tent over his head, and no food.
He tried stayinz up all night. He had quite & little philosophy
ofr a}:agiﬂx:g s.;?f all night. You discovered the real mnorld, cutside
meny Which is true, You do. But in his cese he couldn't
discover this world in himself. He hnd to do something. | He
had to meke a clattor because there was no real vorld inside
him, He was like & man who had to pinch himself to prove he



was alive. The question, *What are we going to do now?' was
aluays on his lips. For whan he was silent and still he was
clearlye=-=for himself--wdoing nothing.

I think raseisa came exactly out of that terridle darrenness:
out of the last ohill tomb of the middle-class soul, which saw no
1ight round it et all, only stillness and silence-<-its own,

And our world was only caved from that by our inner society,
vhich kept the stillness slive, even for the middle«class soul.
But in the provincial world the middle-clases soul threatened %o
go mad. It hed to cling to & form. This form had to clatter
and resound, to show it was there a2ll the tire: 1% had to seem
on the march all the time, finally to murder. It haé to be
external. It had to be clear-cut, black, and sa# forceful as
to hide the darren ¢hsos undermsath. This is why fascism cmphe
asised ocutward behavicur so muche=-the chin pushed forward, the
trueulent stride, the air of certainty.

A man who c¢an't prove himself and yet mill prove himself
in some way has to dostroy in the end. Just after the wer,
when I felt unsble to prove myself, when the four years of being
caught up in international mrder were telling on me, I had that
machine-gun imsge, fto0o~-~1 Was always defending myself with 18
in my dreams, asgainst the chorge that I was nothing, .inside or
out. 7That, in the provinoial culturs, is where the vigour of
fascism-«~ths spurious vigour of impotence--~tiould dbegin to make
its eppeal,

I can still see that young men---inventive, kindly, watchful,
restless, with remarkebly hsunted, besutiful eyes. Like Angelo,
he was a foreigner to the French world, and it was crushing him
in some way. He had a good job, very well peid, His advente
ures were definitely Sunday effairs. This is in tho fascist
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traditidn. too. You have a philosophy, but you don't let 4% go

right through your life. -You don't jigger with the dbasic thingse,
like where your money comes from, .So 4t is at one and the same time
& ¢raven conformism and e rebeliion: this creates the negative and
spurious elemont of fascisme And there again is a reason why it

took root in the provineial countries, ltaly and Germony, &nd not 4n
our world: power in the provincial countries is the gtatus quo that
pervedas everything outside the family, It isn't on the whole open‘
to discussion., It is conceéived as permanent end unaltersble, The
 femily i6 the real seat of discussion, unlike in our warlde And of
course the family is an island of interests to itself.' But in our
world power is a fluid and continually moving thing, always in the
balango, and we grow up with an unquestioned sense of having the right
to chellenge it. This moral indignation doesn't exist in the prove
incisl warlde-~1t is an emotion really and truly lecking. In our
world having no pover gives our chellengé all the more grase and
rightness, In the provinoial world having mo power robs oﬁr challenge
of anything but self-interest. On this hub Furopg~--and the whole
Christion world---is split in two. In America this split is so grave
as to be a hidden civil war,

If you &re poor in our world your chellenge to riches is mede
clean, In the provinciel world it is made dirty.

I think this ic why my moral indignation, which I shell always
have ﬁhatever the flux of my 4interests, was finally for Angelo-ee
though not eonsciously or willingly---selfinterest. I think perhaps
our friendship broke on this hub, more than on any other. At this
point the two worlds dﬁn't understand each others
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A11 the subtle and delicate sense of ghat the other person
is thinking thet you find in the metropolitan peoples is lacking
in the provincial world except as a facet of individual character,
and o very unusutl one, to0. This 1s 2 source of encrmous stré ‘?/
It makes for vigorous, unhindered sction, sush as you find in

Germany, .and & thoroughness which in our world is nearly imposs-

ible, There, in our world, the creature is held dack by scruples,

he is held back in the provincial world by law, thet is, fear.

The kind of solidarity with other people which for us is freedom

is a tiresome end really insincere odligation to the provincisl,

He doesn't believe that you eoculd possibly have that rmach interest |

in the fate of others. ‘Other peop1é7mean~~-separate zones of

interest. i
I think tenderness is almost totelly absent from the province

iel relation, too, except again as an infividusel thing, the fruit

of.special development and effort. Tendsrness is fthe intimate

expression of reepect, which is the first pudlic jewel of renrl Christian

society. It ¥poduces fervour., In the provineilsl world this

moral fervour is passion, Frovinciel fervour is slways from

personal and ipolated conviction, or from foreign influcnce,

like half the fervid movements that have oxisted in Italy.

It is the fervour of a drean£? It is designed not reelly to

seve other people dbut to make your dreom of them come Lrue;

it is the fervour of Luther, Savanorole and«--to bring it domn

to pantimime-~~fascism. But resl moral fervour in our world

is for others: puritanism originates here. There isn't-é dream..

It invites the otheor person to & freecdom of consclence, to the

resl inner froedom. But in the provinelal culture such an

4
invitation means only one thing---that you want to dicéate norale

sk

C) ity to other people: you threeten your victimﬁs freedam@/«wny
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shouldn't @& man do what he likes, 4if it's his own 1life? This is
the provincial freedom.. A men may go to the devil if he wishes to.
You dontt try to save his soul, for that soul's sake, So the tend-
enocy is for everybody to be left to his own world, and for life to
oonsist of immediate intereats stirred and spurred by lonely dreams,
There are political dreams, religious dreamse--collaotive dreems of
every kind; and each time they happen there is & great upheaval,
The dovelopment of the metropolitan world is opposite to this:
ite greatést modern revolution hes been industries, namely, the
slow oﬁ:ganic alteration of life according to practical observations,
not dreams,

The provincial dream is the only form of colleative action, the
only patriotism: this is the same for Italy as for Germeny. Like
the Germsn, the Italien 4a alone, he has to fight dlome. Like
the German ho expresses nature, though less its vigour than its mervel.
He has to fight through with the dream of self, the dream of power,
the dream of work. The dream is all insidé him, not outside., He
doesn't translate it into outside terms, either, Vhereas in our
world thet happens &ll the time, our dream becomes continually absorbed
and materialised 4in life, our rooms and houses and family-habits
reflec us intimately, they show the dreem to which we belong, they
sre our ouger roelised form, And this is rare in Italy., You will
find maybe & clever young doétor, fighting to get soméwhere in his
underpaid and neglected profession, but you won't see evidence of his
fight (dreem) in the rooms he shares with his wife, there will be the
same un%bhanted sitting-ounm-dingng-room with its noked electric bulbs
and hideous sideboard, the same lack of glow and mystery. And
the woman who wents to get out or'the old provinsial life and
be fashionable and stylish like the women in Paris, she sits
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in the same rooms, too, she invarisbly has the seme sense of
unenohented womenhood ds most of the women round her, only she is
troubled, often neurotically, having lost the naturel balance
which was her safest anchor.

In Italy there isn*t eny sex in the northern sensé-e-none of the
peculier endhanted fascination one sex hag for the other, dased on
vespect., French love is respéct, whether you like it or not. ‘It
explores all the exquisiteness and refinement of humen respest., In
origin it is aristooratic, But in Italy that cantt exist. There
cén only be the dream of sex, usually from foreign influences: it
gets connedted with affectation, vanity, even rebellion; it isntt real
enjoyment, natural eénjoymentl Natural enjoyment in Italy liea in the
short-lived act of love. This is what sex means in Ifaly.' It
msens the literal moment of love, to produce children, ' The dream
ian't in people or things: thdre is just the body, which has its
natural appetites, for sex and foods There isn't a reel developmen$
in people, Therd isn't dovelopment of cheracter on & comaundl seale,
just es there isn't in Germanyj there is only development in single
people, by terrific effert. The sex in Germany is & tremendous
assertion of nature, it is nature as a vigorous and truthful adt;
there isn*t the deasolation in sex that you find in Itely; 4in fect,
it has beccme & vigour that you get nowhere else, Gex {s intect in
Germeny as passion. In Italy this hes been curtailed, as a force,
first by the slave-divilisation of encient times-~-theinheritence of
squalore--agnd then by the oﬁnrch, which discouraged all sex outside
the family*wha world of Cermany and that of Italy are divided by the fact

that Italians are historicelly an ensléved people, end when you have
been humiliated you don't feel like sex, you don't have respect for
your dwn body and you don't expecg other people to.s Your sex-
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energy is the firat/ to die when you've been humiliated.
But this hasn'% heppened in Germeny. Character has developed
in Germany with the force end s.plendau,&/ of something in nature,
like a thunderbolt or an evening sky. But in Italy splendour
is 81l outside the humen creatura: it lies there in the earth
and sky, inert and aleo menacing because it shows how powerful °
God 1s, and yc;ut move about in it, sadly, not caring to look up.
Italy is the saddest country in Burope, humenly. The spectacle
all lies outside, end as for the human creature, he reflects
nature, faithfully., The Italien gf intinmidated, historiocally
and actually. The inner thems of-A life is etill squalor, no
longer for most people the actual equalor of poverty, but squalor
of status, the squelor of the heaviness of & body vhich has
never learned its full glory; 4t hos only learned its natural,
physicel glory, like plants and beasts; the glory of choosing
for itself, of paying the enormous debt of tenderness and reaspect
thet freedom mesns, this is only being learned slowly, by foreign
influenca, with & wondering and delighting oresdulity.

The four of us vere talking one evehing in taat villege |
outside Pards and Angelo said that he 'd now been away from his

g

countyy for five ycoars, and he wanted to go backs, Just for

a short wisit, It would be antZEEcaapys upheaval for him, he

kneuw ‘that, ot pleasant but so exoiting that he ocould hardly
think about it. 4And he wondered what the experience would
teach him. I =814 thet oy owvn expoerience---returning t0 Enge
land after vas meny years-e-hod affected meé in one way particulare
ly. And he wanted to know what this was, 1t was one of the
fow occasions in that lest month when his face really 1it up
with curiosity. I said that years of living out of my country
had taken awav mv doubt. He vondercd at this, He couldn't
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grasp me ag he usually did before the words were out of my

mouth. He locked surprised at the word *doubt'. And he eaid
nothing. I added that in Roms I lived 4in a little cocoon, barred
by the tiny intimacies of language from complete absorption in the
outside world; bdut in my own ¢ountry I heard and understood every
subtlety of languege, I learned again that I wasn't the author of
my own world; & pleasant innocent doubt returned, end I ceased to
lay hold of an fdea as if it was a log t0 keéep afloat by; I
learned the flow of real talk ggain, 88 yocu ¢en only have it with
your own people; abroad, talk is juast en exchange, an exchenge of
ideas; among your own psople it ig a blind and tentative journey
towards form. But Angelo didn't Seem to see., At leest, he

only nodded &and turned awey, He sesmed not to be thinking on
those lines, Yet something of the same kind had happened to him:
‘& great innocent doubt had departed, He seémed bent, wholly,

on certeinty. Angelo became more &nd more mysterious for me in
those deys, as he drifted further into his dry, isolated, pele
world of abmolutes,

He was clinging to certainty---for survivel. It was a
eértainty hetd made fer himself out of hard effort over the last
few years, end he now seemed to be keeping it going by force
of Will. Calling peopls cretini wes an aspect of this. The
faith in him seemed to have gone, if it is true that faith and
-doubt are really the same thing. It seemed he could no longer
rost in himself, leave his development to time. He had to
oling to the invisible form, which he'd built for himself. Above
all, his days at the office were a drudgery, end he hated his
work wzth a fine loathing that got more and more reticent every
day. Francine offered to teke the job 6ver'£br him but he refused.



He came back 4n s staf;é of half-collapse every evening, he fell

111 every few months. Nothing rots the body sooner then living by
what you hate. So he clung to the dream he'd ximde for all he v}as
woph, inwardly. You woulda't think, to look et him, thet even this
dream hed any enchantment in it, much less compassion. It Secmed
something herd and oruel, sharp as a knife, which made him turn away
all the time-«from his wife, everybody. But thét was the only way
a dream could exist in his worlde--locked inside single and lonely
men. It meant having no friends, even the one or two _fﬂenas all
people are ellowed in life, The blood had to be stopped. Then,
in perfect isolation, his work could begin, |

It was the opposite of eva;*ythim you learned in the Anglo-

Saxon world, It wasn't his being alone--~that was somethiné I'4
always aedvocated and advised, But this solitude of his was all
‘tension and effort. Real solitude is tendor end eaey, if properly
achieved, It acquires a sense of spectatorship: the really
solitary person isnt't cut off, he is given more to life then anyocne
else, he chooses his om time in which to look at life. But

Angelo was entering an Absolute, He was being Absolute in his
desly life., It wasn't real solitu;a; it was too artificial, And
everything in me, all my Englishness, shuddered at that., He was
simply keeping the outside world at bay, in a sort of chosen death,
I wanted to get away from hin, breathe properlyagain. returﬁ to

the freedom Melli and I had when we weré together, with each day
growing unexpectedly between wﬁ, with its own new form, yet with the
same form each time. Angelo had to impose & form. Ho

had to cling to the form he'd made for himself, because of



the fear that he had no recl form, only & kind of inner stinking
charnel house of femily~tears ond hetred projected on to the world
1ike the skunk's fluid.
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. That absclute is dangerous. Absolutes eren't reel friends.
They ere suicide---an element in the Jicilion suicide whers the
creature ultimately can't let go and clingo %o the dead eternal
form as the stink under his nose gots stronger and stronger.
For the first time since I'4 known him fngelo behaved as if he
had & permanont stink under his nose. <nd you felt you were part
of the stink. You became conscious of your shoes, the way your
trougers were creesed., I felt wrong if I sat in & pullover ine
stecd of o jecket and tie, And Francine seomed to bear this
terrible tension in her own life, pem;nently. She wes §lleww
wrought-up, sed, nervous, sick, always crying silently, then
brushing away her teers without seying e word. ~ It vas like a
total constipation being impoced on life., In fact, Melli and .
I had constipation nearly all the time we were at that hou;g: e
It was Franeine's complaint, too-~-permanently. 1fild laxative
pills werc aluvays going round, . She took thém nesrly every day.
You couldn't heve 8 reslly oasy shit. There was this tonsion
in everythinge--this falsc sbsolute that had nothing humen in
it nor, apparently, any. knowledge of what & human was or should

Ld

be; there was this dbad philosobhy---as all philosophies of the .
| ek Al
absolute are bed, o= Socrates always went out of his way to allA
by refusing to tie up his doetrines mmrsdy at the end, into some-
thing finished and logical; there was this intimate unspoken
verdict all the timc that we were &ll disgusting---the verdict
é—°'d’ Ll é-z“" ‘ <
Onee vhen I was vreading

=X { PR mA o e AT M PA S e
- e

of



- 234 -

some lines from Hamlet to them, in those last days, sitting
between Angslo and Francine on the settee, I felt his sense of
vulgarity like a hot dreath on my left side, whersas Francine

nas accepting overything, she was actually listening to Ghakese
pear; Huf he seemed %o bo withdrawing into a Eind of prudish
self-isolation-~--he scemed to feol, 'He's vulger, he's revding
Shakespeare wvulgarly®, in & conviction that was like the emission
of & stink in its secretiveness:; and it didn't seem to stop even
8t me-~~i% seemed %o include Shakespesre a&s well. Ghakespeare,
in that quick, raapin%nfggeehigffHnmlez'a, wasn't being sufficiont-
ly & monument. & Bothyseemed to have fallen short of that torr-
idble Absclute for which only silence and inactivity were the anave
ers to anything, the only really mystical answars, because they
are 1ike dsath. This is why I cay the Absolute is suicide in

the 5iciltsn., It really is choosing death, .

The man who ¢lings to the Absolute is reslly the most relative
of all, He can't let himself plunge into the worldee--even stroll
through it---because of its intimate claims on his attention.

He is still prone to its claims, more than otheyr men, perieg.,
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There isn't enything

—

absolute in 1ife, except death: aspeech and words and thought

are reletive, this is their scﬁpgiven~na§pre; and God gave no
absolutes, only the lonely mind gives sbsolutes, which slvways imply
a depnrturs from the accident and flow of life, a departure you
have to pay for in your humsnity. The men of ebsolutes is a men
in & ¢orner so tompted by the world that he doesn't dore to touch
it at any point; he can't go through the feollies and disguises
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and squelors that are its language and always will be, Really
he is a man without a faith, He's alone, with his thdughts.
He's in a deed world, Just as & Sicilian is said to feel in a
dead world when he's surrounded by nature. Nature lies round
him like & pesce morto; he is oblivicus to it. Yet he is. part
of 1t. This 1s his strength.

The loneliness round him, being ¢lassical in origin, is more
or less inconceivable to us; he is the last classical man, He
has a driving and ocutting will, a power to see clearly evén to the
darkest point in his own self, and to make dazzling-oclear reflections
while up to his neck in squalors He has this mervellous remotoness
and spirituality, which leads to his suicide, The olassical world
wag & tragic world, and so is his, There isnft anyihOpe in 1t,
finally. Yet there is no Italian resignation, éithere-~the having
& stink and accepting it. There is the alter ego of paganism,
the revolt of the late-Greek~~;an obsessive horror of vulgariﬁy,
the precise opposite of enything Christian,

Being with educated Sicilians is like suddenly finding yourself
in a gursery with children dressed as growneups., It mekes you feel ‘
something awful might happen---somebody will giggle or drop a fart |

X and the whole formality will fall to pieces, There is thies high
state of tension bordering on hysteria, like the German tension which
« also springs from an intimate rejection of the humen creaturs, There
is no sicilian conversation in the edueated gsense: superb and lucid
exposition, heights and chasms and ¢lear rushing streams, and deserts,
end the herd, beking sun, but not the give and teke of conversation.
There isn't any drama becausse there isn't any theme, Thers cen
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never be, And fngelo missed, for this reason, 8ll the dramfe

tic elements of ny conversatione--the Eng)ish conversation; he
never understood that I elways chose a situstion to talk about,
tnconsciousiy, for its dramatic substence, for its boing capable
of e dramotic theme which I then enunciated with hoiror or indig-
netion or pathoe, a&s the thene dictated. But that was how 'l saw
life, as the oonflict boetvween fates, for high odds, Really there .
were no fates for him, shich meant no people. Thersc was no conw
tinual running confliet. Thet wasn't his arena, His arens was
the invisible, the enormous pagesnt of the imagination, the world
that tecems round the lonely self, the tragedy, but not the drame,
This is why he anly saw Aas moments. People had no permenont
characters in his worid. They weren't fates personified, as

they are in ours. e gee the permanent choracter g & person

and he is this for us all the time, when he is ill, vhen ho is

sad, empty, happy, 2ll1 the time unless he goes mad or dics.

'ﬁg there is & cortain sai‘%ay and security of life, or rather

or percoption, which vwe teke for granted as sinply the ray pecople
alvays think, But this is denied to /Angelo's world. 4gain

that is classical. JSicilisns are suppeosed to verge on hysteria
8ll the time, This is clossicul hysterdas. Tolk goes on in

high terision or not &t all, There 15 silenCOw—-or % outdurst
of high tension. It is rsther like a Russion novel. snd that
is why 1 elways felt tenaion with Angelo, togother with this mer- -
vellous inapiration and splendour. < It was a splendour in tension,
the tension was like the overpomering snetion and current of &
wave, hLe never digested properly wien he vos at {adle with us,

it was all & big rush; he attacked his food with a violence that
left the rest of us chasing him, thile Francince fed him, so %o
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speak, throwing little chunks of breesd across the teble and
putting enother potato on his plate, He licked his chops,
guzzled his wine and had everything down inside a few minutesese
talking the whole time as well, It wesntt that he'd lost his
teble mammers: he'd naver really had éZEE; When he practiséd
them they were hardly more tham horror of wulgarity, namely, a
form of hysteria again,

The tension would start the moment we were together, like
a dynemo. It wasn't unpleasante-«not at all a stiffness or
restreint, . It was even exciting. Nothing could be left to
silence, If I was silent, especially in the early deys, hé
would ory, 'Forza, forzal'---strength! Only for a brief and
pleasant period, which was like a special inheritence for Molli
and me, too eostatic to be bearable almost, did that tension
cease and life just flow along between us, with Angelo saying
things like, 'Oh, words don't matter* and *tLet life teke its
course.' But Franoine would alweys look at him Qoubtfully.
For years we didn't understand why she seemed to doudbt gim 80,
But later we realised that she must have been remindinérgith
that glence of what would came after our ecstatic meeting, when
he was back in himself, and the pesce morto of the ordinary
world had returned, the corpse of daily life; &and then there
would n;rflignts for her, nothing would flow for her... She
d1dn't understend him, we always said; it was true she didn't;
but at the same time she knew her man, which was why he clung
to her, why he listohed to her like & child scmetimes, and why=--'in
his terrible way', as Francine said---he loved her.

He didn't respect us, in ourselves, only the best in us: not

our permanent sharacters. He respected in Melli the
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Germon greatness. In me the English greatness, And te in
ourselves, in our bodies, pérticipm“:eﬁ in these moments of
%reatnses); our dbodies were the vehiocles of these mamem;

Ve, 88 the creatures he 1oveﬁ; ‘vores creaturcs on @ tense and

high level, constantly‘; That was how he saw and loved us; on

our tenss level., These were tho moments ve sharsdeeethe merowmiis
enz pageant of the imegination.

i boreo

Then suddenly it was g-om; on his si&e; o went /‘expecti‘ng

the sermoammt—o@ consoling friendship which like nature ﬂg&
zig% ond 1t tos finished in him, Even mszc; our great
shered medium, was dead. Even Verdi, The world vaes dead.

And we therefore vers deaa; tco..} There was nothing over and
above his sense of our greatnesse«=like forces of né.tura'mto
sustasin Mm; none of the respect that Jjoins other people perman-
ently like & silver 1:111~e:aa.T ,

I remerber when he first came o England clone. We'd
taken a cotisge in Sussax i'm? a fev weelcs and he had to do a
three-hour journey ecross m fro~ the airport in Kent,

a slov, windiong journey by train through some of the loveliest
dovmland and vallejs in England. He was happy So be r-:ithéut
Froncine., Her suffering didn't let hinm free~--this' 1& vhy
he feld -t;; relisf being alone. Their suffering pressed and
sucked on each other, end only increaced the rutuel load.

He locked roumd nm all the time, curiocus and exoited.
On the train from the airport he had got into conversations,
he told us--w«poople were intrigued at his foreignness, IHis
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English could be remarkably good. All of a sudden, if there was no
other way of getting through, he would start telking English,. throwe.
ing in 18ioms like *It rained cats and dogs' and 'I'm feeling blue.'.
But he always said that English wasn't his destiny. .

Te went for long walks thyough Itchenor to the harbour where
endless clusters of yachts lay, their masts swaying in hundreds,
and looked across at the Hampshire side with its rising lawn, end
BoFead; the typicel close, hilly countryside ebove Southempton
vater. He said the same as on his first visit---he felt so free.
He could see it in people'’s faces--«it was such a relief after
‘the *tension' of the Continent. The 'ease' of English life,
an inner hermony of freedom like a communal dream, was what struck
him, he said. |

We went up to London to see my parents and I rememdber the
littie ery of amazement he gave when he walked inte the back
room, méﬁ the blaze of little lights---the glow of tntimacy
that made the tiny place look like & palace, At first he said
nothing a8 he walked into the hallway from the franl:}a.oor, only
nodded in his solemn way to my father; but when the door of the
back room was openad and the glowing light broke on us he mede
this little ory of appreciation,

And he. told my parents later, 'I love your son all the more
now, beceuse I know youl' It helped him understend me, he said.
It was something to do with the intimacy--~the thrill of that
Toom, which I stnllreel myself when I go there, intact from
childhood, and which always makes Melli feel calm, as if she'd
found her element at last, The world of the London backatreéts
is safe because it rolies on nothing that isn't humen. All
its commitments are human; eall its references. There 1is



absolutely no power, exercised by one person over another, /

,Ifo‘body has power, so there is no corruption. There is noﬁhing

but the human creature., And becauss thers isn't any Poisition

he is the king of every place he is in, by natural election.

But this working class isn't by any means just a natural or

primitive congl:’:?\eratien. It isn't & backward edition of the

middle cless: it has its own culture and alsoc sophistication,

as full as that of the middle class, only it doesn't rely on

formal education or power, Therefore at one and the seme time

it is vigorous---more vigorous thén mything in the clesses AbOVOmwe

and also frail and easy to defeat, 1Its delicate and respectful

appreciation of people is the fruit of long Christianity, beginning

not  just with the Evangelicalism brought by ?hgﬂimbclass together

with higher wegés and better factory conditions, but with the

centuries of rural life that went before.  Perhaps it is the

only surviving Christianity we have, that of the dwindling common

people everywhere: ¢their Christianity being & function, not &

mental attitude, )
The common people represent a guarantes of deconcy end good-

ness (practiced not from unction but as & necessity of daily life

in overcrowded areas), and as their world dwindles, through higher

education, so the middle class gets'ihvisibly' weaker too, because

the general decency is weakened: until in the end there is a

massive crisis vhen the whole question of intimmey versus power

has to be gone into, and the choice has to be made as to whether

we belong to a Christien c¢ivilisation or not, and' if so whgt

Christianity mesns, By the time that c¢risis breaks (in the form

of public scandals, delinquency, sex-perversion on & rAssive scale,

geng-war on the highest political level, darely controlled



- 24) -

epidemics, the collapse of physical well;-being and even the
weather through experiments in space, an appalling volume- of
chronic disease among the young) all the intimsey ot cur disposal
will be used up, and it will have to he revived by means of
conscious and chosen allegiance.

There is only one other place where I've known that same
intimacy €s in the London backstreetSe—not the thrill so mach
but the mtimate sonse of safety in a world where all the con-
solations ﬂ nade vfm talf( humble and thwarted and lonely in
=g and not the powerful, @@ logical m effective. And )
that 1s Italy (in almost any but the mostvecorrupt class). Finally
'Iév.e always had to flee dack theré, for it to save my life again.
The pover lies absolute round and over Rome, just as it a1d round ‘
the streets where I was born; bdut it isn't ,mide. other people
have it whom you don‘'t see and hardly notice. They cut figures,
have appointments and important foevéaaioné, they are restless,
shifty, damned. But their activities are outside, while at the
centre there is this glow of a hidden femily-seat. There isn't
the thrill of respect and freedom in Rome as in Englend, 1t isn't
the same kind of thing as the northern peoples have, it isn't
grounded in the thrill of people deing together, hut it comes from
the same root, which is Christianlity.

Angelo's background was stark in comparison with mine.
That was why Rome could save him. Its world is sad and bored,
but still there is the thrill of smallness that emerges from the
boredom and which rémsea no newcomer, Nothing gets refused in
Rome. It all getse mixed up in a hot composte-wthe thrill 1:)tha
steam that comes off, and the myamr:}aus heat méxae. can never

be localised because it shows no fleme or even a glow. It
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stinks of course, dbut so do we @ll atvtimes, And perhaps
Angelo lost this influence slowly when he was in Paris, perheps
its softening touch was forgotten, and he drew nearer and nearer
his own original world, where thrill is & forbidden and lonely
dreamn.,.

His roots semmed to be puriten without having enything
Christian about them. It reminded me of the Arabs. They &are
supposed to wash at once after they've made love, and to make
love near & river if they cean. You can see the difference between
our world and theirs in their lavatories,; whers you squat over a
hole in the floor. The tiny water-tap &t your side 1s such a
clear-cut physicel device c.ampared with the conceptual toilet-
paper of our world, which prevents you coming into contact with
your own flesh, In the Arad lavatory you just turn the little
tap on, put the fingers of your (right) hand under the tfx weter
and wipe your arse. Simplel Then thet is clean you wash your
hands. Really that's clesner them psper, if you come to look at
it. The intimate cgnneeticn between flowing water and c¢leanliness
is still there. | The sense—-the horror-—-of evacuation is also
there just the same as in Christienity, there is the same risk of
conflusing ‘evacuation with the lovesprocesges, &s among &ll humanity,
but it isn*t conceptuals The different religions treat it
differently. .

As the middle classes grow in our world so the acute aylnk-
consc iousness of our civilisation grows. The more in flight
from his probloms a middle-class person 1s the more stink-conscious
he becomes, I suppose this is why some unhappy daughters of the
middle class literally bathe themselves in scent, to hide the
original stink of self; and why with universal education the
merket for breath-refreshers and de-odourises grows. The imner
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natural self is putrid—--this is the troudble, For while the
middle class has vindicated historicelly the ocuter rights end
dignity of the human creeture, it has been at the expénse- of
the religious faculty. 1In iis first eppearance during the middle
ages the ¢lass aimed to show all the prowess & mén WAs c&pable Of=e-
eva'z;r gift endowed to him by God; this in itself was a great step
from pagan times, and the aim was certainly en achievement of
Christienity, deriving from the new Law that even a slave was
God's ¢hild and could demonsg;ram His emaordinary gifts.

But the painful result was _léss' of divihity: not only did the
church collapse, but the-v‘reiigious faculty as such began to fail
in people, Men began to moke the "mistake that they were the
authors of life, and not the interpreters., VWhat started as an
act of celebraticz{, reaching its climax in the Renescence, ended
as a lonely act of pride. The mm"elwonderful the things that
men did, the smaller they seemed to become-~-until we have the
pigmies of today. | For eveary exploration into the mystery
cutside them brought them closey and closer 1;0 an immensity th ich
made them look like dwarfs, So we &re brought dack full circle
to the Christien law, that ':l”ndead we are dwerfs, and thére T‘Liea :
our hope and truth. " |

The middle-class stink-self .t‘g prec 1831‘37 tﬁe creature
ostracised by that great flight for prc;'f/ass through t he centuries:
the middle-class child learns early---with fraquent devastating
effects on his nervous system---thet in the erea of civio reletion-
ships he is free, but in the intimate areas he's as good 8S~-- |
shit. It is a strange thirg to happen, this wudden grounding of
a world-religion in ordurae. Essentially, middle-class upbringing
is a long indoctrination in shame: the natural and spontaneous
outburst of humanity which is every child's birthright is dis-
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courageé. This doesn't meoan he is punished or even thwarted in
his desires. In that way he's freer than anyone in other classes,
or anyone in history. But he learns that he doesn’t'count:' he
Fill count ‘one day*, parhapé;' he sees that the world he opened
his eyes on &t dirth isn*t for some reason the world he'll make
his way in later. Sometimes he notices the aeSpgrate struggle
between those two worlds in his parents’leyes. | His soft heart
has no placetin the scheme of things: his parents mey ‘belisve®
in it, woo it, and protect it; but he éees:the truth., As a child
he doesn't belong to the important scheme of things: not as an
Italian child does, for instance; an Itelien child is equal with
his parents, he is only a smaller edition, and there is no difference
of péychology betweoen one age and another, But in our world the
different ages are marked: each has its different intimate demand
which doesn't £it the scheme of things, |

In the middle-class world you are caught up in ambitions
whether you like it or not and this must show to your children.
Their upbringinglmust\in all hnmﬂnity be a subtle mustering of
~arms for the fight for Position which will one day take place:
the Position may be a jJjob or money or simply what your neighbours
think of you, or it may de a brave rejection of all thesé things,
but a Position of some kind it will de, Our social choices are
necessarily grounded on power, not on bumenity as all aristocratic
soclety wés and lover-class society must be if it is to survive, .
But in our wnrlﬁ thumanity' means rights, wages, living conditionS—w=
an sbstract as far from our intimate desires as possible.

For the middle-class thrill is at root the sound of mighty
machines--~the sound of nature parnessed, the thrill of movement
and spectacle; and the aristocratic thrill is the the thrill
of other people, in the sams way as the lower~-class thrill is,
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too. In our middle-clasas world other people arent't enough,

There is the great world-struggle now preoccupying the middle-
class ninde«~the mind that has o make its fierce demands on.
nature: and when these demands have been exhausted---as thay will
be by the pathefic flights into space, which are a last effort

to turn eternity and even God into a c¢ivie right, there will have
to be the thrill of people again, the thrill of'the sound of
their coats swishing, the thrill of the things they say and do
with their own hands.

That will be the end of the stink-self. Every mén oan then
be & slave and king in one, as only the working men is &t present,
though his position isn't a permanent one historically, nor an
unadilterated one, nor an invulnerable one: he is for all that
& child of somathing he doesn't understand--~-the victim and &bove
all helpless reflection of the middle class (his mester); and one
by one he has to go into the middle class, send his children in,
according to a process that has been goingnon for all to see since
the sleventh century. The middle ¢l&ss has reached its utmost

" historical development---and its obsessive stink-consclousness

is its consciousness of the last lingering odours of the intimate

thrilling éﬂgf which the mind has had to forget in its stern plans
for the marshalling of power, which in its steelmparts and regular

noises and cletm emissions of wented commodities is as dqifferant
from the farts and ordure of mankind as anything you cen get.

The middle class has tried to ¢reate a godly sarth in distinotion
from men, and beceuse of this contradiction it has collapsed
inwardly more and more with each access of marvellous power,

80 that in the end when it has cleaned the whole werld up and its
great -thriving project---freedom---has been accomplished, it

E\
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1111l have to committ a sort of suicide back into humanity.

For the roal world---not the projects put on to it=~~is still
zhére for contemplation, as unexplored as 1t always was, The
whole hidden world of our cwnf%@gans that do their work invisidbly
overy moment, in secretions and subtle alohemies and evélutions
from digestion tqgliving ¢ell, the hidden world of plants and
the rogular seagsons and the movement of the heavens and the
invisible attractions and influences of the earth, and the language
of animals, everything that lies all round us neuarly desd at
the moment, which our senses and instincts have lost track of,
so that we &are like pale and hostile and unknown visitors, not
knowing what we shall do next by way of destruction: all this
awgits us sgains - Our intuitions, which the middle class has
all but called invelid, will get their life back’again,‘ Clear
and golden inutitions are the prize of civilisation, just as in
a person they are the prize of health.

Where I was born nearly all the mystery of created life wes
sgill there intect, though there were no trees in sight: and
Angelo felt this. The thrill of an outside created world is
st11l there, quite beyond you, happily beyond your powers of
chenging 1t or your knowledge. The mystery of Christmas was
st411 there, With the orisp sir in the streets, and the stillness
in the evening, the lemplights that made the roads look like
viliage leanes, There wes the nervous background of menace amd
factory routine: but the inmates made i{%+ natursl., The E=EE:
stfeets had been put there as part of & mathematical proposition
for somebody elsets pzkfit;andploss account, and that could never
£it into & lasting scheme of things: but the people made villages

of them, Everj Christmes was as mysterious to me as the
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countryside. There was the orisp hush of thw weeck befora the
actual dey, end we used to go carol-singing in small groups;
and the sky seemed os silent and vast as you £ind it in the
country. Th¢ roofs were low, just like a village. Usually
the sky was haunted and ghostly, turned %nto & frightening zone
of cblivion by the great work-schedule that hung over everything
and tried to mske itself the only thing there was in all creation.
The untouched intimate heart won in the end, though:- it kept the
glow, &nd you felt this most of all in the specisl seasms, at
Easter, on Shrove Tuesday, on the Bank Eolidays., The created world
came back again then. I% was still the breath of God, over the
streete: you were still in the state of grace, that is, the child
of ereating forces which you didn*t understand dbut the rhythm of
which was inside you., . The knowing and foresceing face of the
middle class wasn't there. The mark of that face is its lack of
respect: this is what differentiates it from the working-class
or peasant face, It has nothing to respect in the universe,
There is just---nothing, The sky is---nothing. The invisible
is---nothing. There are just hard, touchable objects andwew
space, But where I was born there was the wonder of active and
irresistible things outside you; and that doesn't wilf in the old
people, because it isn't an attitude but a total state of beigs
which only the slow and painful initdation into the middle class
can end. Once it has ended nothing c¢an bring it to life again.
And Angelo seemed to recognise this; I think 1% was what made
him utter his astonished little crys

I don't think there was anything like that in his own
life. He used to tell me about the hysteria of his family-life
in Sicily, the pale, quivering hatred behind everything, the
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feuds, He used to imitate his unale—-;-sl@rp-»faoed and salloWe—=
standing at the curtains watching people go by outside, talking
to himself, his eyes narrowed with & hatred as consuming and
¢ helpless as diseasg-~-'Lock at that ons! The dirty awine!
He calls himself a priest] He'll die soon! Curse him, curse
£ himi*, his 1lips like knives alreedy cutting. And then there were
the toccasions*, when the family got together. The neighbours
came to pay their respects and sniffed round looking for all the
proper signs of hospitelity---the coffee in the right place, the
b wine, the cake, And the hospitality was received as it was
given---with a total absense of feeling. Undexr the smiling and
hend-shaking there were asides~--*'Vhen is this idiot going to
offer us something? ‘Is that all he's got? And he swindled one
of his brothers out of & hundred thousand lire only last week!®
It was 8 life starved like the hot earth. The heat baked
feelings 4ry, turned the people into crushed sleves. Angelo
elways hated and feared hot weather. In the c¢old he was lively,
clear, active, Just a day of real heat would knock him over.
Perhaps his world was pagan, I don't know. It is so
difficult for me to see, across those ocoans of difference
between us, across the enormous religious divides.
Pernaps Christ was lacking in his world. Perhaps only Christ

/ to P, 248 &,
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brought mercy, humour and o certain indbred humility to the Italiann
meiniends The world Angelo deserided was so stark. People were
more like lendscape than human beings<--they wore the hard, baking
rocks, the messive and torrid sea, the miles of dezzling sand,

the hot, still air, Yot they didn't  coem, FpIEtING—OrLT,

ot gimlt\{ve in theghelves et ell. There was nothing primitive e
in the hysteria, ‘ ™S
classical end stylised. . Thera was nothing smdged or vegue sbokt
i%. It had the sharpness of conscious thought, almost., It
wagn't en unseeing world. It wasn't the kind of gznge-worla-
mgﬁ:’:l:{/m?f‘ oxists emong the Calebrisns---the people es good and bed
as animals aere. It wasn'tyix; undeveloped world that Angelo
seemed to be deseribing. =@ it vesn't o Christian world, e ker.
it eanm gee Christianity, it could ces Christ. /ngelo hed a
mm hushed avwareness of Christ.This came sbout after he'd
left Italy, thon the priests---who belonged to the suffocation and

hatred of his early life-«ewore no longer round the sarnor. KHe
aven stéppad detesting the church. He began to see its m;lid and
healing parts. But the priests, in his world, & outside
Christendom, tco. They threatened and broke people invwardly,
their fve lleriss were hysteria, there was the came furtive and
dark end oruelly divided world., Chriot haén't dbrought any balm,
reelly. He vas just church: power. Ghich he isn't in the rest
of Italy, not quite: he still has his appeal to the lonely,

he still goes a little to one side of the power use in his nane,
he still auccanta for o0dd little moments of grage and intimate
com;passign) /( jBut he dwm reelly obsorbded 174115@10'5
world. The power vas abscrbed: Christ vas cne more vehicle of
hatred and threat. IHe hadn't got far enough to touch the lande

scape, it seemed: he hadn't cooled the bare, hard rooks, he hadn't
/7. P 249,
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put himself on the cool wind in the evening, he wasn't really
in the church bells. The stark world hadn't been touched, it
was the same in Angelo. He saw Christ. He understood him with
an extraordinary mild charity, much like Christ's own: he teaught
his children carefully about Christy too~--he first tried the
ancient classical myths on them, then the gospels, and afterwards
he told me with great wonder that the gospels were what had really
entered the ¢hildrents imaginstions and touched their lives, the
mercy and intimacy of the story seemed to move them, like a
wonderful remzniscen% from before the womb, it was all naturally
much sloser to them, whereas the Greek myths were frightening,
torrifio, s‘tirring; distant---thoy appealed like & thunderstorm
does, they thrilled and struck awe bub they hadn't got this .1on91y
and intimately consoling thrill of Christ, the inevitable right- |
neas ot development that the story of the Passion has. |
But Christ didn't enter Angelo's character. Christ didn*t
seen to chahge him,» Angelo did change, tremendously, in the
time I knew him, But it was & change wrought from his agony
and despair. The change Christ brought about in him was more
like that g.iven} by the revelation of new physical knowledge:
1t seemed the impact of a new kind of physical wonder outside
him, like the sky at Ostia Antice in the evening, after the day's
heat, where we used to walk ,semefimea in the early days,
He always marvelled at those ruins in Ostia Antica: he said
he felt the clessical there more than anywhere else in Rome,
the golden light that hung over these bricks and chipped colums;
1t was the most 'Greek' place in Itaely. Perhaps it felt like
Sicily for him. There was the Greek golden quality in
the air, a kind of sparkling dust to which the ancient
gods seemed to belong, so that they seemed to be talking to you,
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across glowing speces, asi at the amphithsatre of Epidaurus

where you s8it looking across the parched Greek plains towards

the mountains of Arakhnaion, and the mild air among the ocypresses

seaems to be eternal, the same as it must have been for Aesculapius

and the sick people coming to him, close to that amphitheatre, .
Christ entered Angelo like that, iike, the recognition of a

new power in the universe, But it was a spectacle: chria+a~s

a breath-taking spectacle that he saw clearly. But one spoctacle

can be replaced by another. You can't have the same spectacle |

before you all the time., And his next step vasn't to change

inwardly, Christ had nothing to do with the inward moral character

in his case., That would have been & northern evolution. For
instance, efter I'd become comacious of Christ there were things
I saw much more c¢learly than before---moral actions of every
xind., - But the change it made in Angelo was o brighten his oyes,
with yet one more brightness: -1t was like getting the benmefit

of a new sun. But nothing in it contributed towards permanent
and deccided moral character. This, pemaps + vas the development
lacking in his world. That was why hg c¢ould say helplessly,
*You see, I never know what I'm going to be tomorrow. Or even

| in two hours® timé. I never know how I'm going to feel, what

I shell think, what I shell went to do.'

The more you know the Sicilian, the more you realise how
different he is from the Italien. 4nd you can generalise about
him ag you can about very few peoples nowedays. The stock
description of the Sicilien applies perfectly to Angelo:
musical---to the point of extreme and scmetimes excess refine-
ment; 1maginét1ve---to the point of thg obsessive; ratiom@lew-
to the point of sophistry; humourcus---to the point of the
grotesque and cruel. A pecple veering between the tragic afd
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the idyllic, with little in between. Even physically the
deseription is vel m: of middle height, colour pale-brown,
eyes luminocus, dark-hairéd, 8lim, compact. In charadter, to.o—-;-
resolute yoet &lso repressed: a gesture or slight movement of
the face denotes a sudden change of feeling (quite unlike the
Italian; this). The sense of being inferior gees heand in hand
with plans for greatmness: pride, Jealouss, love, hate, constancy
(also unlike the Italien) in both friendship and revenge,
generosity---all are strong; & touch of mysticism, darkened by
superstition; the final demmetion for him is dbetrayal, the two
finest virtues for him are coursge in & men end chastity in a
woman, All these showed in Angelo, as they showed in the history
of his island, He had no joy of living, yet he had no tendency
to indolence like the Arad; he was tidy and cleen without deing,
like the northern peoples, optimistic, He spoke gutterally end
drily, in a way sometimes reminiat_:ept of the Arab; and with &
sharpnesgs---in speech and cmcept-;-reminiscentf of the Greek.
There was & pagan triumphing in Angelo which was foreign to
any feelings of mine, Once vhen we were driving through raris
he Jjumped the traffic lights and a policemen stopped us,
Francine whispered angry little comments &8s we drew to & halt,
Then there was a long conversation between Angeld and the cop.
I heard my friend saying mildly end quietly that he'd got a
1ittle confused as he heppened to be driving *some English rr%/masv
through the city, showing them the sights, and in pointing some-
thing out, why---he Ajumped the lights. A beautifully contrived,
beautifully spoken Italian story., The cop was tall and grave,
and Alietaned sceptically at first, But & vhole culture was
plsying on him, end he soon melted. Perhaps he was used to dealing
with haughty pride. Anyway he left him go with a smile.
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Then followed the psgan triumphs Angslo shouted a thank;-
you and drove off fast, He didn't seem to feel any gratitude,
or realise that the other man had paid him & kind of homage.

He was only exultent, As if he'd won in cards, And it made

me realise more than any other tiny ovent how different our worlds
ware, how little we'd deen undﬂ'e%anding each other all these
years. That policemen @ould have been a piece of wood for all

he felt towards him. I realised what & deep moulding effect
Christianity hed hed in my Wworld, so deep that few psople redlised
that their actions had anything to do with Christienity at all,

And the northern world must have given him a thousend little
gratuitous triumphs of this kind every day. He was out of plece
in the 'goodness® of the Christian world. He wanted to see all
desires quite naked; the ¢vil and negative as well. Life had to
bé externally clear-cut for him. That half the desires jead dbeen
put away under a oiwic dscency confused him. It seemed to Rim
effort: a strained formelity he wanted to break all the time,

Or something sloppy: & watery kindness everyvhere, Life had
tc leave him alone,; ebove all. And all this goodness sesmed to
put him under a continuel anexplained moral obligation. What
4id these people want with their amiles and thank-yous? It
reminded me of the way Italians take gifts, with a8 wary, narrow
look, a&s if you want somothing out of them or are tfying to

cut a superior figure: gifts are still rather an affront in
Italy, despite foreign influence. : ‘

The Italien face is rarely 1it by a really unreserved and '
open smile, rerer still by laughter. There is en intimate
humour in daily life but none of the bright and optimistic
attitudes that mould the features of the northern face and giv‘e
it depth ané an encrusted individuality. History has of course
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made its .encmstations on the Italian face~--violence and
struggle, above all poverty. But these are communal lines,
not individusl. And they ere classical in origin. They also
tend to close the face, There is a sad and élegaic humQuUre-=
something ironic, also intimate; bdut pleasentry is missing,
that leaven of northern scciety. Fleasantry ccmes by individual
breeding and effort. Itilian faces lack light. They convey
no hope or plan of life, and therefore are the most natural faces
wo know. They aren't on any quest et all. People aren't self;
constructed as they &re in the north; they're alresdy made, so
to speak---and see their own contradictions from a puzzled and
helpless dist&n&e. After I'd been living in Italy some years
I could reaegnié’e a foreign tourist easily, after hardly a glence,
because of the questing I saw in them. The sight of them even
"began to thrill me, as I felt mere &nd more surrounded by the
‘other way of life. I asked myself what different quelity it
was I saw in them---how I recognised it, &part from clothes and
complexion. It was something in their way of walking, striding:
it was their whole rhythm of movement---it was quite different;
they were questing for something, all the time, without knowing
it. It was in the way they gazed st things, bent their necks
forward, in the way they smiled, the open way they had of agk ing
questions, Theoy were deliberate about everything, as if they
were fulfilling an unspoken plamn. They always seemed to be going
somewhere, But the Italian never did, oven when he actually was,
In that comparison you have all the difference between the
tvo worlds, of the north and south. In the north we dn't
naturally accept what lies all round us, we challenge it all the
time for a purpose or solution, while the Italian at the opposite
pole waite and looks on and sccepts, strolling through life
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however quick his pace., Angelot!'s pace was much quicker than
mine, He shot through the streets like a torpedoe. But the
root-difference between our worlds remained. He had learned a
bit of the questing ache, and I had learned some acceptance; --
but that root-difference behind us, at birth; remained, hardly
conscious to either of us.

The northern man sets out early on his quest, Already as
a ¢hild---alone with his conscience, and the king of his om
conscience---he has it before him. I knew the direction I would
be talking in life at the age of eleven and twelve, and I centt say
I've swerved much from it since, But in the south there doesn't
seem any need for .a direction, The .wcrld is juat there, made for
you, and you £1ill it, in your turn, like evergbody else., In a
way you have no responsibility over your life, In the south,
you know the warld won't forseke you, There is always going tb-
be fruit on the trees, and someone will give you & drop of wine,
Above 811, you aren't judged by your quest, as you are in the
north. Thore is the healing sunlight, above all the mothere—
she passes from generation to generation as the unfailing fount
of help which never wenes.

. Life can pass in a dream, in the south.. You wake up to your
gifts late, especially if they ere strong. You wake up to your
ovn will lete. Angelo only divined gradually what sort of life
he wanted., And each step was & terrible effort and pain, like
unsucking himself from & bog. He only really began to chenge
his life abom; half-way through it, with tjd decisions of the kind
I hed taken in the years of puberty. And he'd studled so meny
different things, asltered his course, his job---so many ¢imes,
First there had been the safe road pointed out b} his poarents,
which he accepted and followed (I think they wanted him to be
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a doctor, like his grandfather}, then there was the slow and
spasmodic awakening, year by yeer, until music looked like the
final choice; and he chenged that. |

One question dcminated his life---that of survival, If
he had any quest it was that---a quest for barse survival. There
always seemed & threat to steal his soul, quite apart from jbbs,
and he was always ¢linging to it fiercely, to keep hig identity.
My quest was always a particular one---to start of finish & dbook,
to go abroad, get enough meney to work freely on, that kind of
thing, But his waé e quest to sustein his dbare self-~ekoep him-
self this side of madness and despair, to stop & plunge into the
cuter darkness which always seemed to threaten. For months of
his 1ife my friend hes lain in derkness, spparently finished,
without & word to say for himself, the vietim of some helplessw
ness fron his father. - He used to complain about his father,
about how he spent most of hisg time ‘*erying and gnashing his
teoth', and was always worrying ebout his health, though he was
now past eighty eand had never had & sickness, But Francine
always said quietly, 'Youtre the same as your father; exactly
the same.' He described how his father ran to church every
morning, for the first Masgs: .the church was his fpagan god',
Angelo said; his father believed in God as other people did in
reputation.

For his father, too, life had never bheen quife realised:
his quest had never really begun. As for Angelo, the scene hed
to dbe laid so carefully for this quesi to begin that it never
came aﬁa&t: so many enemies to be fought off, so much sclitude
to be procured, so mich to be placated and app%sed in the ocutslde
world. All this befare he could begin to be himself. And
here the Absoclute came in. The world outside was an absolute



power that had fto be fought all the time, though the fighter
was weak, being flesh, end not ebsolute at all. You could only
get through by pitching cne ebsolute against another in Angelo's
world.

That was why there gould be no quest: 1if you turn the outer
world into an absolute you glorify its povWers, you humble yocur-
gelf to ifit--~-which makes the act of defiance necessary. You
build the world into such vastness that you are left without eny
povwer in yourself at all: you have to assert yourself deliberatee
1y, in order not to go under; you_ tell yourself you have to de
strong--~that you are indeed strong, and that the fight will de
long and bitter. Everything involves the long &nd self-destructive
fight. Nothing is soft. Nothing cames easily,, Nothing is
reletive, The world is all sbsolute round you; other people
are absolute-~~they are enenies or friends, cretini or wise,
great or small, This is where the fight far survival comes ine--
your intimate flame of life is always at stake in this struggle
with absolutes., And only when towerds the end of your lif€ewe
ifaet allw--you realise that the absolutes aren't there and that
you yourself aren‘'t absolute, and no act»gzmgffiance is necessary,

only then ars you free for the quest which/have begun in youth.

/ to P. 266 a.

i
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Angelo told me once how Verga had come to write his
first real books---the ones for which he is knom: late in
life, He had chanced to sec a leaflet describing an experiance
at sea, written in seamAn's language; Just & seaman telking
ebout the sea, fram himself. And that hed suddenly set Verga's
languege free. Suddenly there were no absolutes for him:
no muonuments, no *tliterature's. He found his own speech, after
years, In that sea-talk he found jJjust a relative creature
talking about the relative world, in e¢risp, spare terms, not &8s
if he were Gode¢ From that time Verga began to write properly,
like a man talking.

In oud world of the north all literaturs is that seaman
talking., The relative world weaves in and out of his narrative.
But in the provincial world, in Italy and Germany, the great
bettle with absolutes has to take place, The ocuter world is
sbsolute. A men's statements are absolute. One statement
clashes with another---there is none of the endless dialogue
of free and wondering volces &s in our world, There 1 none
of the leaven of the inviaible society.

Right at the bottom, those absolutes ere pagan. And in
Apgelo's warld they're classical pagan---still with their old
dignity and fire., They don't belong to the Christisn world,

/ to P. 257,
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vhich has takea one unifying @bsolute from the Jewish religion
and rendered it the only thopoughly spiritusl and invisible fact
of 8ll created life whatsosver. The greatness of the Jeuish re-
ligion was its knowledge that if there are absolutes there is only
one. There can only b2 one ebsolute, if there ere any at all,
simply dbecause everything is in relation in our world: sg,ta te
real, an adboolute must contein everything there is. For life
hasn't been creatod in different pieces: one piece isn't oxcluse
ive of another, the world is mixed end in continual enc¢ necessary
affinity.

if you see life 1in absoléés~«-Whieh ware o:iginally personified
in the seperate clasgicel gods---you see 1t in pileces: and € picce-
world belongs to piece-perception. This 1s really what southern
perception is. It is perceiving by moments, the succession of
one sensation by another without unifylog principle, with the mine
irum constructive theme, the minimum.character. Angelo could
change fentastically, from one moment to the next--«so mch that
you could hardly believe hc was the sgane person. Hoe would show
total cheos end collapse, followed a2 moment leter by the mest

ex traordinary or&er, strong ané cleer like e eo=t light.
n g

didwX’ maen
The *truth' a::::zz scathern vorld $e=*t an cbjective app-
Saw, wotéd.

raiaal of what the oye ssss, as =% in ourf, Eoch moment

hag ite/ztggiain the soukhern wofig:, tnd only in the rargst
cepeg-=-the rarest individuals---E there any unifying sense of
truth thet pervades all these moments. ‘ruth' in the Itelien
world, es in the Germen world---though much iess Obviously==-

is not at all soperate from the individuel; 1t 1sn't & unity of
facts end propositions, standing epart from us, 88 we tend to

conceive it. In the provinciel world such e soence of unity
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would be the fruit of individusl thinkingee«'philosophy’.

The morld of absolutes is really & hopeless world. Alsc
a slevesworld. This is why there were hordes of slaves in The
anclient ;;Eﬁahnnhordes thet could have defeated aermies if they'd
wanted to; but an adsolute outer world creates a slave-inhadite
ent. Even as a king this man is a alave. 211 the terridle
thenes of Greek tragedy are_really.me%éingleas to us, and a bit
irritating as well, becsuse they lcok like blind cad wilful slevery
to ebsolute feoelingsww-loyalties, family prohibitions, fatewe
vhich could de cleared up in & minute with a bit of censidle tolk,
in cur world, There is terrific nobility---great stirring move-
ments like the wind---people like rocks, water, fire--~the golden
dust of zods. But it's all false, in the ends It 8ll collepses
in the and, not as a c¢ivilisation collapses, with the movement ané
progress of time, but with imner collapse into & new form; not as
downfall of pover but as development; & new flower Is put out,
a new soil begins Yo work invisibly. And so the ancient world
grew into the Christian world. The Christian world isn't the
growth of & now civilisation, dbut the development of the ancient
world. ‘Tho Jouish world entered its voice at the cracial morent,
and the contaet went right shrough the crumbling Romsn enpire like
8 shudder. There began tho use of fate, 85 to spaak, in a cons-
cious and clear recognition of the way it vorked.-~-not the dork
slave-acceptance of it as something to be propitiated and wooed
ond dribed. The bribing of fate ves wrong---this wag what tloses
laid down. It wBs no good trying to telk to the sky as 1L Shere
were humsn beings up there---absolute ones. The absolute must
be absolute---completely invisidle, completely .spiritusl, com-
pletely inward, yet perveding everything there is. Thls was

Moses's foundation-stone to our religionee=cur lifo---our civil-



isatione~-our perception--~cur charectere--our knowledgs. 1In
getting hold of one unifying principle in creation he provided
us with thoe one unifying principle of character in ourselves, in
thought, in sensation. He freed us from asbsolute fate by making
us part of it---the absolute st also heve a voice inside us,
eines me usre created, That wos the beginning of the quest in
1ife vhich we have inherited es a natural thing.

Angelo®'s attitude to women channed a lot in the years ve
knew him., I shall always remomber how silent I was when he askod
me that question in Romo, in the first days, about how I thought
1ife wounld be with a 'really beecutiful woman'.e I hositated,
nithout knouing vhy I did so at the time, It Just ccemed a
false question. But I never forgot it---or the neture of ay
own silence., I think I jJjust mmrrmured something about beauty
boing & *moment'. Or perhaps I only thought that afterwards.
Thet I came to know later through lelll was thet deauty wes
alvays shared, it was between two people, never & picture of eny
kind; 4% was alvays a moment dotueen two poople, like & common
breath betvween them; it engulfed them both, and in this vay it
was beyond them both, but it wasn't static, it was somsthing that
moved, like o sudden impulse.

But I oonld see his lovely wonon &c he spoke-mit' wvas Iin
the way his eyoo narromed and he ceught his breath: she was ¢all,
distant, negnificent, spegechlessee=impossible, Lhe wes IMposSge .
ible. And adbsclute. I naturally recoiled from that, as I cen
reoognise now., I recoilod from vwhat was to sw/\w;z‘orld inhunonity.
It was conplotely bereft of humanity, his desire.
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That was how he Joojted at women, too. They seemed. jointed
objects when he looked at them---breasts, legs, behinds. He
d1dn't meke them scem mechanicsal os the puriten does nith his
masturbating appetite; bdut they vere just dereft of humanity
under his gaze, though their heat remeined; they became dark
and overpovering zones of temptation. That soemed to be the
strongest thing. Sometimes he would stere at their breasts with
a hard, contemptuous, self-protective sheer, end say to me softly
as they panssed, ‘Look at that one---just lock at that arsel’
Thers wasn't the puritan oruelty or ill-health, But there wasn't
real enjoyment. 2And this slso is Itolion. Tho voman is a sort
of reservoir of temptations that suck saway your powers, And
there is something definitely sinful in & woman's desire., In
ettriduting sex to them you are rendering thenm cheap: the clean
voman tokes & grudging and economical attitude towards sex; she
makes it s struggle, o trial of strength. This 15 Italion SoXew=
& bitter rivelry between the two types of humnanity, who have no
love for each other.

The women is mother in the Italion world: che ie family-
tedium, childheood-desire, murss. &he isn't really in your
world, if you're & mon. Men talk, play cards, ontertain hopes,
visions. Women don't, Thoy say in the northern civilisation
that behind every great enterprise thers is a voman. Bug this
isn't true in the aocuthern world except in the most dasic way
conceiveble: the vomen look after the asctual vegetable growth
0f life--=the tissues, secretions; evacuations, dirths, the
food and all the intimate desires, The destres are her field,
exclusively, Thoy are hor stage and dominton. The viomen naine
tain the immer fiow of life, and the men are helpless spectators
of this,
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Angelo often used to soy to us as & jJeke, rubbing his
hanés togother in an efggerated vay, 'Ah, vhat weuldn"tjgive
for a really dirty vemen nowi' That was southern, too. The
image was a plump, glum, unenchenting woman who coupled herself
on to the prick without delicecy or cven enjoyment, only & defiarit
eontenpt of all desire: a women vho braved the element of sin,
but was dirty for that reason. In my vworld the lust-image wag
difforent---1it was more the mature, hord-limbed, capadle wonon
vhose grip was strong. Not the yielding, plunp woman of the
south. Kot really the mother, or the mother turned dirty.
The mother soorches routhern desire. As in the Araed vorld,
the concepts benutiful-and-fat are often run together, as the
real voman-attraction. It is the engulfing, dark, vegetttive
eppetite, not the friend of thought, not real thrill., The
thrill of the northern world is missing---the tirill of sex
as a journey, taking you nearer and nearer the nameless goal:
another quest. In the southern vorld it dravs you down, it
robs you of identity, it weakems; 4t sutks you dack into the
family where you have no future, no place in the outer lifo,
no direstion---you're just there, aecepting, taking your pleasures
as they come. J4nd so you got tho educated Itelien who looks
for thin wemen, or turns hie womg thin vhen he gets them.
Szme-tzmes he will try to ﬁmtor'g\mtc something *delicototees
ste girl vho fsn't quite netural: being netural is the pitfalleew
there lies the age-o0ld plumpness, into vwhich she might fall dack
if you let her; 8o there have to bo little artifical touohes,
1ittle *fine' touches--try this hat, try this way of making
love, try staying up all night to got interesting creacss under
tho oyes, smoke cheroots, peint your nipples dlue. This 1s
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mvariably the appeal of t%e Loraign wam:x---the slim vwomen,
the boy-girl. <She is as =of away as possible from that other
lusty imeze of plump and fruitful end heavily naturel wvulgarity.

Nals em
There is the aame; worn ageine~-yulgarity. It haunts the brain

ané gnavs pleasingly at the s6x. And so g attraoti‘m Wam';x )g?ts
that vengeful look of narrowed, half-frightened, deronpive ’

refusal in her eyes, challenging the mont's whole position. She
ien't a fricnd, In the northern world shegis always a poscible

friend. But in the scuth sex isn's a homage---it implies no

\

respect, .

At first, Angelo always looked lMelli up end down with &
¢losed, fiersce, dearkly brooding attention, poring over her.
In his ovn world che vouldn't have been there--~cxeept as femily,
end therefore boring. ithen we ware a8t the beach szgether,;,
which was very rere, he always locked at her legs with a kind
of horrore-struck astonishment, more then desire, making Francine
and me laugh. He nearly alwéys. eddressed her and not me vhen
we wore together-~-in the Itelien style, The presence of a
woman puts & new flavour on l1ife at once-=-har function is never
forgotten by the man. This ettention, vhile preserving her in
her natural identity, vhich is healthy, olso successfully separs
ates her once end for &1l from the man s Wworld, vhich isn'ty
The man's vorld is therefore 4ry: there is little enchentment
or thrill for ths sinple reason that women are missing, hovever
much they moy physically be there. And the womon are used to
this, through the centuries: t¢the recult is thet they are withe
out enchantment on the whole, nevey having beon osked to proﬁ&a
it. They provide flirtation, the old sex-struggle, Jjenlousymw
bat nothing thot departs from venity, and therefors no real thrill,
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no lassting fascination.

The southern world is neither a man’s éorld nor @ wom;x's
world, but 13 in a tenuous state of siege. The whole sex-proceoss
is seriously maimed, perhaps as much as in puritanism, dbut in |
8 quite different way, and without anything unhealthy. The
sexual ejeculétion is still thei'e intact; the inhibitions rowely
touch on the vital organs, &s in pariteniom. ﬁut the whole thrill
of sex through inc@M'tim §xith the other faculties of .iife.
mcludg;ng the ;'eugima onegs--=-the cones of mystory---is missing,
end the?e isn't the painful and tortured éoeira that you get in
puritanism to win back the old forgotton natural mode of lifc.

In the txtha‘in world nature tends to be the enemy of men, ‘the
enemy ot actieﬁ; while in the north it hés to be called ’o;&ok
811 the ¢ime. Therefore in the ond the greater loss 19 in the |
souhhern consciousne%s. But it keepsa our vorld going dby ﬁhe
shere natural and wholesome function of 1ts orgens; it is a
kind of living guarantee of humen sanity for us.

Christendom led‘ split right apart without this dunlity,

i think., One doy it may be Joined tag;ather into one ¢civilisation.
But & long road has to be travelled yet. The Chriotisn has
hardly teken nmore th;an a £irst hesitanﬁ stop-~=in two thousand
yoars-<=tovards the reslisation of the) living principles of his
religion. -

Angelo lost his o©ld obsessive attitudes towards womon while
he wes in Paris, but he Gidn't get the northern thrill of sex
in exchaenge. All he di4 was los;a the old haunting deoire ana.
certainly the hysteria attached to it. omen became friends.

It was the women in France vho chonged him mest. At first he
was captivated and delighted, He dav with his extfaox'dm&ry

.



- 264 »

clear insight the respéct they showed themselves. They res~
pected themselves as ltalian 'women didn*t, apperently. They
respected their own desires. They even---morvellous though it
| wase-=rospected their desires for men. snd with that the haunte
ing sexual desire seemed to fade slowly in ngclo. Once, in the
last weeks, Melli askefd Francine if ’he ever flirted these deys,
if he ever wen® with enother womsn, ond she said, ‘llagari...t,
that sad Italian word which can do for almost any unroalisable
hope: 4if only he did! But no. It all sesmed dried in him.
He was in %too terrible & c¢ondition., You have to have hope for
desires. fnd his life seemed all but cruched.

Really I think he was being crushed by the northern world.
He couldn’t see what the enem?y was---he had his own enemies,
but they put him out of focus with the world he was living in
now. The same had happenod to me Italy. I hed all bn;t lost
myself. I used to get into a kind of wildy roging storp, through
the lack of eny .1n§;1mate connection with the world round me.
In g&e foreign world you aren't understood in your most intimdte
gestures any more: you aren't of the family, and above all your
indignation isn't of the family; 1t is seen as caricaturs,
aelmost, o mechanical and meaningless operation. And this secmed
t0 be happening %to Angolo: he was getting separoted nore and
more, he vas elone in & way that wes making real solitude imw-
possible; every gesture singled him out as ceparate, Like me
he was fighting the enemies of his c¢hildhood, in his owm proper
struggle, but he wasn't getting back the little consolations end
even congratulations of his own country. Instead, nothing was
understood in him, <The French didn't understoand him., He was
admired and liked and even loved. But he always sald, 'They



don't understand.' He complained sbout the men-l--how he hed no
friends. The blood his own world r:onm‘have given hinm was miGs-
ing. To fight your own em_xntry you have to be getting its blood
in your veins as well, Fighting your own country 1is self-develope-
ment, But if you remove the physical enemy you t.‘ight» 2 ghostewm
memoyries, This i8 the danger of living abroad, It requires &
long prepafation-»a terrific balance, dbefore you're raedy‘:t:'or it.
uhat is properly intarior to life !;as to be realiy interxc;r t6
you, what is oxterior nust de really outside you: you have to
have taken the measuré of your -ﬁorld, you have to hsve paslseaw
through the trisl dy fire and mtax;. In oy case this took place
in Rome; In Angelo's case, Faris, J

But all the time I'm writing this I know it is only tentative
truth. I know I muet dbe blind to the depth and mystery of ange]_‘.o"a
struggle as he is blind to mine. We c¢an only wash against esch
othér ;ike the see, And vwe seem to Join the same wave, tp act-
uelly ‘bé the same wave, but then we separate again, And every
search we meke is our own cearch, we can nevar go dbeyond our own
enemies, the truth is 8 state and not an experience--~the truth is
& glimpse vwe can get in a thonsand different ways, it has ? thouse
and different faces: it has ss many faces as the sea, as the light
thet goes from dswn t6 dusk and nevers knows falschood. In @
way, it doesn't metter whét your truth is., Whon I look for Angclo,
when :I think I find him in mysolf, it gives me the sgttsfaction
of a truth, like & light that shines for & noment.

In the oend it secms we have to turn awa§ from each other to
face our .om enemies, It was Angelo vho made the :consc‘io‘ns and
clear and seclfe-secrificing act of turning avay. I neyér would
have, through thick or thin: I would have clung to .‘;.t.:, I
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would never have allowed myself to reflect about it. But

Angelo 18 safe in reflection--«the guiet voice comes, the eye
sees, and then there is action. My world vwould have had to see
the action first. Only after Angelo begon to turn away 4id I
seo what stark differences thers vere between our vorlds. Before
then theréhéégfﬁuet him snd me, not two worlds at all.

Vle drevw terrific sustenance from each other. Our world with

each other was complete, affer nearly ten years: that wes the
moment vhen real northern friendship could have degin, and for
Angelo it was the momen? to end. In his world the invisible
remains the utterly invisible---there is no acknowledgement of
1t except in the silence end solitude of the single creaturs.
So vhen we were about to grays the invisible, in our lives, it
had to end. In his world the invisible is never brought into
1;fe-~1t doesn't change life: only the single creature moves
closer and closer $o its silent obligations,

Yét his development and my development went on side by side,
I could tell from the way he described the grodual ebbing of his
desire to persuade other people, the g§§w1ng richness.of his
being alone, the slow dewning of the grond outer world as a
speetécle beyond him: all this was the same. But then there was
the further development, the last one of all in which we would
separate and render each other invisidle. For aim.thé absolute
waited. He had told me with an extracrdinary excitement, taking
me aside, gripping my arm, that he was starting on comething he'd
elweys 4receamed about in a fearful way, elways halfe-afraid, dbut
he'd ycarned for the chance-~«the power---the happiness to try.
Could I guess what 1t was? I stood there gaping at him, so
token by his excitement---hic gleaming eyes-~-that I thought he
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was going to say he'd turned homosexual or scmething. o,

he'd begun to write poetry. And re started to talk -about it.

He vas unwilling to talke--=I was, too. But he said the questions
had to be gone through. He vwanted to esk me lots of questions.
He wes half-afreid of 1t, too. He was afraid ofﬂm%as someone
who had written for a long time novle-~-in whom it was a&n activity
as natural as breathing, end hod been since early childhood.

ind he was embarking on something that had cost him years of
preparation and tremer. He couldn't bear to be watched, either,
in this process. That absolute was beckoﬁ%ing him all the tine,
He wanted to be speechless, But he couldn't help ftealking.

Hle wanted to know in what sart of mood I wrote & booke. I talked
cbout the rhythm--«the flame that rose and might rise every day
for a long time, for & week or tvo or three, and then might sudde
enly die, and you would have to wait, yon would have %o be patient,
you vould have to cearch hard, waiting for the flams to light
again, because it wouldn't light without great effort, the effort
nust always be there, the wait must be aotivé and seeking, before
the darkness would 1ift snd the body would be taken as it vwere
down from the cross, before the creaturs would rise again and the
eerth begin its right movement again, 2nd tho blood flow. 4And
he said later---in Farige--to my surprise, just as if it was a
reason why we couldn't de friends, *ah, that wouldn't be for MEwe=
I couldn't do thatl*

I never really understood this. Perhaps he meant he couldn't
allovw himself to collepse. Perhaps he seant he ﬁadn't the faith
to sustain himself in darkness., Perhéps he meant he could only
go to his work in moments of flame, and then leave~-~his work
must be occasional poetry, pot more, /nd I remember he said at

the same time, after & viodent queorrel we had hed due to some=
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thirg I can't even remember now, *You see, I went to read your
books, I want to resd English, but I can't, I never shell, I
know now that English isn't for me...' It was like oan elegy on
our friendship---it hed the note of saying good bye; he scemed
tc bdbe watching somsbody close $o him disappear, but with utter
consciousness,

Or perheps the whole pace of our northern world was too
much for him--«wespecislly the pace of love and friendship.
Perhaps that wasn't what his vorld hed ever prepered him for.

It had prepared him for the bitter lonely struggle egoinst o
noosive ohbstructive world that fought with knives ond little acts
of contempts Poerhaps hgjga% to do something to black hinself in
my eyes., Thoy say this is vhat & 5icilien will de scnetines,

To mako himself oasy.

Before, I used to cooperate with this absolute of his,
without knowing it. I used to write him letters that never went
too deep-into my intimate life; they were Intimate iet?’;ers, but
general, not in detsil~-~thoy wera about the absolute world we had
ereated between us, I wrote to hin sbout cmkrr%ndship, aboud
the solace he and Francine were to us. And about the countryside,
Sometimes sbout people. But after he and Fran'c ine carne to Inge
lend and joined in our life for a week, joined in our strugagle,
when they saw 1t was life-énd«aeath like their own, whonw=—~alftor
that-~-I wtoie him desperate letters, even when I vasn't feeling
desperate, &5 in shere celebration of the new partnership ve
had found, everything went wrong. 4And I felt it even vﬁ i
urote the letters., I talked about the 1ittle life~blows that
had started to rain in on Melll ond me. And even vhile I was
writing I felt a flush of béwblderment cr?ep up ny neck and

suffuse my cheeks, a flush of sheme ag well, That surprised
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me becsuse it vasn't my shomes It was the sheme that poured
from our relationship, from the wa;{rfﬁ;o would read my letters I
felt as if I was laying myself bare: +¢thot vas what I meant to
doe-~=that was friendship, ond I"d’always. done 1t as &n act of
homege to him and Francine; but now I felt this recoil on his
slde-~«and it must alweys have been there, only hidden to me,

Ho secmed to feel now that I was offering him no longer my strong
and rubicund nature, as he called it, dbut the slave, the wailing
viciim of life., That vas hov he seemod to read mo and hear ms;
and alvays as if I vore putting him under an obligation, to do
scmothing about it. For myself, I was just fighting and telling
hin whet my fight was about., I had no more thought of losing,
or complaining, or being a slave, than of flying in the air,

it was Jjust the fight that had been going on for yeorse---the
usuel, commonplece but exciting and desperate struggle, to get
yourcelf heard, A 8illy struggle in the ond, but then death
makes averything silly. ﬁ;ﬁ it wasn't sufficiently the absolute
for him., He really began to believe that I was taking the rclative
outer world in earmest. THo thought I was really and intinmately
diamayed at the outer world: thet I respected it. And he kept
seying to me, vhen vie met in France & feu veeks later, YYou know,
your work has $0 tait--«sll recl viork has to---until after we'ro
ﬂea’d.@ And I do believe he thought, for the moment, that this ide~
vas nev $o me, Yet ve'd talked sbout such things for years,

it wes like the gﬁ?psa of & dialogue which had been going on
for eight years. , Thers clways had deen & basic misunderstanding
between us, But rz;n it was all that remained, Our two worlds
stood feeins each other, stark. And ve were povwerlcess.

There had been little signs, now and then, that our worlds
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weren*t really meeting, even when there was nothing obviously
urong. Once Melli arrived innFaris a day or so before me and
Angelo said $o her, sitting in the dim, still drawing-room thet
overlooked the courtyard, 'How is he? 1Is he in a good statcewe
OT.++?' He Baused, *...funny?* And he seemed to expect her to
know what hé meent. But she looked at him questioningly, and he
brushed the matter quickly aside, seeming %o essume that she only
wanted to be tactful, <She was as baffled as I was when she told
me later,

I think he missed the safo innexr order of my world, the
harmeny that lies eight underneath and therefore makes any sally
eway from it an adventure: thers are no dengers of bursting the
seams., My long dramatic descriptions seoemed to tire him os
much as stir hin, They were journeys from safetyj not desporate
flights to achieve safety, as he perhaps thought.

One thing I thought afterwards: +that he left us either

to become great or becoms small.
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The northern wWorld had nearly crushed Melli, too. Vhen
we met I knew she was convalescent from an illness, but not that
she'd been in such danger. It was & mercy I &ldn't know, in
8 way-~-because ve would have held back from life in those first
nonths, we wouldn't have talked till late at night or walked at
dawn, or done an‘y‘imf the things that I think helped her.

I was also ignorant in & deeper way—--about health as & wheie.
And I leerned this from Melli, <She elready had 1t in hore-eths
power of health. She had the enofmo*uﬁ natural-born silence that
this requires, 1I'd had an inkling of it before-~-~but it was all
twisted and girdered-about with the prevailing concepis of health.
I had folt these were wrongs I1I'd always felt strangely at odds
with medicine-~-vhenever I*d hed to see a foctors There was some
contradiction here: I felt @ loss of power end self-reliance and
initiative vhich I thought was wrong, whenever I faced & doctor.
But I didn*t know why 1% was wrong. I tried to srgue that he;
the doctor, was wrong. But it was a difficult road. And, slowly,
Melli taught me why. First she had the inner rhHthm and silence
of health, and secondly she was learning herself, as the ;{est doctors
do, through their owm bodies,

Even as?child her:_s was a rhythm, a deep, mn?\er rhythm,
which just doesn't do for this epoch. And as fast as the doctors
looked for a cause they gave up. 1t was med $o suppose that the
usual dootor of today could éver have found an answer, -

when she was & small child her family was chased out of Gorme-
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any by nazism and settled for aJtime in Vienna, A day before the
nazi troops arrived there they were tipped off by a friend and got
away in the nick of time, From there they went to Sweden, Where
they stayed two years and her father was arrested for deing involved
with the British secret service sgainst the nazie and vas imprisoned
for two mgiths, They decided to get out of that country too, |
before it got hot, end travelled acfoss Russia to Japan, arriving

in Moscow the day the nazis signed their pact with Stalin: downe
stairs in the hotel S8 officers were celebrating loudly, and they
eoulq hear the Germa;7¥§§;ugh the floor., But they got to»gapan

and after a Jjast-minute fight to got visas crossed the Pacific in

& Japanese liner, 6nd then settled in the United States. It was
there that elli grew up emd had all her first most conscious
years, . she had & marvellous childhood there, E&E At the ege of
puberty, when she was ebout fourteen, she developed -what the

doctors called. hypertension---her blood pressure was found to be
mueh higher then normal, ar@e; she was examined for continual
head-aches, Bgﬁtaretknow that blooduyressuréjéomsﬁ-fmam.an Un-
balanced nervous system, when it is too high, and cne Wway of lower
ing dlood pressure is to cut the;sympathetie nerves, simply to
remove some of thenm from use, so that they can't plsy their role

too héavily any more. This is effective for a time, for five or
8ix years=~-~though this limit wasn't known then: 1tAwas.thoughz
permenent. It is a devastating operation, dangerous and a terrific
shock to the whole system, especially a ¢hild's system. It obtains
e kind of reprieve from the high dlood pressure dut of course
offerqg no solution. The surgeon remerked sfter he'd done it

that it had heen & terrible experience operating on ; porfectly
sturdy body which sppeared to have nothing wrong witp it. But she
went through her university years ithout head-aches end free



- 273 =

of pressure, The heart was thqs freed from an enormous burden
in the cruciel years of developments (v ok least thal wes e 5153y,
Hypertension doesn't mean a tense percon. It doesn't even
meen e nervous person. People with strong tendencies to hyper-
tension are often calm, extraordinarily end distinetlg reposeful.,
And Melli has aslways been thisw--as a child she ﬁag placid and
contented, and herdly ever eried. And no obvious self-suppress-
ion was involved here., You .don't feel with her that thejcahm
comes from suppressing hot feelings. There 1s difficulty in
expression, dbut this isn't the same: +the rhythm is simply one
that doesn't ask for expression. It is like a clear underground
pool that goes in a perfectly natural current which will always
be found to be the seme, however slow. And Melli always strTuck
me from the first moment we met with the coolness and soundness
and clear penentration of her mind, . This is calm &1l the way
through. You will get somelﬁoctars arguing about inhibitions,
when they come to high blood pressure. But this calm goes right
behind the .formation of inhibitions or anything else eireumst&nt—
ial, It is a natural rhythme--natural like & strsam-~ah&aﬁ is
intimgtely challenged by ourvepoqh‘ by its whole paxaphernalia of

false effects{fgﬁts vhole pack of fabrications, vhich ¢an be dblown

Buddhoe
dovn 4in e mnment it you try long and hard enough, as a EEEEE tan

shed the worid. And here lies the struggle for heelth, It was
this that.I begen to understand through HMelli.
T@aé can only be done by the self. It has to be .e complete

and thovough act of self. It needs an examina#ion‘into the whole

of life, in which nothing is spared. But not in the manner of

y
pschology, which is designed for heppiness in the present status
f_q_.\m M uh-weue

the destruction of

Quo: on the contrary,
the status quo, in gélf.
A
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And Melli only arrived at this completion of vhat was
already her inner knowledge by accident, vhen she was iﬁfGErmany
on a visit after the war, The other side of -ocur c¢ivilisation---
the wigorous provinecial culture vwhere you See huge thriving
farms and peopl%ig;rking the lend with their own.handqau-came to:
her rescue. -

I delisve the other world, the Anglo-saxon world, never could
have helped her, She never would have got a sense of plain and
whole health &s 8 medicel reality: .her ovn efforts would heve
been left{ aside; she would never have,lear;ed responsibility for
her omn body, because sShe would.never in the Anglo~Saxon world
have learned what the body was. It is no use being told that it
is a respiratory system.or lymph or kidneys; a subtle machine,
You have to know it belonge to you, end in what way this is so.

The medicine of the Anglo-Saxon world was mostly drugs and
surgerys, Outside of thet you JuQ; grinned and bore whateVer you
had, There was no approach %o health, apparently not much colleot-
ive idea of what health was---unless it was getting 1ll and deing
cured egein, Of course there were the vegetarians and homeopaths
and nudists and dieticians: but they seemed to accept the same
views of the body as the cther doctors, only to cut out the drugs
and surgery until strictly necessary. Their methods were rarely
exact; as those of the ordinary doctor secemed %o be: &o it ves
easy to call them cranks and ¢harlatans, Nor was this different
in Gerpany, or in Itsly for that metter: DdDut a sense of nature
hadremainéa;an§§;a;Er&,*natnre' was still not & erank word as
it hed become 1n~our %urlﬁ. By aec;deht Hells found in Germany
a new possibility for her body which suited her es nothing else
hed -dons, and which incidentally saved her life. 4

TThen I put this to,a specidlist in London---that Melli hed
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been saved not by drugs but a tqtal approach to her healthe--he

only said, 'But it's old~falhioned1' 'This was some yaag:é after
her treatment in Bavaria, The acfual measurement of .the pressure
hadn*t changed much, the London men said.,. Her health hed improved
miraculously, sgainst even the predictions of her doctor in Bdvaria,
but the London men wanted her to take a drug ¢hat would get theé
clock-reading down to what most people had. He saw the thing from
the point of view of the heart. And there was a lot in his srgume
ent. But that was the case with every doctor yocu talked to.

They always hed a different part of the body they vere interested
in, and they saw all the functions from thet point of view., It
seemed thet no orne had sat down and thought out for himeelf wvhat
health meant, an@ what the strange &nd marvellous dslance maintained
by the bdody consisted of, The only man who seemed to have done
that was the mzn in Germeny. And we found ourselves going dback e
his advice again end asgain, sometimes by accident, sometimes by &
curious instinet of sclf-preservation.. These other doctors Aidn't
make us feel safe. They didn't even look sofe in .themselves.

And he did.

| The London specialist scared me, for which I wes very thankful
later, because he was the first to woeke.me up to the seriousness

of Melli's disorder, The stmosphere in his room was frightening.
And st that time g%?was what I expected whe;ri went intorégz
ﬁoctor:s room, It was all heeby-jeeby.land for me. And, ”e
though a kindly and considerate man, he didn't seem to mind gidimp
#& this impression. In.fect, he was out to frighten me. He
fixed me with his eyes and.told me straight off that if’I»di@n’t

do something quiek #11li could lose her mind, go blind of géggéa

At that time I Aidn't realise that when he took .her pressuree—e
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perfunctorily-~~it must have soored &s it always did4 in the
preserce of a strange doctor. Pressure is notoriously dependent
on present state of mind: really it is a flexible pressure of
supplys to cope with the body's needs as,they arise; and since no
one has hed his pressure measured in all his states, sitting and
standing, arguing end working and getting angry, there isn't much
evidence about how it varies; bdut it cbviously does vary a lot,
The important thing is the hergin within vwhich it varles, And
the London men was &larmed by this.. He was mostly right. .The
£irst part of ®elli's treatment had been taken, but there was still
a long way %to go, &énd wechadn't started it yet, despite the advice

wWho wenlid wo
of the Germsn mﬂnfﬁto go back to him et least once a year and siay
Lmie o o Viue.
in his =5o¥ gt leastb three weekgﬂ e didn't toke any notice of

and
this because Melli was eating well and sleeping well,/edbove all

becauss £ had no more idea of what all these charts and tables and
figures meant then flying in the air, I knew Melll hed been ill
and that now she was well., That was .what the prevailing medicine
tatght me to think: & person vho was fll lay down, and & person
who wasn't.stood up. That was about as much concept of health

as most peopie had.

As a result of that doctcr frightening me I went deeper
and deeper into the subject. Until then her medical treastment
had been strictly her provinee., ' The doctor's world was.her
world, and at first I felt as if I vas interfering., A doctor
would come to take & sample of her blood and measure her pressure,

and I would hang sbout cutside the room; *the atmosphere was
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always like that of & hospital.

I begen to realise how astonishingly ignorant of {he body I
was, If anybody had told me that my liver was down near my boots
I shouldn't have been too surprised, I .didn't know if the kidneys
were in the back or front, snd 1 thought the stomach was below the
intestines, The people who hsd ever tried to gét me interested
in what they called the 'body' had always come to me with charts
and hideous diagrams end lurid ¢olour-photographs. of scres and
wounds-u—ih other words, with the sick body. That was Bupposed
to be éhe basis of medicine--~the sick body. .0Or the corpse.

And naturally I was disgusted and turned away. . -

?he body had no conneotion with me-<~~that much wes clear,

It was like living with a hood over my head, I doudbt vhether
anybody outside the Anglo—@agon.world could grow up quite like
that,. 1Italiens invariebly have a natural sense of the dody.

The Germans heave their vigorous end inborn sense of nature. it
is something the provincial eivilisation leaves intact, But

in our world you can grow up eating concepts, so to speak.
Nothing is quite real, You don't look behind things. The city
is en immense dream---it is all done for you, an unbelieveble
conjuiing trick that has no more humanity then a fectory-wall

1lit bf flares at night. In Italg'and.&ermany you will never
find cities like those in France or England or America., They
eon never develop in that direction, either, given all the induste
rialisation in the world. The e¢itiés keep 2 definite hunman
compasé in the provineial world. You see 1t in their roads,

the shape of their baildings, vhether they're ugly. .or not.

The single humen c¢reature has kept his e¢laim on 1life, in his own

senses, Whereas in our world he has only kept his claim on

Ly
life &% rights and concepts,
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In Italy, too, Melli woul@ have recovered., Nearly every
‘Italian peasant knows the c¢laseical treatment for high blood-
pressure---which only one doctor in New York advised, andfﬁha over=
raled by the rest. In the prowinc%gl.civilisation the idea of
the body as somsthing 8live---85 continually active end changing---
has survivqa, while in our world it is largely conceived as & |
static and helpless entity that falls unpredictsbly ill and has to
be given firts-aid. In our world medicine is & repair-service,
not & concept of health at all, |

All I could do vas to esk the London man questiond. 4nd his
an swers seemed satisfactory. But all the time I felt there was
something wrong. For he waes the kind of man we both would :§§;44
Eﬂ%x;rong about lite from top to bottom. Sclence seemed to mean
the reorganisation of life for him: its material-~~the body, nature,
oallzit vhat you like-~~was & kind of unruly and ignorant mass that
had to be shown the way, It wes shown the way with instruments,
drugs, injections. " Thereas our lives were based on t?e a;solute
opposite~--~that the body, or nature, isn't unruly at ail,‘and that
it can show us thef way if we allow it to, On that Pas;{;, after
all, Melli's life hed been saved. So she tglt.she knew, for her-
self . ‘ |

And she kept on sgyiné, *No, no, I can't face it. I can't
teke that drug.® It was ell she could tell me, while I wevered
to and fro in my search, between thg London men and the men in
Bavarie (whom I hadn't yet met, incidentally). The drug was
éimple to take, the London dootor seid. It involved 11ttle‘
side«effects which &ou had t9 get used to, such as faintigg in
the first stages, watering at the eyes, congestion of the nose to
some extent, and a tendency to constipatidn, This sounded very

strange., The reading on the clock would be all right, her charts
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would be straight, but she would walk round like scmebody with
a permanent cold in the head, going off into & falnt sometimes,
and so forth, What sort of health could that be? ~ What sort
of symptoms were those? If you went to enother doctor with
those, presumably he'd start treating you eccording to his spectal
subject, in a never-ending proceés. Normelly those symptoms
would indicate & discrder: would it de %?Ss of a disorder simply
because it had been put there deliberately by & doctor? ‘
Yet at present she was feeling completely healthy and lively.

What sort of medicine was it that took these things away? For
deys we mulled it over between us, aﬁd for nights on end I tried
to think it out, alone. It seemed so strange for & ‘curet,
Yet there wasn't & doctor we knew in London who didn't advocate
it or something like it. '

- Alsc che would have to go to hospitel, to £ind out what
dose she could take safely; she could faint in bed---it was
better than fainting on the feet. ALl the tests would be carried
out, If he found something wrang with & kidney he could cut it
out. 'We can slways cut it out!® he said, fixing me With his
eyes., e said he egreed mith the cperation she had had as a
child, only he would heve gono 'much, much deeper’ with the
surgicel knife, It was rdtﬁer’a horrifying picture.

Mmd I diéﬁ't wonder that Melli was frighténed., The thought

of it alone was énough to put her pressure up. For me, that
was what-ms&icine'wés and always had been, ‘That was what doctors
were, Their consulting rooms scared the daylights out of you,
and made you feel helpless and ignorant. But Melli knew the
other kind of medicine, She knew it wasn't old-fashioned, as
the London man apparently thought, because it didn't belong to

fashion at all, either old or new fashion, and that was its
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strength. ©Nor was it slipshod: in fact, the examination it
offered scemed to be much more thorough than that proposeé“bﬁ ;
the London men. It consulted every aspect of the body, it
treated every stage in the process converting food eand air into
living colls, it watched the'development of the po&y in 811 its
eycles,. It called itself 'bioclogical' medicine. VWhereas, at
best, the London man's medicine was based on the vague doctrine
that food---any food, more or less---was converted by the body
into *energy'. If you scrape almost any doctor's mind nowadays
you will find thet this is what his approach rests cn finelly,
and perhaps unconsciocusly. ' It is the ninetesnth-century concept
of the body as a machine; vwhich drove out all the previous medicine
without proving 1%z workhlessness,

In fact, tte London man asked me one day what I wanted in
Melll---3 *broken-down Ford' or a ‘'smooth Cadillac'. I Just
mumbled something, completely eonfused. It didn't ocour to me
to say that she wasn't a car, and I wouldn't want to live with one
anywey . But thers was the concept---a dead, silent machine which
xgg,:::izgd up, and which you fed with fuel every day. This made
us ﬁasﬁers’of'the boldy-——we wareithe drivers, But~ggg;g we drive
the becdy? He seemod to want to. That scemed to be his idea
of science, o '

¥elll coul& at leest be sure of one thing, from her treatment
at the ¢linie in Bavaria---nct Z;ég that the clock-reading was
be‘tter)bnt that the %zhole of her body was .going &s it should.

But with this drug she never could have dbeen sure., And those
symptoms would heve indicated the opposite.  She would heve had
to close her mind to the future---as to whore these new sygptoms
were leading her. But in health you have to see ahgad, for the
simple reason that the body is a total orgen, one that doesn't
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suffer an un-balence in one plece without. everything else being
affected in time. For this reason the 'biolcgicsl' medicine
sometimes called itself 'totel® medicine, It treated & symptome—-
or an organ---8s part of a vhole process, and the whole process
had to be examined. It was better to see that all the orgams

414 their work properly, and thus slowly eliminate the cause of-=-
the physical need for-aathe kigh pressurs., If the body had to
take the strain of high pressure, at least it muct have'the
maxinum health, |

There was enocther thing--~that no doctor could say what the
high pressure was caused by, But only the man in Bavaria seemed
to teke this ignorance into eceount, and incorporate it in his
treatment., He meinteined that a.new drug, nproduced in & lzborate-
ory, might upset the system in unknowr weye, snd cause an invisible
worsghing of the seat of the disorder: it was cafer tc groom the
body slowly tc health, in all other respects besides the pressure,
so that the ceuse, whatever it vas; would be isclated es much as
possible. In this way, he found out. that the seat of the trouble
wasn't the kidrneys, as most doctors thought until then: ITHes,
indead, there was no visible organic cause--~and this, again, the
other dnctors had been uneble to.s8ay for certain,

As i%. happened, the drug the London man advocated to me, in
his boylsh goodness of heor®, was later looked on as dangerous
even in his cireles, and was superseded by another. which was
said to have no slde-cffects. But only Jangnege called these
synptons 'side’ effeets. Who ¢ould say that they were permenent-
ly *side*, that is, minor? /And vho could.say that just because,
in this latest drug, no *side'beffects were visible, none existed
(Invisibly snd perhaps more dangerously)? Doctors seemed to

show an extraordinary confidence in each other's words. Did



- 282 =

their words count asccording to their Position? T“hat did
Peoition have to 4o With the truth? Tas medicine part of the
surrounding sociel dreem like everything else?  Vere there
habits snd trajditions that existed because of the people that
prectised them, end not because of their truth? This London
doctor ¢learly felt awe for other *'distinguishedt doctors. The
surrounding sociel dreamworld was secred $o hime-~this one’sA
topinion?, that ona's 'experience’, the other one's 'name'.
Clearly, he hadn't passed through the lonsly evolution necessery
for the power to heal, in our epothe. He was z3till &6 boy of the
niddle classes, though over fifty---for whom there were ‘experis?,
'facts? proved by statistics, and 'medical knowledge' as fized a5
an algebraic cquation. He ¢learly vasn't working from himself,
with his own thoughts and energy. It was all in reference ftc a
world he was really frightensed of, and in ave of, lilie soneone
alning ot a definite socisal position.

Viich is vhy, perhzps, he alvays seemed frightencd by his ovn
subject; .end why his om heallth wesn't good. His nerves Weroen't
right, vhich meant he aoumn'%%gs potient at ease. e was worke
ing very herd, with nervous strain all the $ime, but work never
killed a8 man unless it vos urong toxkKe

Qur situation at bottom was this: ve either had to say that
the whole fabric of sociely round us wags sound, in which cage this
faithful servant of it was probably sound as well, or that it vas
a disester. Ve sald it was o disaster. That was what wg hed
aluvays believed, doth of us, and it wes what ve had based our
lives on without roalising 1it.

But that #vas only the reality underneath, In fact, I vas
nore thap half-convinced by the London doctor. I spent hours
every Gay in a trembling ponic. I ran to tho nearast villagoe—s
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to find out more ebout it in the librery. I was hot at the
c¢ollar end my hands were trembling as I opened the medical encyclo;
pedia to look up 'hypertensiont---what 2 fine state to study any;
thing in? And partly this was because I wasn't in charge of my
omn body, though I didn't of couse know this. I was helpless.
If my body got & cold or *flu or measles or gout or anything%that
came along, well, it Jjust camp along. I Just had to wait, I )
had no sense at all that the body gives warning of what it will
do, and shows its weaknesses intimately. I thought that was
health., And now I think it is ill-health. All I could do,
in the matter of the body, wes to keep Iy fingers crossed. Now
in all other respects in life I didn't keep my fingers cross&&§
that wasn't onough for me---never had been. I directed my will
towards this or that object, lived towards this or that, and always
had done. But in the case of héalth, it secemed---in the case of
the besis of all Willee-I iert 1t to chance, or to the society
round us\(zn which I was supposed not to believe). It was little
wonder I hed such ambiguous feelings when I faced a doctor, as if
I was being found out in some vway. -

And here was I trembling like & leaf because there was &
medical dbook in my ﬁand, sweating like a cannibal in front of &
witch-doctor! I was superstitious, clearly. My approasch to
medicine was thoroughly and completely superstitious; I was
little better than a pagan would dbe. You couldn't imagine that
I was en Oxford-edusated individual, That hope had I of doing
anything for Melli in this state?

Knowledge would have‘held me---hold my terror of Melli dying--- ‘

in check; whereas I was ignorsnt. It seemed I first had to clear
my mind of & lot of rubbish, but I didan't know what this rubbish
wag. I only felt it was thore, Yet I douldn’t believe that the
toxtbooks were wrong, oither. Nor could I guite dbelieve them,
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Most of all I had to chaenge myself. I had to change my iife,
But the change only came months later, after long lonely reflect-
ian%;gééganEnglish winter, without a soul to talk to on the sub-
ject,Aévgn Melli--~because the fashioneble medicine was teaching
me to look on her as a helpless victim of powers nobody knew
anything agout, and which it was therefore better not to discuss
with her, It seemed we were only called on to make & 'decision'.
Ve had to 'weigh the facts', It was very middle-class, that
lenguage. I wouldn't have accepted it in any other field. .
Suddenly one used middle-class lenguage for the most cruciel step
of one's life? That was strange. I was troubled and haunted,
end lsy awake at night, starting every time Melli moved. Vhere
did I stand in matters of hgalthﬁ-the body~-~disease? ’ Did 1
really believe that these faithful children of the middle classes---
whether'they vere twenty years/jbld, fifty years old, sixty or
seventy---ocould help me, in anything? Could they help me in a
dire orucial step, of life and death? But could I do without them,
either? What was my position, then? Conveniently, I hed never
thought it out. Being of more or less robust constitution, I
hadn't had to. :

As fast .as the London men triea to make his treatment seem &
quite pedestrian and ordinary thing, it socundcd more and more murd-
erous to me,  Melll would have to measure her own pressure two
or three times a week and sen}‘g note of the readings every monthg
All his old égtients d1d it, he said, It was

perfectly easy. And they had 'mormel® lives: they vent to bed
es late as they liked, they ate vwhen and what they wanted, they
took planes all over the place, worked under heayy pressure;
unlike Melli, vwho apparently led en ‘sbnormel' life. Their



lives didn't seem normasl, much less heslthy,; to me, but they were ‘ ‘
qtop people; and for the doctor that seemed to be the test of val- ‘
idity in our world. I kept hearing in my mind the advdce of |
Helli's dbctor 1n,prar}a, *You have t¢ become an%rtissﬁ’in the
quiet life.* It'woulifﬁayamdone to repeat thét to most Anglon‘
Saxon doxtors, or perhaps to most doctors anywhere---at the risk
of a,ribg}d‘laugh. Bﬁt it kept reeuQring to my mind. |

I asked 1f any of his pstients were young. It was alvays
&ifficulq for me to get a clear answer ffom;hlm because he seeomed
to be defending himself all the time, end m& questions went to him
like cannon bdalls against ayfortrépas; But couldn't thesevthingg
be talked about simply? Was the body so complicated and difficult
that a person of my 1ntellékence»cou1d léarn absolutely nothing
ebout 1t?' Had God ereated something you needed gpeciai credent-
ials for, to know about? It seemed thet at every point in life
you were met With a person with credentials---who was like a
barrier to c¢lear kpowledge. But'could these peopie think? Hed
these people really studied, in the proper semse of the Wafd?
Had they thought things through? Had they ever stoéd alonq?
Or had they Just suvallowed what tpe&'d been told, like fafithful
servents? Like nearly every child born into the middle classes?

No, it eppeared thet he had no other young patients. Had
he ever treated ons? That was vague, £4n ansvwer Was avoided,
But I was left with the.impression‘fhat he hadn't, Here was a
further worry., His old patients had probably developed fhexr
high pressure after lives of normel pressure.. But in Melll we
hed quite a different case. But he wouldn't admit it was a aiff-
erent case, It was only e matter of tﬁe clock-reading. The
¢lock-reading was too high; 4t had to be reduced, whatever age
you were. And I couldn't argue with that,
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He said $hat under his treatmsnt she eould eat me&at again.
But she didn't want to eat meat. | She felt better not eating it.
In fact, not eating it had provided the first relief for her system,
yearv ego, He didn't aetually say it but the impression I took
avay vas that meat would meke her stronger. Perhaps this was
because I bel}eved it myself, in my heart of hearts. But she
didn't look frailf In fact, she was strong. In.fagt? she often
stood up‘to things better than I did. But my}beliet hed never
been formed: it was just tﬁere, Yet I began fo consuit Some
memories in my mind, I thought of‘an Austrian farm where I'd
once stayed: there they'd only eateg mefzj ;2 holidays-»—:&?elt
quite a pig eating it every day., Bread wes their great stand-by,
dumplings in vegetable soup; potgtoes. And'theéigorked twelve
to fourteen hours a day in the fields, all the time I was there.
That was;strange.» I degan to find out other thihgs.. The
peasants everywhere had been like that et one time. There was
& spphisticated peasantfy now, in Germany snd Franse, but in
former times only th;‘rich pnd noble had eaten meat once or twice
& day, as we all 4o now, And the rich and noble were the ones
who had needed.the spas and cures, snd had ébve¥pped~all the
peculiar disorders required to be treated there., Noblemen had
been short-lived, on the whole, too: they'd bdeen lucky to reach
forty., I put two end two together. The doctor in Bavaria
used cértaiﬁ of the old spe treatments. Vere tpe old noble
diseases beoqping universal ones now, 8s & massive idle c¢less
spread all over the eanth? ’ |

So a qniei life and a meatless diet wore apparently not as
sbnormal as the London doctor tried to meke out. But:} kept
quiet, knowing that the cu;rent terminclogy had the ticket-
olassification, ‘'vegetarian', ready for talk like thet. It
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seemsd that on every bit of clear gncwledge~and informetion we:
had in life a name was fixed to denote its social group., But
what had social groups tc!do-withvfinéing out about the body?

On ihe other hand, the men in Bavarie wasn't a vegetarian,
He advised meat for working people, even every day. But for.
people who sat on their fannles most of the yesr, who enjoyed
theméelvgs on their faennies, who travelled to and fro on their
tanniesQ--the bulk of the m;ﬁﬁle class-~-he advised a good bit
less, About three times a wehk, he sald, But you had to £111
in with other things. You couldn't just knock off the meat.,
You had to know what you were doing. You had to do something
positive~--not just cut something out. And tgfﬁfzfgtggdon doctor
it seemed to mean depriving, and nothing else. , It meant s=Fsct-
adding to the diet, not taking evay. It meant p;§1ng é close
and thorough attention to what you ate, not carelessly abandoning
an essential element out of a kind of mystical obstinecy. On
that subjeot, I found you came up against a dense fog of prejudice
and superstition, more in England than anywhere else. The word
‘diatt---which was practised as treatment dby poor and rich alike
in- Itely end Germany-~-meant only one thing in England: slimming.
It was connected with temperance and & pinched and cold attitude
to 1ife, It meant puritenism. But, as 1 came to realise
(becaitse I shared those fears), it only meant & way of eating,
You could hsve & meat diet, for instence. Or a wine diet.
You eouléa?g%tening diets, But in England it was only another

dream-word, drifting in the fog of shoddy ideas from the nineteenth
century.



Nobody spoke up for the doetor in Bavario-<even those who
know thet he had saved Molli's life, evén poople who haed benefited
from his trestment thomselves. In Gormany he wes more or less alone.
His ¢linde wasn't even granted affieiaz rocognition, though’ losel
doctors all over Germany sent him their paﬁientaaéewhen all eélse heod
fajled. One thing I never heerd onyone dony--=gven other doctors,
even Anglo<3axon doctoro: that he was a fine deetor him&élf.

V"o paid our first long visit to the olinic ono summer, 1I'4
been thore twice before but only as a visitor, steying in & npafrﬁy
pension, This time I steyed in the c¢linle itself, in o room né;ﬁ
to Helli's, Life i8 o number of well-constructed agoidontSees
thare was no roon at éhe looal inn, end the ¢linic offered me room
and booard without mediocal treatment. I said %o myself that I
didn't need a oure, even if I had the monaey for it; I Was too
healthys It wes true I wos wesn't on my back. I was 6ven robust,
But 1t vasn't whet I would e¢all heslth now.

Next to-ﬁbllife#oam on the other cideée thers was e young men With
conoer. OJomatimee ve hesrd him orying &t night with tho poin, end
later he died, I suppose he vasn't more thon tuwenty.

The ¢linie wac in the mountoins and thore was claasr, vool
sunlight over massive vaileys, with pine woods ond sudden green
slopes; and an enormous number of squirrels-w-they ocsme to our
Trench vindovws to eat auts in tha-morn:né, mostly grey, but
somotines you sew a fox-squirrel, %oo, with his wonderful
russet ooat, The clinie was 8 wooden chelet on a slope,
lotking dovn into trees, with a roed running close by, Its
atmosphere was asntonishingly light and oheerful, There was
all the speciel vigorous intimacy and simplisity thet the
Gexmans have, and which is really a pagon quelity, as if
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their whole world was a mysterieusrgnd grand forest, and they
were the gnomes,

It hes always struck me--this utter simplicity of the
Germans. If they're bad--~they're bad from simplicity. There
isn't the abstract bedness of our world. There are more bad
effects than in our world, because the badness has no form, it
springs'from'single people, from caprice end lonely machination,
and so tends to chaos. There isn't any society, there isn't
real communion &t all, People are alone, with this enormous
untouched intimacy and simple vigour.- It makes them perhasps
the most dangerous people in the world., They never know a
1imit to their dreams, asnd in the lack of éociety they try
to bring their dreams to fruition. But 1t always comes from
their simplicity, Behind everything in their world there is
the basic simple approach of the single human ereature. .There
is no discussion. If you eddress them collectively you address
them like children., And they follow with 1neomparabie simplic-
ity end good will, if they follow at all.

Nothing could be more wrong than the publlcity that has
gone out since the war, indicting them as murderous, with a
kind of abstrect and collective evil., They have little
that is collective at all, There is no conversation in our
sense--~that lubricant of resl society. People talk end
they listen, bdbut theye#'iSn't the give and take, the develop~
ment by enquiry, of resl conversation,

hen something collective does happen it is nearly always
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& disaster., This is because it must be a dream, and not an
inherited safe form. Like Italy, the German world has grown out
of independent duchies which were alvways & law to thomselvogeew
not from an lntegral monarchy, radiating a single authority through
its ndblehen. as in France and England, Theée is no communtben of
ideas,'no'colleet;ve genius of thought, in Germeny, juét as there
isn't in Italy. This 1is why you se¢ people's faces changing so
mich, especially if they have great gifts,

The doctor who saved kelli's life, for instance--<he had dbeen
one of Hitler's dieticians, And I always bad to lock at him twice,
to recognise hime But this isn't a sign of inner ﬁaeillatinn,

It simply mesnt the absence of any inherited communal form.

The German peasanis have an inherited physicel form of i1ife,
es in Italy, but as soon as ﬁhe break 1is made with peasaﬁt-ltfe
the searcﬁ for fom bas to begin. In the Anglo~Saxon world
character develops in cach c¢reature as & eoliective fprce, whether
he likes it or not. But in Gormany it devolops b§ individudl
crisis end effort; the encrusted lines of age in the Germaﬁ are
the lines of an isolated developmeﬁt, end the being of this
isolated ereature hés been so vgriously interpreted end mis=-
interpreted in its lifeVSy other'people; it has been seen in
S0 many falsedlights (other psople have no collaective eriterimm
in their judgements) that it tends to change according to the
light it is seen in.

This is another great danger of.the German: he hag little
sense of other people; little psychologicel ié%ght—--as,a natural ‘
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gift. This is why, vhile there is strong theatre in Germany,
there 1s no great human drama as in Ehgland and America and France:
again, it is like Itely in this. 'Other people' in the German
world obstruct one or help one, and you tend to approve or dis-
approve of them secording to which they do. It is the opposite
of our metropolitan world vwhere people have their own moral integ-
rity which you don't necessarily call into question if they heppen
to go against you. .Here agein is the lack of anything collective
in Germany. ,

~ There 1s enormous pride, the pagan accompaniment of éimplicity.
This is the first and longest battle of the gifted German---to
defeat his own pride. In our world pride is ridiculed eway eardy
iﬁy}ife as a bacgﬁardness of e¢haracter, a failure of the spirit,
i is the é;%;égé in Germany---pride is an assertion of the
spirit, The modesty in our world which is cultivated early as
a mark of development and maturity gets no gncouragement in the
German world. And modesty, as Stendhal 22:5 is the key to tender-
ness, The child in Germany learns early that he is alone.
Round him a certein tone is established---among the other‘childxenp-
of irony &nd 8 certein hurtful disparaging doudbt, against which
the cﬁild cultivates a protective irony and a protective disposition
to disparage in his turn. The indignation of our world is
unknorn--«the righteous indignation vhich the society round you
tecitly encoureges: because righteous indignation must always
be on dehalf of something other than self-interest. The struggde
of the gifted men or woman in Germany is @ struggle to achieve
a steady moral character. If you read books on War from dermp
any---any book on war, from the first or second ware---you will
always find them lacking in real decided moral verdict. | There

is always something uncomfortable and ambiguous about them.
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Our books on war are exercises in pity, on the whole---horror,
some kind of recoil, some c¢ollective indignetion on behalf of
other people's lives, on bohalf of the collective health and
goodness that is being put at stake in war, But this isn't so
with the German bock. Invariably if it tries pity for other
people it is only insipid. TUsually it is just a stark account of
horror, But the horror is peculierly insentient. You have the
feeling that these people beleng to chill rainy nights where the
bullets are flying and men ére sereaming.

That was how Germens seemed to me in the last war,  They
invariably put in e stiff attack on a rainy night, And they
didn*'t seem to feel the exposure, not like our men. They
belonged to nature more. But they weren't bad men. I was
always struck dby their simplicity snd natural goodness vhen Lhey
came in as prisoners, You might say that their officers ware
bad. But not abstractly so. They Wgégn't visibly cruel m;h¢
Even the SS officers I didn't find cruel men, But they wers
men who might be present at some fearful brutality without fael=
ing;t;aftéx ell, it would dbe somebody else' suffering. In
our worlid that could only be a2 had person. But 4in the
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Germen world this doesn't follow: and knowing this is the
first step to understanding the German,.

Itve never met one German young or 0ld who seemed to feel
. the slightest genuine horror at the ¢oncentretion camps. Such
horror would have to be a collective emotion---proper to a collective
massacre. It would belong to our world, but not to the German.
There is just perplexity in theme--'Hhat did I do? All I did was
join the army, then all this comes out afterwards$* Only those
Germens who suffered in the camps themselves, or lost & rela?ive
in them, have the resl horroxr: because it springs from self-
interest. The baasic communion of pity and fellowship-~-all
sbstract or collective sympathy.--is lacking in Germany. This
is what the rest of the Christian world doesn't understand, in
not understanding the Germen. You will get & German saying
regretfully of himself, 'Now look at how I behaved in the first
world way, prancing about on & horse, with a spiked helmet,
anxious to fight it out Wwith Englend---whet an ideall’ But there
it will stop: going further---changing himseif---requires the
self-examination which is Jjust not part of the German upbring-
ing, as it is & necessary and unavoidable part of ours.



The. Germen ian't teught as a child to compare his actions
inwardly with an imagined collectivity---he isn't made awsere
of a ocollective verdict operating on him invisibly all the time.
Instead he learns how to protect himself agsinst others. He
learns how to survive, And more often than not, as he takes
some Enocks, a certain oynicism develops: all the world is
self-interest, he says. . This mekes the impact of America since
the war an enormous one for the German, whether he likes Amerios
or not: for the first time it presents him with & warld where
pride has been conquered, in intimete end deily deslings, where
there is a collective pity and self-identification with others,
yet combined with the greet power which he h;a§ been taught only
comes from self-assertion.

All the publicity designed to g%gw that he has a dbad charact-
er---vhich has left the German ashomed and perplexede-~-misses the
fact that he has no character at all in our sensep Siore=te—mm

Peofﬁ‘.e. to prove their existence and

certainly their power in his eyes, have to asgert themselves all
the time, If youtre silent you ¢en't expect him to Aivine youeew
divino what you are, vhere you stand. I[qually with the Italien
he doesn't see the *invisidble man' inside. There has to be
somathing secn. In‘.hia world giving vway to someone else is &
sign of weakness---or rather, he is aware that it will peobably
be m*:onstmea as veakness, S0 his tendency is elweys to

ry E%ﬁ show himself in strength, in cese other people teke
advantege of him. The exterior man is of tremendous importance
in Germany. This is thé meaning of the £irm china you frequents
ly sec--~the haughty, opinionated air ;& many people heve when
they talk, their eyes lifted end rather narrowed: this is the
ereature in doubt, thoroughly alone, showing his extorior of
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power. He can't afford to look he?sitant because this is what
he is so much. And 1t accounts for the strange 'combinetion
you get in so many c.'-erman# men---external courage with moral
weakness, They will fight to the last ditch with no self-
c-omitment morally whetscever., The coursge is dezzling in
Cermany., People &re rocks of courage., But it has nothing to
do with moral choice or responsibility.

Thére ere two forces in thi world for the German, psycholog-
ieally-‘--self'and power, Self .is inside, power is outside.
Therefore you get the amazing discrepancy in Germany between
the power held by certain men and the power they dctuelly have
in themselves (the responsibility}. If a man with power
helps you he expects no eriticism from you., Your right to
criticise goes strictly according to your power, not, &s in
our worlid, according to the truth of what you say.‘ .The ring
of discussion---especislly hot moral indignation--~is at best
personal insult in his worlde A8 to the morelity of the
power he is exercising, and the ‘state of his own soulw---that
is nobody's business but his own. ' He may go to 'the devil if
he wants to-<-and take you with him, This is 'freedom?’.

In the most apparently responsible men, who conéuet themselves
in society with careful and punctilious respectability, you
will get sudden shows of brutal power, when they ere crossed,
There is Bittle chence of ‘a men with power shouing justice,
except to aedvance his reputation for justice, It is "bes%
for the underling in Germany, if he wants & quiet life,
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above all if he wents to get on, té moke & show of acquiescence
and silently wish his boss to the devil. This accounts for
the hypoerisy you often get in German relations.

Sometimes a thin pale film seems to cover the faces of the
&oung, from never having dburst out in moral indignation and been
encouraged for it (bascially, by the father): from never having
inherited the power of rightecusnmess. A few great creatures
have this power~~«of pure indignation without violent under=
tones, Hblderlin hed it. Naturally he was driven mad.

No artist can survive in Germany without going med,

This is because anger is dangerous in Germeany., It is best
for a man not to give way to anger. In our world anger h&s o
public and inherited safe form, which we call indignation.

But in Germany there is no such thing: <there is only the lconely
flush of enger, o men fighting obstacles for his own self-interest;
threatening to break things ups The lively indignation behind

all art is in Germany construed as badness (the artist is a ‘*devil’,
that 1s, 1it by selfish and destructive anger), @nd so pushed
easily to madness, .

One of the most distressing sights I know iﬁ that of two
Germens linking arms end drinking BriWderscheft together.  Perhaps
you can see clearly, vhile they're doing it, what enemies they will
be one day; you may see where their point of incompatibility lies.
You won't spegk---you would sfock their simplieity: &as you would shock
them doth & few years later if you mentioned the Brlderscheft.

Yhat this Bruderschaft medhsfis a kind of eleventh-hour

attempt to make socioty, on the part of people who are alone and
divided, It is sentiment and hysteris---the only real collect-

ive emotion in Germany. In our empiriéiél sosiety we would no
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more think of drinking t,)rnderschg ¢t than saying spells and
cherms, There is somett:ing horrifying end disturbing adout

i{t: perheps because the sentiment shows the violent chaos under-
neath,

The German scul is never 6t rest in & known and safe relation
with other people. Thero are dangers whenever a Cerman tries
to make society. ' He can only do it with a dream; 1t has to be
deliberate. A blindness comes into the Germen eye, the mistinesc
of a dream; and the best thing is to gether up your loins in
dohble quick time and push off, before the explosion.

I was once in a-car in Berlin, being driven by a chauffeur,
when he had this misty lock, Hoe didn't see the other ccr coming
at high speed from the right, towards the ceme intersection, but
I did. I could hardly jump out. - I poised myself as best I
could and when the orash came, full-on, I got away with a cut head
end a pocket-full of glass from thé windom. The driver of the
other cer wos unconscious for two days., The engine was dbuckled
and useless. But the ¢haulfeur secmed as sanguine aftcruards
as before. With one poor ﬁe’v_iﬁ lying unconzolous in the middle
of the road, waiting for @ doctor, and me with blood streaming
dovn my Tace, he said over the phone %o his master, *rh, it's
nothingi* Aftor all, he wasn't huri.

Gernans use mzdern power nith the old individual vigour,
iike men on a farm, which is disastrous. This is vhy their
collective dreams, when they start, are collectively disastrous.
The beginning of the ond for the German is when he feels he
is right, and feels morally supported by others; tvhen he feels
moral power., There is no empirical warning from his past,

1411 pover corrupts’. He simply can't follow the edb and flow
of other pecple's feelings, and thus tho ebb and floz of fate,
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In the German world power is like nature. It takes on the
permanent and overshadowing forms of nature: the status quo
is always- there for good, like waterfalls and mountainge---until
it diseppears. Hitler, the Americean occupation, industrial
prosperity---they are each there for good, as long as they last.
In the Germen world pover is as little fluid as nature, in the
sense that mountains cnd streams dontt welk away overnight,.

But if they do walk the German adjusts himself at oncg--=they
were only scenery. It wes never really part of him. Nothing
collective evor is.

There is this vigorous and primitive belief all the time,
which is both.healthy and dangerous. The background is pogan
as 1t is in the Italien world, too. But the Italisn world has
becen soﬁtened Ly the leaven of the church. There hasn't becn
any such thing in Germeny. I shall never forget seeoing, in a
pleasent 1little villege near Hamburg, & Lutheran priest stroll
out of his houss in knickerbockers---it was hot---with that
self-celebrating swegger of the German official.s It isa't a
swanking walk so much as & primitive and pagan exercise in self-
satisfaction, like an inner dance, The forthright chin was
there: the man with no doudbts, Power---status guo---stuck out
of his body. It was in his walk. He had God up his aleeve,
And it was the God of power, that is, a pagan god.

That clinic in Germany was like a faery castle for us. The
pine forests vierc very c¢lose by, snd we could see the stark
brown mountains that were called the 'mother' and the *father’.
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Their faces had dbeen developed by strange primitive forces,

The Germen is rearing to go---to be led, to believe and
lapse into a state of believing self-immolation, where the
individual responsibility is vested in someone else., One men,
given the right preparation, can change the Germen scene over-
night. Belief gathers like a storm, & marvellous primitive
dream, an ache for glory and splendour. The dreem grows ungil
it seems to concern the whole of humasnity, then it reaches
politios, then it explodes, A

germany is much further from us all thaen most of us can
imagine, The German kings of Englend, for instance, were never
understood by their countrymen., When the young Prince of Wales,
the son of George ll, dragged his wife out of Hampton Court
screaming with & baby half hanging from her and raced her in &
carriage to St, James's Court so that his heir shouldn't de
born under the same roof as his owm father, whom he detested and
abhorred, nobody understood &t all. Lord Hervey's memoirs from
that time--~the work of & subtle, scathing, astute courtiere—
are one long list of staggered, frighténed, indignent attempts to
piece the king's character together into a consistent whole,

Host of the misunderstandings came from the fact that the Germans
had no idea what all this English freedom was about. They
conldntt see why a man witﬁ such enormous power like the king
should be unable to exercise it according to his wishes and
convenience, but have to consult .mtereata and parties and an
undefined entity called public oé\nim. They couldn't understand
& pecople who asked to be defended egainst its enemies but hated
the sight of & military red ccat, They cmldn"t!’understand a
people who spat on the royal carriege end yet were decidedly not
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repubiioans; They couldn't understand why en apparently
absolute power should be given to @ king end then limited aﬁd
curtailed and ridiculed by the fact that parliament end parliament
alone had the power of the purse, In the Germaﬁ wc;ld & mén
with power does not beg and he does not discuss,

To the outsider this is 1ncamprehensible and outrageous,
But it is the Cerman world. It is all the originel vigour and
rude health of our civilisation,

This is why it sa?ed,mglli vhen our own warld had nothing
to offer, It all depended‘on one man, VWhen I met him for
the first time I was standing by Melli's bed at the c¢clinie,
talking. <She had just had a special Sath. and the r&utina was
to spend an hour in hed.afterwaéds, well covered-up. There was
a quiet knock on the éoar and at once I felt, with this men's
presence as he came into the room, the most extraordinery sense
of peace, like én invisidble wave that waahed slowly over me,

It felt as if he'd gone &lone all through;lifa's battles,

In that ‘moment I knew more about him and his elinic, and
about what he'd done for Melli, th&n;I ever.knew before from
hearsay or ever learned afterwards. I knew it depended on ‘
how this doctor struck me in my animel feeling. It depended
on the man, Everything follows from that, even med;oal doctrine,

Ané@ this doctor who stood before us now, in white, hed
gone the road alone., He'd done the self-chenge. That peace
isn't possible short of a terrific and completely unsparing act
of self-exemination. All knowledge has to be dreamed first,
and be yiedded up from intimate 1ife painfully and slowly.

Then it is given to other people, to become their certainty.

/70 e, 302—.
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There vere pleasant walks nesr the c¢linic vhich Melll knew
fron her other stays, The paths weaved in and out of woods, by
the side of hills, over quick, cloar streome hardly a metre wide
and tigy vaterfalls, with tall £irs everyvhere, and wooden cruce
ifixes at the roedside, and here and there those wide massive
green Bavarian valleys that look like the last plate%g of earth,
the beginning of heaven. Sometimes the mountains had an awful
aend splendid closeness, %:ﬁglgggggé:::nes you could grasp, with
every subtle ¢éolour, dbrown and green and purple and white, absol-
utely fixed sgainst the sky, so still that they seemsd to deny
that there hed ever been novement in the universe since the beginne
ing. And then on other days they would stand misty and remote,
like the edge of a vast, mystoridus lendscaps you had never seen,
vhich lsy on the other side, colouring the sky behind them, Thg
mist would moke them look soft and mild., It was like a country
I'd dreamsd about, a;fhome. There were the magnificent wooden
houses with long roefs that sloped dovn far beyond the walls and
formed a shade pound the balconies and windows, and there were the
cobbled yards hehind with chickens and ducks and geese, end tall
coerts and threshing machines, all without the abstract touch of
our epoch; a first stark necessity was still alive in them, as
it was in the hord, lined, gnomish and genial faces of tho people
there. 4 fine old man with a flushed, healthy face and dright
eyes would always give us 'Griss Gotti' vhen we passed in the
morning along one of the paths,

And it was marvellous being in llelli's country with her,
really for the first time., The cities didn't counte-wiie’d
stayed in Frankfurt: but it waesn't like Germeny. Here you
san vhy nature had such a hold on Germans, That was its pPOIOYeee

the mountains and the mhssive grass aslopes and valleys: you
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were alone inside it, nearly lost; it rose like a torrific

én& % independent dumb world, with something reckless

in 1%, all the time stating the splendid and huge, the bdbeyond,
where you vere so tiny, vwhero you dbelonged to the dark, shelter-
ing spaces in the woods. It lay there more extrasridmertip
untouched than any other countryside I'd over secmn. Italy wasn't
untouched like that. Ingland had been worked over and over,

like & millicn lovely gardens, Only France had a Q&m@f that
enormous implacsdble spread. But not quite that combinetion of
sterk mountains and firs and pastures: the French country had

a wonderful sweotness, end it embraced the human creature, espec-
ially in the Isle de France, where the sky has & limpidness and .
‘mtimacj vhich is like & sweet private message to each creature, -
But the German country, whether you are in the heath outside
Hamburg, with its immense, derk stretches of pine-forest, or at
the edge of the Salzkemmergut, isn't intimate. It stands ocutside
you like a messive and stirring statement you can't avoid.

German country 1s spectacle. It doesn’t include you. You

have to be rapt-~-you watech and gasp 81l the time., You're over-
shadoved. You feel in Germeny that the development of the
German people couldn't have been anything else, Their voices
heve been lost in the vastness, There wasn't the natural opport-
unity -to create society. There was only the dumdb and endlessly
prihut:.ve community of nature. That .¢an never be altered,
hovever many ¢ities go up. Germen country turns you into a
lonely spectator of eternity, it mekes you giddy, you know less
vhat is right and vhat is-srong then you do outside the country,
you get a sudden nemeless ehergy like a wind thet starts up without
warning in the trees at night, snd yon don't know what to do
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with this energy; $ou tend to rapture and to heady, nebdbulous
dreams, you get & bit of mountain madness in your innermost
gelf; your nightmeres are sickly and menage,d s With strange
vengeful and spiteful creatures from the dark woods, unsparing
in their venom, nudging and sneering and pinching.

I went through my own gherapy at the elinic, picking up what
information I could from the little books written by the doctor
in charge. I wanted to find out for nyself, I didn't want
a doctor doing it for me; I wouldn't have learned anything.
Which can be dangerous if you're as ignorant as I am. Because
of that, 11; was months and even years before I found out that
the body w just en inanimate lump dut woﬂ# and complainf
in all sorts of ways which until then I'd known nothing about.

I begen to understand what this man meent when he talked about
the 'inner doctor?.

The clinic was quitie and soothing. Everybody was in bed
by nine, I could reed with my bedside light on until nearly
midnight. But I tried to sleep early. I wented to get the
maximum benefit out of the stay, to share Mellits state &s much
a8 possible.

one evening she happened to go to one of the ¢linice-lectures
about sleep. Apparently, it wasn't only that you needed enough
sleep: ‘the hours in which it took place wore importeant, too.
There were certain hours of darkness in which it should take
place. The intestines, for instance, had ceased their work
by & ¢ertain hour, and after that hour.the food tended to
turn rotten inside, and go to fat, namely, dead cells.

Sp sleop end eating were linked., I remembered thet my mothexr
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and father, and all the people in the dist?ict vhere we lived,.
ate early in the evening, and only had a bite of scmething towerds
bed-time,‘ ‘'Dinner', the big meal of the day, wss dround noon,
The bulk of the people had elways known how to live properly,
it seemed, ' They followed & definite and unchinging rhythn
every day. But we had broken the rhythm. 4And We were paying
the price in a thcousand different ways, mostly in nervous
diseases,
Melli was now pronounced strong enough for the juice-cure,
in which she would have nothing solid for a fortnighi. Before,
she hadn't had the stamina--«the daator;s problem hed beer to
build her up, after her weakness from déil& meeals of undigested -
food, during the ericis some years before which had first taken
her to him, when n¢ other doctor in Germeny giéaifything to suggest
for her, including the foremost specialists, =i offered no hope
for her life. p ’
'‘She began the cure, with fear and trembling in both of us,
because we were both vietims of the superstition that if you don't
get solid food down you every day you dre going to conk out.
She d4idn't conk out. And when it was finished a further
remarkable change for the better tookmplace in her body. The
tests showed &ll her organs working more Qr less perfecily now,
And tha.eyeoaoeto —more than any other specialist the eye-
doctor has & totél view tiirough his lens of the medical history
of ths patient hefore—htm, like & miniature of the whole marvel
of the body, set out behind the eyé{fasaid after he'd examined
her thio time that he'd never seen anything 80 miraculous in his
career; her sight had mede a complete recovery; and the scars

from the time of her c¢risis were nesrly heeled.
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Unavares to ourselves, we were finding that there was
a &efinite'natural rhythm in life--<a wey of eating, a way of
sleeping, a way of working. Without this total chenge there
could be no health, no cure, . ;

It's all broken rhythm nowedays. The middle class ig the
exploring class~-it breaks up the traditions and hebits of the
old life and examines them, to see if they ought to be jettisoned
or not. It has the late nights and rich food and heavy drink-
ing of tﬁe pld nobility, but it hasn't the compensating violeht
sports, and the basic eclm of the nerves. It has the lack af’
splendour and the workeday approach of the old peaaanéry, but
not the life in the fields. The middle ¢lass has created
bohemians, buf the whole class iIs really bohemian and elways has
been; Its habits and regularity are at best a thought-out
systenm, to make character where there is none. -

What's going to happen in the future? (That ahout the
children baing brought up in a broken rhythm? what will heppen
to the vast and 1ncreasi£g populations of people who spend their
lives in a chair but don't revise their hadits accardingly?
741l there be sterility? unknown diseases, terrible like piagueS?
cancer? (These aré‘only questions, from an ignorent man).
741l it get worse as sophistication spreads? What sbout the .
faet thet most of the American schonl«children who die, die of
cancer now? The answers aren't known, sapparently. Nothing
can be predicted because there are no precedents., Never
before on this earth haveypeople lived so confidently with so .
many'unknowﬁs. Fust as the nineteenth century handed down to
us dirty cities, aend a population of near-cripples, are We

handing down problems that can't be solved, because they're
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already there in the bones and blood and organs of the young,
as disease? Again, only questioﬁs; from an ignorant person.

Ye were brought up on ttge last vestiges of the old life,
when the basic things--<the food and soil and air---hadn't been
tampered with. But what about the future? that's heppening
inside us? That influences the child in the womb, unknown to
us? Are all the tiny, invisible processes of the body known?

If incudbation pericds are anything from ten to twenty years,
how do we know what is happening to our children? Can ényone
tell us, for certain?

what hope hes a men who spent ell his formetive years
in a ladboratory, learning formulae, of answering questions -
like these? Yet he has control of our lives, &nd those of our
children. He hes no real voice, his mind inveriebly hasn't hed
a real training, except in other people's formilee, How far;---
outside the formlee-~-dces he go along on gnperstiticns, more
untested than my superstitions bscause he feels he hes the support
of his formulae? How far are we in the hands of functionardes
none of whom could take responsibility for the power he uses?

How far are the doctors just functionaries of medicine; &lthough
given the power to heal? How far are we being led into darkmess,
by people vwho prefer the darkness?

In the last hundred and fifty years life everyvwhere has been
put under new principles, &nd no one hes dbothered to examine these
principles to see if they are all right for the world or not.
They've some into being et an falarming rate, they belong to us
and they stem from us, yet we'se their servants---slaves. They
forni a priscn-ghogsa round us, And partly this is why life seems
to become unreal---beceuse prisoners are notoriously deydreamers.,
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Nearly everything robust and gezmine from gwo centuries ago hes
been taken in hand and ~ovarnaizlea,, and & vast prison based on
the principles of production has dbeen put in its place. It is
rather like living in a factory where the on}y important thing is
what's produced, and yet we're not like thate--we need intimacy,
we dwell on the little follies of life for our pleasure, we take
notice of each other not for what is useful in each other, not for
what goes towards producing things, but for the way we turn our
heads, and our smiles, and that peculiar deep nagre tism thet
pulls us to this person yather then that. These are the real -
important things of life, and yet that 1s hidden in our world.
what intimécy can we hand down, as the o0ld gencrations handed
dovn intimacy to us? All we inherit is a repertoire of principleSeee
rules and principles$ Vhere is the intimney, unless it is What
eagh of us ‘deap;rately manufactures out of the broken sticks of
our lives, in the ruina? Nesrly everything we have, even now,
has come out of an intimate spt---averything from theatres to
horse-racing. Wﬁi”iost touch with their dbackground. Yet we still

T, (.30



l1ive on their intimecy. The theatres still heve their galleries
and stalls and boxes, which came from the Way people watéhed the
pageants ond shows in the streets, centuries ago-+~the nobles on
horsevack in the street, the well-to-do looking from windows on
either side, the populace on the roof-tops. Jnd thls is the case
with every form we have---G¥erything from the way we eat with
knives end forks, %o the way we take our pleasures in tihe ovening.
it ell came out of the flurry end bustle of humen life, But what
sowes out of the faotory? What comes out of the newspaper~sheet?
the Gead volce in the microphons? Yet we ¢ling to intimacy just
the same., Its tiny seed is there,

There i1s no villain of the piece., That, again, is an old-
fashioned doncept, begueathed from the epochs of intimacye.
There is no one man who sits down end thinks up a poison that
willkﬁill,aff all the insects in a given area and incidentally
all the salmon and game as well. There is only the principle,
and by the time & poisonw--a bombe~sa bad habit--«is in practice
it has become a universael prineiple not only a few men but millions
iive oy whether they like it or not, and 2 prineiple they dare
not let go. It ien't thet he's to blame, or them, Thore's
nothing intimate---not even enough for personal bleme. e or
they centributed their last remaining intimacy to the probiem
and rececived their Nobel prize, end then their work was swallowed
up in & principle that aeffeoted every child born from that time
on, or‘affected the s0il in a hundred mysterious and unpredicted
woys--«affected people end things thousands of miles away, in
languages and scenes unknown. This is the strength'ot & principle,
It has no face, no blame, there is nothing even to arouvse the
indignation. The.middle~clasé sparious indignation about poiieies
end villains and the magnates end power-moguls 1s Juat old-fashioned
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sfulf from the jolly pre-ninetfenth-century epochs where what

single’peop;e did haq effects, Frinciples spread liike ghosts,
They ere ghosts. Yet they'ro real in that they control us.,
Nothing oould be less real to me than the physicist's caloulations
on & pleec of paper; but they're real encugh if they affect the
bones of any child of mine, That man isn't recl to me, I

haven't seen him and I don't know his name, 1 may not have been
within & thousend miles of him, bui he enters my priveate life,

he gets into bed with me, for all I know he is taking the power

of my balls sway, he may be rendering me sterile, 3Some people
say he iss OSome people say he isn'ts But that he affects me
no one denies, ) .

So he is real all right. But only é:s a pripeiple‘“ A
principle 1s immovable like a god, as totally not-thers and yet
very-much-there as a god is; 2ag present and as absent,

It isn't & metter of countries any more, of cours2. There
is just the one reality, the whole worid over, And at present
power lies with those countries where principles have swepl ewry-
thing else eside and plundered life most successfully, to the
exclusion of all else, But those principles arc the life-
determinents for us all, vherever we are, In thai way we're all
Anmgricans-~-everyone in the world. We lost our nationslity,
our elass, cur femily; our churpeh, not after the lest war but
& hundred and fifty years ago when modern America started (in
Englend} . In 2merica the principles began to stalk over a

whole continent, cutting vast roads and fertilising deserts,

‘éll the more sweeping bacause they were unaccompenied by any

o%Aillusory reminders, cr warninge, of the past, Fublicity

has tried to turn America into a new experience but it is the

name of an experience we've been going through for nearly tve
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c¢enturies, irn a process that has dfiddenly come to & full stop,
now, |

Fer nuw.thq consoling nineteenthﬁdentury ¢hant that In
The Middle Ages the mortality~rate was over Pfifty peroent,
end there were feerful plegues and people died eerly, is not

enovugh, To avold the past, why should we ssvege the present?

our bodies began to feel rested as they'd nqvei dohe bdefore,
There was & terrifie inc¢rease of stemina, My work was quieter
and more sustained, My nerves were campiebety different, I
hsd the strange sensetion that they were being renewed inside me,
but in a very fleshly way, like new skin grovwing.

Sleep wes easier. Above all, work Was clearer:  there wag
no sense, when I worked now, of leaning on my nertes, and ending
with exhausted nerves, I wes never suddenly tired cr suddenly
hungry now, +nd I hed to learn a new kind of balence,; in all
ry hadits, Gradually it became a style of life which 1 guarded
Jeelously eseinst the outside world; iy body told me quiekly,
and unsrringly, what ittwanteda-«GSpeaiaxly if there was a forced
return to the old life for a few days., I enjoyed f006 more,than
Ila‘ever done, and wiqe. " The sigplegt things were much more of
a treat end privilegs fo& me than ever before, Yet I wasn't
eating different things. All I'd done, basically, was to change
my timetadle., I had learned to follow the rules of my body, not
my will or desires, or even senses., I became eware of things
I'd hardly noticed before. Even the countryside was new t0 MmeSe~

the flowers end smells., It wasn't thet I saw things differently
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but that I belonged to them more; the rising and falling of
the light each day seemed inside me, not just a spectacle outside,
I wasn't jJjust senses now, but a creature,

I realised that health wasn't Just béing well,; or not
being 111, gﬁaliving a 1ong-tima, but having & nervous system
that was in & proper rhyhim. I found there was only one
rhythm, and ;haﬁ you either have it or you den't., &nd with all
the strongth and robustness in the world there 1s no resl health
if you fall short of it. And I believe a man always knows if
he has this or not. But perhaps I'm wrong. Perhaps I would
heve claimed it before, I can't remember.

And 1t seemed that health was an obligation to other people.
It was an obligstion to sanity-~-to our whole future, When e
people loses the seed of heslth as ite guiding rule, when this is
no longer the fount of ell its thoughts, there is darkness; 88 now,

Vo were both more sensitive to broken-rhythm, dbut to real
chellenges more robust, There was & wonderful sense of the dawn;
not just as ﬁhe physical reality every day; but as the moment thet
preé?ad our waking, 1n;;&;2;;gM}not Just light dbut & movement
inside, & waking inside, desp in the organs snd tissues, Life
showed us the proper things to do, more than it had defore., It
seemsd to pick out the dsrk and unnatural more easily.

And there was & cumulative effect, springing from this
important change, which further changed our 1life in a basic way:
we were no longer any good for whet passes for soclety nowadaysees
we were no good for invitations. Those endless sitting and
talking sessions were over, Our sociel life«-~for want of @
better expression for the collective misery nowadays-«-Was over,
And thet was perhaps the most marvellous thing that had evey

T 1. 313
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happened to us., Wo'd trisda for: 'solitude' before, and we both
tended to reclusive habits, beceause, of the horror of middle~dlass.
emizements generally. But the §o&§tude.wa*d had was bloodless,
It didn't warm us at all, I% whs Just an absence, of people,
But resel solituds is the security of your nervous system, essent;
18lly. 4nd you dan't got that just by absenting yourself from
other people, The peasant who worked with others in the fields
all day, end ate with them at night, and slept in the same roon,
st11l had en sotual aloneness that wes unfathomable and real
like the wind &t night: He could hever be.plumbed. 4nd our
horror is thet we ocan be plumbed so easily, we can be torn and
divided and made bare by the slightest incurston from the outside,
by the smellest ohance encounter. in the street, unless we deliberate-
1y set curselves the task of Wholaness. -

And this can't be an attitude. It can't be a thought, or
a facet of persconality. It hes to pervads the whole of life,
The whole body and mind hes to be made over égain., This is the
finele~slife-saving---exploration of the middle class. It has
to be done in terms of the tiniest end most intimate hebits.
It means overheuling bit by bit all tha‘faroea at work on our
lives, from outside. It means ¢hallenging them., It is the
work%af years, 1t means quostioning the truth of everything
that gets publie support., It mesns taking publie support as
the stemp of falsity whersver it lies«.swherover & prinoiple
vegine to stalk across 1ife. And this 1s something for which
there is no middle-olass discipline, In the working class,
in the old pessantry as in. the old noble classes, it is, or
was, a diseipline, You grew up in an atmosphere of benavolent.
oynieism towards publio pawefg dominated finaelly by the sxample
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of one men who hed stood abeolutely alone and was nailed to a
aross for it. But in the nuddle 0lass you grow up with a supers
~stitious senss thet samewhara you heve to join it, 1f you don't
want to mies the bus., Finelly,, the verdiot of the group is thﬁ
resl ono, And that has to chamge., The old autnoritygler the
single ereature, has to come Ead&¢

Most dootors oen never be real dootors beceause they haven't
changed their own lives, Even when they've hed the 1nalinatiog
they ha%en't had the time, You caﬁ only heal if you've healed
yourself, HMost of the doctors I know are unhealthy people,
Sometimes they're herd drinkers, as if t&eg*re soared of samething,
They haven't grown used to nature. They don't lovex it. They're
scared of seeing the disease in people hacauae}they're 80 povare
less against it, I've talked to dootors in hospitals who seemed
ag secared as I was wheﬁ,! looked at my rirét medical engyolopedia
in that villege library. This is becausé their own nerves &gen*t
right. #and if your ovn nerves eren't right you qan*t hevs an
apprecdation of your own body, and therefore a power to heal and
predigt, Half the power of disgnosis is & sense of your own body.
But if your intuitions are panic=-stricken and continually discrdersd
by the wrong life you ¢an't lesn on them, even to parform.phe
puxel§ tunatiqnary forms that most doctors are asked to perform,
To be a real doctor you Qave to have overhauled your life; and this
is lonely wcrk,. .If you have awallawqé‘the nineteenth~century fistion
thet your body 1s & mechine which your mind is in some strange way in
charge of, you ¢an never begin, ,

We realised we would have to lxve with our eye on Mslli‘s
d&sqrder all the yimai every day, reélisticelly, No nineteenth«
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contuwry pill could hely us, by fixing the ¢lock«reading.

But we weren't eure. Thers Wwas this doubt ell the tims, We
wore ignorant, Sometimes there would be 2 matuel terror, that
we were doing the wrong thing: . Then it would subgzda. Thqré
would always de this thing;cthe invisible worm tha§ fliaq in the
nightq in the howling atorgé) =iy ] . _
ooy €g'br1ng us to the reality egain., Bubt it helped our vigi-

lanﬁeﬁufthis terror thet no one else on the earth could see,; eéxoept

11 Wk N

perhaps the doctor whb.knaw Juet how quickly he'd snatohed her from
the valley of the Qhaéqwa But the body kept reelity before us,
If somothing was wrong, it reminded us. That was the new life .
we had, The body spoke, A late night, a meal thet was wrong,
& little drink we thought Was harmlesse--the body spoke immed-
iately. There. were these reminders neerly every week, then leas
and less as we came to know how to desl with them, end how to
evold them, There Would be arises of terror, in vhich we were
completely end ebsolutely alone; then we would rise from it
again and go back to the world, We knew that the we@ld hes to
be humoured. Tell it a comfortadle storys

vie got nothing buckshee any more. We paid for evVerythingeew
in the flesh, Nothing sould be left to.orossed fingers any
more, All of God's apparatus<«-the whole tattoo of objeots and
desiregs«~~hed to come under cereful review., We could afford to
be grateful for nothing, We had t@lknow whete we gtood, in
averytthing: Ve had to liv§ sounter $o the livaes of everyone
around us, ' J |

Then real sex Cam@swwag oppossd to pleasure, It gaﬁn't
until we descended voluntarily and saerifléially into the depthlaf
thelnight,and woere without se;r or interest or presence, but were

T. P 344,
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creatures of the silence that lies inside the core of the universe,
that sex was given to us. It wasn't until we'd laid down our
selves; e durned tpemwaaét the altar of pleasures-ewillingly.

It took a long tima. But in the end we ﬁaﬁ no gelf. . The whcl&
of our insides, our'arga£§¥gnd tissues &and intimaté erotig seérations.
weren't us at all but & world with ite own rhythm and edbd and flow
and &héroughly outward reality as much &s treeé-agd waterfalls and
hills, whioh 'we' followed, It meens the recognitione~-in this
case not like a revelation but a slow dawnings=wof God, A pagai
can't love. The naked speatacle ef the night has to be there all
the time, end observed all the ﬁ&mq*fw;ot thrown sway for & little .
bit of pride in daylight, or for a little bit of appetite, Only
the religious love,s Animsls end pagans have 1nt1macy end vigorous
aeffection and loyalty, they have pleasure and warmtq, . But the love
vhich is the most perfect respect, founded EREEEEE on reality end
knowledge and the 1ay1ng~bare of the heart, ié religion. Thig is
so because th%only heart thad cen lay itself‘bare‘is the one that
apprecistes how 1att;e people’s, words and &£ing and ections and
puver &ere é;;;géﬂthe spectasle of the real, eternal world outside,‘
To lay yourself bare, and have no fear, of words, or reag of any .
yerdiots on your dirtiness, or faear of anything bpt the simple
txuth,éf'yourrbeing; mesna knowing your delightfful smalinsss

before God. in this happy and marvellous discovery, which at one
gtroke clears up all<the;§111y struggles of life with ethﬁr-peoplei
end puts the vanity and pride st rest ab last, in their empty
search for. significance where no significance exists, in their
endless smarting under verdicts thet could never belittlg what
didn'ﬁ think iteelf big, brings the oreature to the stafion of

all peade, where real action begins.



This went hand in hand with the discovery of our dodies,
it was one and the same Journey, and at the end the sense of health

was total: 1t meant not just better nerves but{the mystery of

created life,

When you arrive in Enszana after years awa% yo& feel a cosy
thrill and excitement, provided youtve got enough money in your
pooket. Everything from the tiny houses to the lights in the
train-compartments seem made with devotion; the safety of the
islaend is what strikes you most. It feels like going deeper and
deeper into & glowing, warm hall. You can settle dovn. Let the
mind wander. You're free.

There is &n underlying safe Zone in which everybody is Joined
together, in Englend; rather sleepy, never reaching words. You
see it in people's faces, Everybody belongs to the same wotld,
but this is never spoken. Really it is the underlying collective
@ilence of the family:. centuries of organie'éévelopment'are behind
thet., The society is a vast; complicated family, even to the point
of destroying the actual family-unit. Two Englishmen seying hullo
arter ten years away from each other may only shake hands and give
each other & glence which to the foreigner conveys no intimacy at
all, But there's terrific historical development behind that.

The most infinitesimally subtle glance is understood, This is
what makes it so dAifficult for the Englishman abpoad with his
glances, grunts, nods, yawns and smiles that mean#'absolutely

nothing to the foreigner except perhaps that he's gone cuckoo.
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You see it in the tiny housea'ﬁitn their néat curtains and
orderly back gerdens, As you go by in your snug train~compartment
youfre sucked into & quiet, intimate life that lies all found yom
like the eocuntrysidé even when you're in @ huge eity. ' If you
don't recognisé thet intimate silence«--the lack of ény nesd for
gésﬁnfeﬁ-waﬂngland'Q beyond you, Some people thrill to it at
onces Others don't---they ses nothing in it, there's no 'life’,
But the thrill éé,therew A ¢ertain intimate thrill et the centre
of life,

But then there is the other thing: a kind of frightening
threat to tear away the life«possibilittes from defenceless
people; without warning. You fesl it in the buildinge énd the
chill streets, ' Héra are the Anglo«Sexon rules and prineiples
stelking througn 1ifé, A great ravage has gone on., It makes
you feel an outcast if you have no money in yaur‘poéketwﬁﬁin
Paris; in London; New Ydrk. ' Having no money meens having none
of thé¢ coin of ravage., lioney is the orisp, squalid passport
to intimaoy, from the land of ©hill. This is the Soin of the
great Anglo-sSaxon ;harnel house of the soul, on'éither side of
the Atlentic, [France {8 torn in between this #ad the provincial
world on the othey side---it partakés of dboth, thé powers end
horpor of boths These are the edst and west of our oivilisation,
The west means freedom, basically; the east, natuve. smerieca
wes képt alive by the influx of Puropsans, making their intimate
vziléges whiech would last for & generation or so before rules and
principles c¢laimed their children snd put iheafilm of abstraction
on their faces, Englend was kept alive by its proximity to
the continent; just. ' |

Now you get the basic eaﬁtradi&tion/or the middle c¢lass,



- 317 «

which will deetroywa#healauwigﬁg that 1t has hed to follow the
prineiple of inheritence, but hee only rules and prineiples to
offer as heritage. .It hea set out historically tosbraék the
old society, all the mystiéal and religious and s&pﬁrstitiauﬂ
forms of authority that helt! it together; all hed %o go so that
people eould be rreeaaupt blznd authority. Everyone had to be
eleara Everyone must be given the power of‘sighﬁawuavary slave
and sub:]eot, It was done. |He stood alone., His habite and |
intimagles and dreams w;re gone, The -intimate inheritance had
bean ou‘g off. But he wae free‘ He inherited, not the lovely
repertoire of tales ag night, from his mother and father, dbut
the rules and prie iples of how to work and how %o think and
how to aompete and how to keep fit,

That wasg one ﬁnzs§;€¥§§f§3§1an't do away withw~~th9 0ld
noble habit of passing on pwoperty to the son. Yon've got to
have some eontinuitys Ycu gan't make life afresh with each
generation. And that was its weaknogs, It pro&uceg e sort
of magsive degeneratian mich worse than the ald nodle ¢lasses
risked, because thay intermerried with the 1awer vlassces end
kept their blaod strongs At least; in the old nodility the
heir of the p‘roperty or title was brought up with an image of
how %o govern, end with & full sense of his ovm powers,; and of
his role. It &&dn't matter mich whet his gind was like.

He waa euthority 1n'hi§ ¥hole peréon. But ﬁow the ;iadle-elase
child $nherits e definite position with néithe:f the training
nér invariably the mind torileadershipz yet he is a leader,
He‘zéggufawer witheut any rveference at all to his ebilities,
80 yau get, at ori¢ and the samﬁ/ the most perverse system of

privilege end 1nheritanae, goupled with an attack on ptitilega
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wherever 1t is. You f£ind this contrediction in ¢lassicelly
middle~olass people: they attack privilege and style and %o
eirs and graces, :}et they ere privileged peoples This 18 the
key to the peculiar middle-clasa conscience thet seems to attask
what 1t feels most guilty of . |

Guilt is the 'keyq-,’feeling of the clase for thet reesone
The son or daughter who inherits all the bights of eduéation
and sometimes mondy as well hes no image put befoye him, st least
not one.that 18 going to serve him publicly. He may iike his
dad, or heve & happy home, but ‘% are private fortunes,

At best money has to be his guide. But money can't guide,

2o nothing is inherited that fits him for life., Anything like
the style of the old noble ¢lasees, thée thoroughbred quality,
hes pessed away, There is only & system of tmininé' millions
of people for the 3.ead{{esna‘p they have no gift for. And you
oan't léead with r;othilng in. your mﬁ.ndlt. You muét have a great
wermth behind you, which ten only be teught in infandy, before
even languege is there, and then this warmth must be seen ‘&0
pervade the outside physieel worl%/: its gusranted and mark;

the first without the second is nothing.

So the son with no aptitude for thEnking is eduscated wight
up to the university. DBut hie real inheritanse was Just dust
and ashéé‘.w He wasn't. given an ideé of what the humen ervature
is, but only what the hamen cmamref"éan produce, So as fast
as the clasp spreads end gets rischer, and enrols new mam?ber‘s.
every day from other ¢lasses; it becomes more degenerate.

‘hs fost as & mén 8ete up in & new home and heaps bounty on his
children, from the sveat of his brow, or the sweat of other
people's, his children beooms delinquents, JAn outer life you've



“ 319 =

been broughﬁ up to think of ag doadewsthe sky Just gosses, and
other people fellow-unidts of Worke--isn't going to commend your
respoct. ‘

Even personal inheritance goes by the board greduelly, and
youtre lef#»iith the social inherstance of schools and 3033.
There are gquarrels between father and son: the father no longer
has the ola»mafﬁ of authorityw--he was never allowed to develop
any eirs snd graces h&mself} 80 he isn't so different from &
boy, something isn't quite‘develéggw: hskas never given a yoal
poettion in 1ife, for himself alone, only for himself e; a facet
of the genseral sociel inheritanse, He hes curbed himself dengers
ously in the interests of the general wesl.

And out of thdsd totel dcath of everything intimete end binding
{the intimate sreas become the least binding) there hes to be a
desparate effort thet can only be desoribed as religious: the
laws thet exisy outside men have to be learned egein, dy learning
whers théy are inside; in the.aelf, 5o that power once more becomes
& hunman faéulty and not e déadly abstract instrument by which people
are estranged from intimete 1ife.

| You won't starve without money in your potket, in the ¢harnel

house, the sccial rules being what ‘they are, but you'll be sterved
in the mést terribie sense of all. The whole of life can suddenly
drop decd for you. This is what the middle-cless child learns
early in life, thet ho should ex§e¢$ nothing. This is the
classicel condition of hypertensions It is the &tate of permanent
shook: you would expect to £ind that hypertension is almost &
new disorder, and that it flourishes in the oharnel hotiseé more
then anywhere else; eand, in fdot, it might be called the Americen
disorder. The vhole nervous a&sﬁem is in a stete of alarm.
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This 18n'% fear or discomfort. T?e nervous system would .proovably

! . N R t L P
thrive better under brutelity, This 4{s alarm from the unspoken.

A most terrible intimets alarm, in the orgens and secreting glanas,a»$au'
that the very nipple that feeds you might be snetohed eway. It

never will be, you 'know' that, But the organs and secreiing

glands aren't so sure, They can't feel safe. They knov the ftrubh

underncath: <thet pothing intimste 1s binding, in that world,

Contrects sare bin&ingg

. Among werking people that tﬁieat would be absoiutely impossible,
There would be mush greater real dengsr of the nipple baing
snatched apays<-through hardship---but the threat isn't felt.
My own lifeé waa perfeétly safie in childhood, I was rocked in a
calm to which I didn't know any exception, while my parents were
barely clinging to life and my father wes oub of work, in the
ngeralnslump. The stroets ocutside were c¢hill, there wae the
blenk stare of the ¢ity all round, but inside there vas always
this dazzling tosiness, like being in & palaces I was emong
the richest ghildren on the earths My fether left for the dotks
at five in the morning end got back around seven in the evening,
but he was a rish men, too. Weé had & marvellous blezing fire in
the hearth, a tiny square of it thet glowed .white and heeted the
whaie*room¢ The tiny room where -the five of us lived neorly sll
the time was the most wondérful palage of colours and lighis and
cherms end grecs &nd splendour I have cver been inbtos ' I was
brought up on the philosophy that the pecople in the other dléss
wers more fortunate, but when I Joined them later, efter I hed
graduated through their terridble universities of the soul to
their world, I began to so¢ whet glory I hed come from, end
whet pity and understanding end petilence I owed to the ocuteast
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children of men with money in their pockets.

' From what I have learned in the middle class you heve
relations with people you like and the people you do business
with. The people ymi like are the people you approve of ang
who presumebly approve of you: the approval is handed back and
forth on the prif:c‘ iple of the market-place .-t If you hate some;
body youbturn your dback on the'm.. The bdbreaking-off of relations
is on a messive scale in the middle cless, & deadly ritual that
stops the blood., There is nothing binding. Nothipg you can
sbsolutely teke for granted. So no argumsnts can be carried
through, Nothing cah be inherited. We offer our children
dust and ashes, and there's no way of getting round it.

There is the completé ¢ollapse of human authenticity. The
thrill and mystery ar‘ the human presence is gone. It 1s leaving
the humen face---the c¢racks and lines of reasl experience and
single humen power are going. He has no power. But some he
must wield. You oan't get round it. You can't get round
the single humen creature as the basis of all thought. 1In the
end even the rules and principles wear down because the shere
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intuition underneath is lacking. The single c¢reature has to
be flattered again, for himself alone. The ochild is groomed
early not to trust his lonely powers, but to learn, and learh, _
Short of giving his whole life to the challenging of all
the nolsy reality round him--~from a tenacious instinet thet
something is wrongs~-a mannis bound to be the ohild of rules
and principles, and these will walk all over his face end make
their deaedly ebstract maxk, éo that he loses himself and oan never
achieve ény intimete end thet he might set himself. The int-
imate 1ife alweys % him, without thet battle. Most people
in the world are pasé;ve¢ They inherit their reality and fry
to be good meé}bers of 1t; They believe true whet most people
in the world say is true. Now wheh people were governed by the
seasons, end knew the rhythm of their own desires and whims,
this was all right, In being passive, they still had their own
field of authority, through yislding to the great natural authore
ity outside thems But now their authority is based on a false
premise, They don't went to murder millions of their own kind,
they don't even want to murder one, but they may be doing so
without knowing it. Juet in keeping the vorld going they may
be destroying it. Their basic premise is & baesic contradiction.
It wasn't, before the era of rules and principles., Life wasn't
besed on & thought-out premise at all: it started and ended
consciously in nature, Without this norm you lose the pover
of predicting what nature will do. You have no precedents.
But nature is still there. Even if you want to get to6 the moon
you have to use it, You have to surrender to it even to conquer
it, as the current phrase is. There are rules outside and inside,

Once these rules were acknowledged and knoWwn. They are no longer.
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Even the so~called countrymen doesn't know them.

Ve can't grasp all these péinciplea et work on us; we
are each of us ignorant, wet're each oé us speechless before formulse
we could never hope to unravel alone in twenty 11vés, let alo;e I
one, e have no voite and yet wo have to speak, Ve have to
consult something 1nwourseives for which there is no rule or
principle. We have to use our Jjudgement, after nearly two
centuries in#hich the single and fallible human Judgement has
been undermined and finally é&%hroned. Someone has to stand
alone. Someone has to take the risk of speaking from himself,
He has %o put his doubts and feara.

There's a terrible stillnesa, like efter a2 bomb. Then
people came tegether for an evening, a couple of hours, end
smiles are exchanged, ﬁa huddle round on & merket-basis of
fair exehange, But I had to give even that up. I found I
could never hold m&self.v I was alwayé wanting to talke<sas ‘
1'd been taught ?%talk as @ ohild, in a netural and unfrightened
fiow, 1gtt1ng the indignation or passions come and go, without
afterthéught, But neerly always there was a disaster if 1 |
did so. Apparently, this wvas cffénsive talk. It had s peculiar
¢ontradictory érxeét on m, It made me stop my natural speech,
as an increasing‘habit. In that world you got off most 11ghtly,
it seemed, if you withheld yourself, rendered yourselt Ancognito.
And this is what I learned to 40s This is how the middle-class
retieeﬁ?ée groms:; thé hypertensign may strike us late (whe? it
can't affect the organs seriously) or it may strike us early.

When Melli and I met’we hed no relations, exoept in the
middle~-class barren sense, There were no passions, Nothing

that had to be observed, nothing dinding. Like so mény people
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who are lost 1n “that warld we ached for duty and self-sasrifice,
If you don't sgs through middle-class life you can't get to the
fount. You have to live selfishly, with dreems of unknown guilt
at night and hates that are hardly specified and a‘mpunging irritat-
ion egainst the rest of mankind. I know men who are nearly
suffocated by the hate and irritation they feel against menkind,
and they have the reputation for being quiet and decent, and even
Jolly. And you seem to have a Jolly time with them: but then,
when you've gone, those poor children of ashes seemed to have
plented a kiss of death on your cheekj only your insides told.
you what their insides vwere like-~-externally thepe was no sign
at all, only smiles and agréements; their real presence only came
on you sfterwards, the présence of anguish end dearth and helphess-
ness, o

If = ¢hild is taught that the world may be snatched away,
that even mother and father ere finally merchahts grubbing for
money on hie~behalf. not moved by & love that is so beyond them
thet they can't give it & name; the two chronic habite of the
miﬁdle—class eivilisation lgg'in wait like a snare: constipation
and se;fﬂabuse; Both are an act of withholding, in shock,
They are two aspeefs of an act that wants to keep and preserve
what little mite of power there is, since only rules and principles
stalk about outside, and have no fage for you. fnd the history.
| of individual development in the middle oclass ,1s)right. at the
bottom,the history of the struggle to get free of those hablts,
towerds the original native self-expression, such as aristocracies,
peasantries and working clesses have had.

The life I had as a child, while a glowing refuge from all

this, was by no means immune to it, end was in fact a part of it.
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It had bveen produced-=-menufactured---by the middle cless,
Vithout thenm we wouldn't heve beén there, Ve di& notling to
bring‘fhose streets into existente; nor did our ancestors,
There was just the labour market, which wo filled, in our millions,
And 'the middle class brought the lebpur market into existence.
And while they couldn't bring the dead philosophy of the
market into our lives, we were still in a way their children.
while we were rocked in @ calm and wonderfully safe lap, we still
knew there was something strange outside, something was wrong.
The streets had a dismaying look=-=POVS Upon rows yﬁbﬂ them,
without a tree, That didn't seem Tight, neturel. The factory
hooters sounded weird. The light was weird, from the smoke.
The oreak of the trams was somehow not right. So it waen't cosy
all the way through. You knew it was only cosy at the very
centre., But outside was the terrible world of rTent collectors,
unenployment, diseage, The rat-tat-tat of the rent man was . the
most frightening sound of my childhood. I could feel it from my
mother~««she froze with horror. Yet she hadn't horror in her, |

as & condition, when she nursed me; I was one of her solaces

. from horror. The ratetat-tat was like hell knodking., Suddenly

iy father went sick: for two years or so he spewged his food up,
he vwould spew walking along the street, spew up the food he'd
eaten only o few minutes before., The doctor told him not to
worry-+-stomach oramps, nerves; sSomething he'd eaten., Then nmy

father went to hospital on his own initiative, for an exemination,

" by blind instinct, and they pushed him into. & bed right away:

duodenal ulcer which had to be operated urgentlys A week longer
and he would have been dead, they told him. The home Wes really

smashed by that., There was Just the sick-benefit: a pittance
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on which to keep three children. There vwas always a crisis

of this kind. 5o the threat of the middle-class world was opere
ating on us ell the time., In the heyday of sclence ve were more
wreﬁﬁhed than we ever would have’been before., We belonged to
nothing, no one. Each workingsclass distriet waé a settloment
cut off from the rest of the world. It had to be, to keep

this intimate life going, intact from en outside worid which esked
for one criterion to be observed and one eriterion enly’ that

you sold yourself on the merket,and produced another man's goods
for him. I've never been able to do that, In fact, I'Ve
always refusad.te do it, apart from & six-weeks relapse. Itve
lived, and still to this dey live, by whet in the middle class

is called sponging and getting something for nothing.

'This inheritance we all get of dust and ashes 1is so deep
that i? freezes the source of the soul itself; even the breathing
may be affee?ed, quicganed by penic, unconsciously. '

~ That private process took place ip me the moment I took my
first step into the middle clags. By the end o€?§ourteenth year
I had learned the two great private cornerstones of the middle
class e1v11§sa%ioh—uaself-abuse-and constipation. Ifdon't
remember that 1 acﬁually souldn't go to the lavatory. I ramembgr
that one of my brothers had trouble that way. It wasn't physical
in me. It was more all-pervasive. 1 just couldn't go. I
couldn't go at all, in enything. I wes just stopped up, &nd thet
went on for five years or more, I couldn't think, I couldn't’
smile, I couldn't read, 1 couldn't play, I couldn't wake up in
the mornings. vhat I tould do without any trouble was toss myself
off. I suspeot that the two things are intimately sonnected,

&énd that the one encoureges the other., The orgasm is the body
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insisting on %fff§ in some way or other,

It seems that everytﬁing has to ba re-learned in our wor1a,
beginning with sex, This is the basic distorted thing. There
oén be no more talk now of natural behaviour, Vie've foréctten
how to do the most intimate end naturel services to our own
bodies. Ve have to learn life all over again, Ve have to learn
slowly how to love, how toc eat. Actual cohsbitation is almost
unknovn in our world unt1l it is learned in the triels and errors
of marriege. lie have even forgotten---our bodies have forgotien--
how to have a good shit. You get doctors concentrating on this

.one problem, the principle of evacuvation, and writing books about

it, toos You mustn’ﬁ strain on‘the~pd?ky #sgét more than tge
natural slight pressure necessarys It must come naturally, of
its own acsord, with a slight natural help. There it is again,
the principle of surrenders You heve to learn to surrender to
the wiédoxqﬁ of your own body: The anusg must open.ond close as
if for a birth, the déctors say; the closure at the end of the
evacuation rmust be complete an@ natural; thers must be no straine
ing afterwards even if there ié the mental convietion of having
more to give; that wey lies disorder---diarrhea, unsteady bow%es.
Just the opening and ¢losing, which eftervit has been doné once
or twice will show the way for the future, by habit;, and the boly
will be seen to have 2 life of its.own in that respect, which you
can follow, : |

Unthinkeble wreckege is being done to life, Cities are
canyons of noise¢ end fumes and broken intimsoy. 'And to feed
an enormoué?%ipulation,millions and nillions of beasts &re
trapped and tortured g§§§§ by yeer, and even bred outside the
natural light of day, in & stupendous violation of the rights

of the eerth which will wreak 4 natural vengeanse on the eriminal



% 388 =

breed responsible fom%tL,. 4nd millions and millions of cereatures
big end small are used by firms sand laboratories all oVérlthe‘erld
to carry out hideous end viciously cruel tests, to establish the
origin of the middle-class diseeses that are spreading everybhere,
Far from having eschieved a civilisation through the nineteenth
century we haven't yet taken the first step tovards making this
earth Qzﬁ marvellous and slement place t¢ live ons ‘e have so far
done nothing but torture and meim and messacre its ereatures, end
even to acondemn our own ¢hild¥en to death, though by a sigw torture
thet may take a generation or two to show itself.

Those first visits to Englend, after four or five years to-
gether in Rome, were thrilling and fastinating for us, It Was the
end of our first chapter in the Italian world, the first course in
understanding, vhen €11 the previcus life we had had was regurgite-
ated and disturbed. Melli came bacﬁ to the world of the living in
Rome; it was her dawn; she woke slowly to this dawn when not only
her body but her whole created self was healed of ihe‘northern
so¢iety. 24nd our friendship with Angelo and Frandina formed ine-
visibly. Ve seemed to have a destiny together; between the four
of us; Bub at this moment the déstiny seems finished, I wonder
if we shell ever know the reel explanation---if real explariations
are ever wvouchsafed to us in life. Perhaps the destiny is deve
éloping in silende now, as it did in the first days in Rome, whén
we ;hrdly saw sach other. Perheps fate only guldes and divides
and sorts out, without an explanation at the ecross-roads. In

some way the four of us worked for each other, we developed by
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means of eech other, and .perhapsA brought a world into bdeing
which is inside us now without us knowing 1%,

In those three winters in Englend, in the dark, flat, icy
countryside with the shrieking of foxés &t night, and the sound
of the first cock long before dawn, we gdét & peculiar sense of
home., There was even something mediasval, a touch, intect from
the past: It was in people., There was a certain glowing
charscter in them. We wore strangers. We read ravenously, books
from two end three hiumdred years ago. 4And the past still seemed
to be there. Le seemed to touch it, like actﬁally walking through
history. I began to find the Engiishness in myself, really for
the first time, There was the thrill of being a stranger, yet
knowing the intimacy. You eould-feel the past in the house we
lived in; there were dark, heevy becems, that creaked in the
night.

It was there that I got the first greot warning about Melli,
and_we begen to mend our lives slowly, metching 1t to thehrhythms
outside us end the unfolding of every day, from dawn to dusk,

And there was this sure sense of the natural that the Italians
nad given us. We knew whet was false in people, what was a
wrong trail, We could see the wrong dreams and principles ab
work in people like furnaces without warmth., We knew what wes
dead stuff, because of Italy.

We watched the outer life together: We noted its little
hebits, We watched the birds. e saw hovw the sun went down,
and derkness gave way o the light, Jnd we let the quiel get
into us, through ocur hebits. - We did whet that doctor had advised:
'Be an artiet in the quiet 1life,' He oould as well have said
'Be an artist! and left it at thet., The process is one and the
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same .,

Ve got out of England in & panic rush, after the third
winter, There was no money, the violence had caught up with
us. Hore was & country where & kind of psychic violence hed
taken place. A shock right at the centre of life. So mch
violonce had been done, England wasn't big enough to contain it
all, so it spilled over on to the continent of Amsrica., Ve
couldn't hide it any longer---the charnel house. . The countryside
wag therg; it lay there like a repﬂnder;, a great waste camp
for food-production. .

Angelo and Franeine weré like a fire waiting for us---when
we got out., The moment I saw Angelo walkking along the Rue -dé
Seine arm~in-arm with Mellil, who'd gone on befdrag I knew m fresh
1ife was about to open. But we only get signs in this world,

not the actual mes 5886




