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This 48 the story of friendship-~-a glimpse of ity Perhaps °
we only get one in life, . Our epoch doesn't allow us any mores
It begina with Melld,s .

For five yeara she'd kept me alive, It was the first time

in my life I was free to do what I wanted to do,every day. That
doesn't mean just money. Molli gave me the timoe~othe slow time
that grows out of a source that doesn't change and never has to
spoake«wthe gift of undisturbed time that alvays lies inside her,
amazingly untouched by the world.

Wle got a tiny, intimate home going, first in lonte Suero,
a hideous Jerry-built garden suburb Just outside Rome with very little
garden about it, and then in Rome itself, in the old part,. where
1t was noisy and cluttered-up but with a strange embracing glow
that seemod to belong to the end of the ninbteenth century, as
that epooh was in Europe and not in Englend---the time of horse-
drawn ocarriages and dim lamplights 9nﬁ oandles at table, and &
sort of commercial baroque that wasn't too disgusting. - We used
to ferl this most when wo werse dressing to go out in the evening,
especially & winter-evening when the televisions weren't blaring '
across our eocartyard, and all the colours of the room glowed sharp-
iy, with the Japanese standing lamp, the deep~blue darpet and sea-
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blue ceiling, the bright yellow curtains that didn't quite fite--
everything so clean, even in the city, with clear primary colours
that always have a special glow in Italy.

The light--<this 1s whet you miss when you leave Italy, the
marvellous glowing light vhich is always there like a mystical
presence even on dull days, and,which'épens the eyes vide, as the
dry air widens and nourishes the fibres and jdints and nerves.

Just the light end air of Italy heal, Just a touch and even the
tighteét face frcm.nortﬁern eivilisétioﬁ starts to clear and show

a natural light, ae 1t‘ease3-the»mnscles“underneath and soothes the
guts and lessens the anxious, trotting pride and stops the invisible
gnawing of the worm of ambition that always plans and schemes and
thinks to itself and can't ever yield to the world outside because,
in the north; the resl world isn't sllowed to show, The real world,
vhich 'is natursl light end air, is still there in Itely: it has gone
into the guts and tissues, I don't mean optimism. Ue have much
more of that. In that way Italy is a dark, numbed world: endlessly
dark. |

Everything I had belonged to Melli, It still does, I had
absolutely nothing. Just what I stood up in. I could smilewe=
I could rise to that---just enough to make her think I was mors or
less sane.. ‘

In Monte Sacro we had hardly more than one room for the two of
us, and even that was small, It was wonderfully cosy. 7There was
another room, ruch smaller, only that was separated from the next-
door flat by a wall as thin as cardboard end you could" hear every
word, every,;;;g&ind even every creak of & chair caused by the moving
of @ behind, It would only do for & little reading in the day.

If you tried to sleep there you were projected out of your sleep

b& the sound of sweeping and dusting, which went on for hours, ntt
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ordinary dusting and sweeping but & fenaticel kind: the furniture
was always pushed across the floor with a horrible wrench and squeak

(she seemed to be both the laziest and the most energetic person you

- could imegine), and the broom hit every bit of chair-leg and wainse

coting head-on. Italy is nerve-wracking. But the real nerves
underneath don't suffer: 1Itve alwayé.found that stranéa.a Then
there was the conversation. This was southern Italian, shouﬁéd,
with lots of cougheo--ﬁut quite charming: I liked the conversation
best of all, | ‘

<o we slept and ate in the bigger room, and we dbrought up our
dog there too. There was a :tiny balcony meadiﬁg off this room
through'?rénch windows, which never got the sun apart from & few
delightful moments about breskfest time. In fact, the whole flat
was out of the sun. The windows looked down into shadow.

Iha description ‘Ygarden suburb’ came from its previous exist-
ence, berora the war, in Iussolini's time, when it had been a place
on its own, quite separate from Rome, c¢onsisfting mostly of villas
large and small among trees, along quiet, orderly little roads,

You still felt this other life sometimes, ﬁith the tall new blocks
standing up behind.. . Once ;g:f:§giia bus from the Porta Pia along
a deserted Via Nomentana, with trees on esither side of an avenue,
but now you Jjoined a smellﬁ queue of cars and cycles and got there
in half-an-hour if you were lucky. And now there are houses and

new flats nearly the whole way out., 4nd the garden suburd gleams

~and fleshes at the end like a huge concrete zoo, vhere évery shop

seems to sell precisely the same thing, in flimsy coloured plastic
bsgs, even the vegetables, The goods they sell don't seem to have‘
come from a real place or been grown anythere. This 1s the little
tinsel dream of Italian prosperity. The tall blocks look vivid

for & few weeks and then start peeling in the rain or sun.
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1’0111 was living in one of the nev blocks when ve mete-~=
with the sound of bulldozers all through the day, end none of the
roads made up, These roads were always the subject of dispute

betveen the contractors and the town authority: neither took

Tesponsibility for them, so they vwere mud in the winter end a fine

dusty sand in the summer. But her place was quiet, cle2n and quiet,
because she was the first occupant and most of the other apartments
vwere empty. I shall never forget that first hesling quiet,

UYonte Sacro was the place for the new lower middle-class,
people who were more orderly end subdued then their mothers and
fathers§ they'd turned their backs for good on the old rough
peasant life where you squatted in a field for a shit, and at *
night flung yourself down on anything fiat and slept at once,
Contadini---peasonts, slready a term of slight contempt, or hurt
distaste, mixed With compession, with just & hint of the dignity
given by the fascists and false for that reason. ‘

The place had a terrific tedium, It wes the Italien tedium---
the sad inherited convictlog of the nerves that nothing is going to
move or change---a tedium gone out of the body, where it had slept
quite comfortably end healthily for centuries, into the mind; A
nervous tedium. Partly i$ wes because the place was new, The
Italian intimscy would grow again---probébly already has--ebut the
0ld timeless and heslthy tedium wguldn‘t come Sack’. Now there was
Just slien restlessness, The streets would degin to look intimate—--
Italy con do that to the most hideous things---but this restlessness
would be on top. There is this nervous mind-searching you never got
before. ‘

In that first tiny home we made together we started to come to
terms with our own restlessness. Ge found each other e xhausted,

slmost broken, in different ways; but outwardly resilient. In
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a way we'd both Just recovered from something. Melli from a real
C siokness, me from a life-siokness, which ere the same thing in the
énd. Really we were at the end ef,;’aeruggle when we met. The
meeting was only a climax, and afterwards we felt it had boen proe
destined, Vo both seemed to wait for it; already conscious of it
coming, certainly to need it, absolutely, with every fibre and littde
nerve, spoken in every chance remark to other people and felt in
slecp, always as & waitings I know I waited, day after dey, in
the most messive pouse.of my life.

So that when it happened it was almost not a surprise, I
remember tho morning perfectly. It was one of the dazzling and
radiantly clear days you get in the autumn in Rome, It meant for
me & release from disgust and & horrid weight that had been loading
itself on 9# for months, even years, accumulating like the dust and
the dry, poisoned air in the streets and the deafening traffic.

4 At that time in Rome, I remembey, I wés almost never alone.

But it was all duast. Everything said was Qust and misery and

dross. It was all for nothing, from nothing, towards nothimg .

I was nothing.. I couldn't afford to be élone: 1 meen, really
T in the monoy-sense I couldn't afford it. I didn't have enough
moneye In faot, I hed sbsolutely nones So I had to keep
rotetings Otherwise I would have lost all connection with the
worlds. I kept saloulating to myself, *'I can't die, I oan't atarve
to death, so something must happen, if I Just hang on.' So I hung
4 on from day to day, just getting through each day separately, as a
separate sccount which I tnohght of singly, gotting Just enough
food under my belt, perhaps one¢ bus ride, a walk across Rome, &
goffee here, & drink from somaone there, I always regretted not

1

being able to talk about iteewto say, 'I'm finished.,' But I
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couldn't. If I'd done that I could probably -have picked up-an
easy job :somewhere or even been given money stragght off, as a
gift. But I always behaved as if I knew things vere all right, so
naturally people thought the same, And it was complicated by the
fact thet I didn't want a job. iIf one appeared on the horizon I
found myself taking a aide-street.

At the time we met I'd just picked up a job as‘an-extra in
some ﬁmerigan film, which would last a few days., The idea was to
dress up 82 a German priest, in a bBright scarlet cassock witﬁ a wide
furry hat, together with a smell group of boys from Trastevers who
had the devil of a time making dirty jokes and larking abouts ¥e
were supposed to be tourists from the Grpmen collegé: As the film
was alvays shot outdoors, in the ruins of the Forum or at tng Col-
osseum=--it was one.éf those messive.£ilns on a wide sereen that
showed tge finest spectacles of the vworld---we had to walk through
the atreéts in our red cessocks, gnd of course we weré taken for real
priezéésy The Trastevere boys really did look like priests, too.
They had ‘the natural acting sbilities of the children of the poor.\

\ 2y
They created extra-

ordinary alarm, and the £ilm director had to meke an appeal yo them
not to 'overdo' the fun, because they might get a eomplaiﬁt'from the
Vatican. They mould follow a women dovwn the street with their
cassocks -1ifted up over their knees, doing & sort of dance. Romans
used to decades of glooqw, undemonstrative priests stared aﬁd.gaped‘b'
and stoéd rooted to the pavement. .The women would look round with
a kind of ravished amazement, mixed with interest, The boys made
their usual segual cat-calls, 'Che pezzol', * e zz&, che eul/:!“'---
what e piece, what an arse on that one! One of them bunched up his
waist band in the form of a massive phallus, knotting it at the end,

end rushed straight up to 8 passing woman, holding it in both hands.
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She was so astonished thet all she could do was to step aside wibh-
out saying a word, her mouth open, at the samziggpching hard, as all
the other women did---not sfraid, because these were priests after all,
only intrigued snd horrified and fascinated and perfTUIIY stunned and l
unwillingly emused all in one; and like the others she kept turning
to look at us, hurrying off at the same time. The poys would whip off
their neat, rimmed hats just as someone Was passing and make as if to
piss in them, pushing their bellies out end straining hard,  The
American direstor---tho looked exactly like most people's idea of an
Lmerican director, with harn-rimﬁed spectacles and & chair to sit in
by the camera and a kind of green shade over hié»eyes, gazed on mildly
from & height where the cameras couldn't be seen. He had such a
tolerant look--~he even smiled. And ncw and then he sent down mild
messagef-=--plcase, boysiZIittle respect, please, ‘

Apparently, thet was the historical reason why the German priests
wore red: back in the centuries they'd behaved so rowdily in Rome that
the pepe hed put them in & colour pecple could see a8 mile away, ' That
vas the story; anyvay « '

As we were crossing the road from the Forum to the Colosseum
(about the most dangerous road in Italy becasuse it is so wide), on our
way back from a snatched lunch in a pizzeria, o man with a deadly pale
face and a morbid, gloating expression picked up with us, right in the
middle of the traffic, and begen asking one question after ‘another---
vere we sbout to be ordained, how long had we studied, wgré we sad
about it perhaps, whet sort of feeling did we have aboutﬁthe priestly
1life? He was struck, apperently, by our not wearing our~hat§---it
seemed to him our lest ascertion of freedom, before we took the cloth.
And we were so young. He kept looking at us closely, fascinated and

gloating, taking us in one by one, very slovly, from our feet ypwards,



looking starved of life, with a slightly sweating pallor. And the
boys answerea with perfect seriousness, They seemed to know what he
wanted to hear. Yes, they were about to be ordéined, ¢t was a sed
moment but also & stirring one~$oo, for all of us. Le were so0
young?! Yes, yes, the morbid.chap said with & nod, he could see that,
with his perverted 11ttigglance at 211 our parts. We'd given up
everything, the bgys wenf on, We'd given up our homés, our possessions,
our families, and of course----somens Ah!  ih, yes! Wasn't that
peinful? How could we d¢ 1t? It was hard, the boys said,'terribly
hard---they spoke with a wonderful soft solemnity; it was hard, but
vhen one had heard the Message,; and seen from afar, and Inew.one's
vocation, when the light was clear ahesd, dazzl;gg one's eyes, then

all the little pleasurés other men strain after were very small things

indeed, my son! They ﬁalked‘ﬁith absolute understanding. They really

did uni erstand. They weren't smiling at all., They moved and spoke

and looked round éxactly in their role, and thege was thet subtle Roman

humour wunderneath which 1s»sad.and shows & sad fece, and never laughs,
One of‘éhe scenes was actually in the Forum, and we had to walk

between the ruins slovly, some of us looking at the stones and others

reading their prayer books or saying the rosary., 4And they dig it all .

with such an extraodrinary natural ease. 1t was beyond even & ting.
They vwalked solemmly, not a bit too fast or fde slove @ﬁd nobody
had to tell them. They knew all the characters of ROMEwa=0f 1ifee—-
in their blood, and didg't have to be told. 4And éll.the while they
were walking along solemnly fhey were meking dirty Jokeé, without mov-
ing their faces, saying, 'Lobk at that big column, my ffiend, it's
just like your father's prickl®

I watched all this through thick layers of loneliness and alarm

and restlessness that were like & hot rash all over me, making me

\
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tremble. Getting up in the morning and going through the day meant
a8 voyage through nervous alarm that changed its scope and situation
every few moments and was also strangely exeiting; the excitement
provided the moral energy to go on. - Only fior a few hours in the
morning 4id life look sane, out in the tiny country house# near
Frascati where I was liflng at the time, with en Italien femily.

The deughters and the féfher,would have gone tO'ﬂorﬁ by then, vhile
the noisiest boy had gone to schobl.. - So I was alone.with Lisa, the
mother., 3he was & éﬂiet,:sharply goodlooking wonmen, thinnéd'by
nork ané womries,. She had such an easy way of talking, direct and
rather child-like, end we would talk for long hours together, vhile
she mended socks or cooked. It was those long hours of healthy
tediup that kept me in sanity at all, THothing I askéd seemed incone-
venient to her, or 1rrg;ating.' I was in the house like a siray,

I brought in vhat money I could, vhen I could. The me&ls were noisy=-=
the clattering went on from the'momantswa sat down until the tiny cup
of coffee which only one or two of the grown-ups had at the end g::é’\
tesets, an enormous c¢lash and clamour, with three generations telking
at the top of their voices, but without touching the hungry, digesting
orgens inside, The room where we ate and sat end lived most of the
time was & derk, thrilling pla;e\with a-staircase and dininggtable at
one end, and a cluttered sideboard under Russian ikons ané pictures,
which had been brought dback from & visit of the papal nuncio befors the
war. The father was a msmbgr of the pope's é;ﬁ;%fgugrd and dressed
in a magnificent uniform nov end then, and carried a sword at the side

of the pope's cheir. Vhenever we talked sbout priests having vomen

or anything like that---which.his sister,

v ,
g liked to do=-~-~he bit his 1lip and went rather

quiet; mhtak but he took colour-photos of some of the most attractive

young women in Rome, showing a lot of bosom, usually in bathing costr
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umes, and now and then one of the looal monasteries would invite him

_to dinher‘and he would take the transparencies along and shov them as

lentern slides, He would spent minutes fixing his camera, if there
was en attractive women to teke, qu would ai%=G§E=t§Ea=ta.por£§§—over
her bosom through the view~finder, He had e rather panic-stricken
glence comptines, shnwing:the whites of{his eyes like a horse,.and
for sll his stemping he was a mild, tolerant man, with that faint

‘humour which in the real Roman hardly twitches the lips. They were

real Rgmané, in the old, flourishing, wild and rampaging seﬁse.
Every moment was burned -émy, rather then lived. Their tedium was
the o0ld kind. fhey had the noisy, raucous, passionete and philistine
approach of the'dld penniless nobility. There was sudden shouting,
then long quiet. The Vo1§es were thick and unawere, JSometimos the
ribald sister would lower herfdreSS'and show one of her breaéts,,with
a quiet laugh,.to show us how beaatifyl she'd once been; and the
father would look away, rémonstrating very quietly, but with the hardly
vieible twitch of his lips, cracked and thick, unhindered by a moment's
real imposed discipline in all his 1life. .:nd the old women, his
mothei, talking firmly and quietly at his side during the meals,
rang;gg over names and families and the past, in a dialogue that seecmed
to have been going on for fifty years, with nothing ehanged. 

Outside the windows at the back there was a small courtyard with
a fountain, where the women washed and gossipod all day, and in the
front they had a little piece of garden leading down to the road of
olivé trees and peach trees, In summ§r the house baked silently,
with the dogs barking in the yard every now and then, and the sound
of cicadas was so overpoveiing that it was like a higher sllence,
nearly beyond all fecling, drugged. |

I used tovsii there for many hours, with Lisa, while she knitted

or mended some trousers, or talked to her sister-in-law, who sipped
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vhite wine all the timeé and sat sighing and yawning, and making her
ridbald chuekle,; As I say, the mornings just after breakfast were
the most peaceful time. I would xaﬁe my tea alone, with & big hunk of
bread and jam, and Lise would be in the kitohen at the other end of
the room, with the sun streaming in, getting the vegetablés ready
for lunch, talking t;j;hrough the open doorway.

The house was nearly always ramshackle, nearly always deafening,
and sometimes ghe passed'hef hend over her dbrow in & tired way and said,
tg;wgggx* There was & kind of primitive struggle, hardly statoed,
between her mother-in-law and herselfs The old women would talk
slowly and stolidly, always getting her point over, through the clattex
and shouting. Her oonversations with her son were endless, and had a
violent, gutteral, passionate and yet dry tone, hard and merciless
and yielding and soft a¢ tho same time~-~-the Roman way of talk thet
probebly was the same in the ruling families two or three hundred
‘years ego, among the so-called black aristocracy, tha aristocracy of

‘the church. They'd g¥f lost all their money @nd their position, but
the dry, clattering wildness wag still there, the extraordinary
surges of passion that nearly wrecked everything, including themw
selves, the terrific rilse and fall of life every day, always

violent and dramstis, never pausing, always raising and dropping
1ife with a loud reverberation that had no effect; that led to
nothing, to no change, that was always enclosed again in the soft

wed and woof of life, and then wreoked again, momént by moment, with
6 olashing, vulgar, disgusted, ecstatic, tamed and abject and yet
passionately assertive movement of feeling, that gorged itself on
the energies and the heart and the bowels, and ate them up all day
and spewed them out, and then regurgitated it all again as if from
nothing. For hours of days, and days of weeks, it socmed that I
sat there, nearly always in the same chair between the window and the

J Tl 12
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dining toble, in & kind of second life in which all self and looking-
forward and even gga»natural enimel-identity seemed to have been given
up, While only the fibres and nerves went on living, numbed even to the
point of satisfaction; drowsy and distant, with only the flesh in prop=-
ér comection, and growing invisibly all the time, in the hot room,
whf;zd?ggaone talked or the radio blared or the women shouted é; the
back they washed amt=t3®e clothes or the whole family became active
in one full clattering chorus that only stopped suddenly, as if put out
by God, at bedtime, to be resumed with the same violent suddenness at
seven the next morning. It seemed I could have gone on sitting there
always, end nothing would have changed very much, gradually I would have
become a limb in their family-life that could never b?&emoved again,
absorbed into their momentery drames----Lisa going $o bed with her
young nephew, the father writing an appalled letter to this young
nephew, though gentle at the seme time, because he loved him so much,
and then the attempt of the young nephew to seduce the daughter, and

& gquarrél betwesn Lisa and her sister-in-law, over the nephew, whoﬂy
the sister-in-law claimed was being seduced by Lisa, and so forth,

all in great dremetic instalments day by day. 1 certainly was drawn
into the drama, dbut not yet with my whole life: my energies were

being shouted away and spent passionately on the immediate morent,
until the body that owndd them slumped down &t night and slept like

the others, waking violently agaiﬁ soon after dawn, to take up the

long raucous dialogue, and so life passed, tearing and tugging the
flesh in a pointless perpetual motion so that you never really owned
your own life for & moment and there wesn't @ moment to spare in which
to see’*i?' clearly, there was no separateness from other peopley

even your lips were like the lipe of somethirg from the past, a

gulf or vine-terrace, like the lips of the baked earth, end every

change came from outside, from an angry fate or a suddenly benign
/T P 126,
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one, but if you tried to ¢ling to the benign one it showed a bittor
vengeful spite and threw you off again. It ﬁ&ught.ma the meaning
of what Stendhal said, that passion had passed out of Europé in the
aixteenth century. Passion is thet hard, ravcous; immediate method
of life which poses at once what ome must do, smd gives no spare
moments in which to see things dlesrlys But we haée to see things .
¢learly all the time; wo're lost otherwise: It's our method, &
different lifo.

It was the real Romen styls, in thet house, It was what
Stendhal meant when he seid that the Romans were passionate--~that
this was whet distinguished them among Italians. Their life was
unpausing and wild, yet numbed, listless, sunken, abjee¢t. Feelings
rose from the abject vapours, like plants from decay. Under the
old Roman passion, of vhich there are still traces today, you have
that natural evblution, the decay isn*t thrown off or refused,
which is a secret of survival. In that house I loarned my first
Italian-~~I was flung, at once, into the heart of Rome, with nothing
fency or modern, I weas given the real flesh of Rome asg it had always
boen, even in the pagan dayes perhapss It seers and;yét gecretly v
fattons your flesh. = It is brutal yet waywardly soft, with nothing
virginal, nothing fixed or stric¢t or unharmenious, least of all 1#
its violence; nothing is strained, nothing is allowed in the slight-
est degree negative,. even what is an absolute and brutal ne, nothing
that 6ould stop the daily ¢onsuming and spénding and laying waste
of flesh,

That ves nearly nine years ago. I was still being whirled
round then, wondering at what point in the wheel's giddy tuim I ‘
would be flung off. All I knew was that it couldn't go on whirle-
ing round at that rate. '

I didn*'t kxnow what was heppening to me but I was aware that

ST P13
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thie was a period of vaitinge--with the whole of my body, where

I abandoned any ¢laim to a raal,-mn?ing selfs There was domsthing
deliberate in my waiting, after a11-;1 wag deliverately laying
myself open to God, I wanted fate to decide something for me, I -
wanted to be. shown the path mystically, without putting enything in
the way.

That was why I'd come to Rome in the first pluce., I left
London suddeniy. I thr97£VGrything upe. And I don't really know
why it was Romes I know no onec there, I took & oncw-way ticket
to Rome on borrowed mdney, with endugh extra to keep me a fow days,
I went into the blue with my eyes shutes It wag done with an absole
ute surrender---sither it would save me or finish me, I drew the
darkness on myself, blindly, letting go ¢f my identity., I only
had the name and picture in my passport. Ofherwise thore was
nothing. I believed that if I surrendered helplessly to fate, it
would have to give & me & signs I wanted & sign. I wantod fate
to show me whore I belonged in 1life, to whom I belonged, Ang I
had to be naked for that. I had to be without possessions, and
without anyone o save me, At & point in life you have o do that,
You must lay yourself open to fate, ;p however 1ittle @ way (the
effect will be for the whole of life--~-there's no little way with
fate), because fate is only a word for your ultimaie self, a reality -
without flesh or single éxistence, that is known only on the death=
bed,

Melli did the same, and about the same time, She came from
Germany, after growing up in Americas  She ylelded her flesh in the
same vay, after the shadow of death had fallen on her for a moment.
That wes infinitely: greater than my mirrenders .She knew the force
she was surrendering to. I didn't, She had more shere knowldge
of the invisible than I could imagine. There was no foresight in
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what she 414: thereforse only passion.

And whon I got her littls note one @ayqewit srrived after
a roundabout journey, quite miraculously---I think it was even lost
for & tim---anyway, there it was on my bed one sad, hlﬁéing}y sunny
afternoon, just after I*4 got back from Rome, 8nd an enormous relief
went through me, as if I'd got o the énd of & long journey,
though I d&idn't know who this person was, I'd never met her, ly
mind #aid nothing. My mind had no ideass It was just & notee-
from the friend of a friends But there was this extraordinary
poace in me, and a confidence beyond énything I'4 knowvn for years,
as I read 4%, ALl out of the bilues I had to reply---moéke £n
appointment, so I wrote the name of the only cefé I knew in Rame
vhere you could sit for any length of time and vhich wasn't dons out
in travertine like a lavatory. It was aalled the Arapno, the .spider,
and at that tims had chandeliers and mirrored walls, and potted
plents, 1ike a Viennese ¢afd; . later they changed it, especielly
the neme, and put the marble and chromjum in, The Italians have
fow real cafds, only hurried little bars where you snat¢h a thick
ocup of coffee and buzz off &gain.

+ # F + 4

suddenly life changes in all sorts of waySe--towards an end:
without you knowing it. Not long before this I'd got to know
Angolo and Francine, I uséd to go to their flas, and some-
times stay a night or two on the sofa in the sitting rooms That
vas a strange storyy Yoo I'4 met Francine in London; quite a
numbey of months beforé. - Shetd just had one of her .many quarrels
with Angelo, and had packed up and flown offs - I.was Bittimg in
a oafé on a Sunday morning, when the stroets were deserted end there
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was that look of torpor and dearth over everything#with the c¢louds
low over the roofs. I was sitting there slone, next to someone I
was on nodding termsgwith—«~he worked in the City and always wore a
derk suit, and was nicknemed Slippery Dick, I dpn't know why.
Francine yas in the corner by the coffee bar? reading something by
Bernard Shaw: I remember looking at the title from across the room.
It was a dark end eoWBIS¥EFy cheotic period for me, when I was
seperating from my first wife: we'd been apart the year before, on
and off, but now it looked finel. e were very nice to each other
about itb*-Fhe great battles were over--=and now there only remaiged
the slow physical ache of becoming separate, I don't mean in sex but
Just in the daily habif of contact and always being there, ‘hen I
come to think of it, we weren't together very long, only about five
years, and for the last one of those Wwe were aspart. But it was like
drawing ourselves out of & long sleep, not o very comfortable one but
& friegdly one---we were always friends, end there was that unbroken
respecs petween us that made everything perplexing and contradictory.
The.mornigg I met Francine we'd spent most of the night up, talk-
ing at someone's flat, about five of us: one of them was an actor,
I think, of French origin, and he was telling us yarns by the hour;
I can remember his dark, rether elfin, lined face, and his pleasant
clothes, as he talked and one person fell asleep While anothér woke
-up; all through the night until dawn that went on. Then we all
trooped back to our house and had dbreaskfast, Those nights had some-
thing terrible and ecstatic in them---there was the excitement of
straingng $he nerves %o a delicious, troubled fatigue whigh gnared
and enflamed the sex, in a situation where one's body and everybogy
else's was being broken up---everything was bréakdng up, not only
the furniture and books that looked drabber and drabber in the daily

smoke of London, but all hopes and wishes and tender little serviceg,
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all folly and intimate 1little preoccupetions, all:was dbeing closed
and thwarted, like the closing-up of the fertile organs in & women.
And eslways that low-henging sky, it seemed---always a strange dawg
when the sound of the birds made you slightly sick because it was
natural: the sunlight was always forgotteh, it ccme and went like a
lure to other places. And underneath this swinging and rolling and
sickeningly yielding dajly life there were the shadovws :of betrayal
and thinés>1ert undone and badness unaccounted for--«there was never
cruelty. exactly, nothing really unkind, that seemed too positive a
gesture for lives already swallowedpitp, but there was a gathering
badness, from promises that came to nothing, from leaving everything
intimate to the mercy of the huge city. There wasn't anybody bad
there, dbut the badness grew from there'being nothing else~~=people’s
goodness, which 1is éeally their intimacy, shone for & moment and then
was put out by drink or a late night or a sudden infatuation that
eclipsed everything for a week, & month, & year---so, that everything
was personslity, faces and clothes, a way of talk, a fascinating little
habit (@ laugh or e way of standing or it might be just a nervous
cough) that was copyrighted by the owner and kept as his mark, ’
There was complete honesty. You couldn't dig ;;%flow into your- °
self because there wasn!t the time or. the necessary silence and -
composure, but everything that was conscious poured out in an ecstatiec,
flowing way, which turned everybody into a little philosophereee
candour was the one hold on 1ife people had; without thet endless
self-revelatinn there was no sanitys - People knew that things were
breaking up, thelr bodies and heerts were breaking. And nearly
every one of them was secretly plenning a getaway, even from his own
wife or closest friend to whom he told everything, One would drpp
out here, another there---sometimes he was never heard of again---

'0h, he's in New York, I think'-e~'Sh¢ married a watchmaker of ell



people, and tbhey're living in Penge', Penge being a joke for sub-
urbia or those whot'd given up the struggle. "Underneath, ever ybody
was planning for his.own intimacy---a wWay out, one day. In the ené
everybody left, . though they might not have moved house~--they might
only have .moved & block away from where they'd spent their darkest
nights, but their lives changed, they planted their intimacy again,

how
to try and meke it grows And they all look back on each other with

a sort of feaxr and disgust---they fear meetingg---no more of tﬁgt
life~--the 1life where the characters are always changing. Ve were
nearly ell wrecked, and we all left in the nick of time,

I was sitting in the café feeling hsavy and lost, rather sick
' from the night before. It was unusual for me to go to & café alone=---
at least %o a cafg like this, vwhere a lot of people 1 knew congregated:
I either stayed at home or .went a short bus-ride away to a convention-
al place vhere there were women Wwith thefr little dogs and a fittad
carpet on the floor. I felt safe there. But this time, to my own
astonishment, I left the house and walked straight to the café round
the corner. I didn't even hesitate dbefore going in. . I didn't walk
up and down the road outside to see if there was anyone there:I wanted
to avoid. And I didn't feel awkward taking a seet alone, squeezed
between other people. I felt too heavy, life was going too far for
that sort of worrying to be possible any longer---1 was beginning
to settle down in the mud of excitement and grief every dsy thet
elung to me, mud that was an irritant and a drug as well, so thick
after a time that it was .protective,; and shyness was impossible:
bringing a blush to the face through all that wrong living needed an
effort., But I did menage it at times. Like & child, <Suddenly.
As if gn»unaccountable shame that was almost collgctive, almost not
belonging to oneself at all, thoded up and drowned everything else
for ' the moment. Bui on the whole I had a kind of permanent.trembliqj
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oomposura.‘ I sat down and nodded to Slippery Dick, He was always
polite, witﬁ a neat and thoughtful air, and gave me a nice smile
back. Ve talked a bit., Francine got up and left, end quite invol-
untarily, without intending it in the slightest, I said: to him,

'Whet 8 nice~looking girl.' And he said at once, 'liould you like to
meet her?® He then jumped up ard dashed out into the street to
fetch her back. I sat there in a dim, deeply underground astonibh-
ment, She had struck me---cgain vithout real consciousness, but like
a movement far underneath my being, where there were only dreams and
aches and glimpses of fate---as not being wrecked, as not being a
wrecker, but as having an intimate and truthful concern: it was in
her face, a look of ¢lean concern, she could still worry about triflea,
and above all she was truthful, she had a face that couldn't tell a
lie~~=it would shov a lie immediately., She returned after e long
time, He had to run nearly the length of the road, How extraordin-
ary thet he should do that---we hardly knew each other---all I did was
make & chance remark, what seemed a chance remark---and he dashed off
as If I1'4d given him en urgent order! He was still panting when Bhey
came in. And I was sufficiently recovered from my numbness for pmy -
heart to be beating quickly at the ordeéeal of e first meeting. I stood
up end we shook hands. Francine. From Paris. Actually from

Rome---she had just come from Rome., Ah, Rome! . I knew Rome, I'd

been there the yeaxr before. She was a pretty girl with long dark

hair and very clear eéyes, slim and rather pale, Aff@r a few minutes
Slippery Dick got up to go, and left us sitting there, 4And I don't
believe I ever spoke to him again., I saw him some years later in
g&ta.sort of dence~hall, or a club, but he didn't recognise me-—e- .
séAmany people come and go in that world, die and.then.ccme to life
again, fall and pick themselves up, suddenly change their characters,

their clothes, walk, voice, mind,
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So there we were} \iithout any warning---in a few minutcse«e
Francine and I, with our lives chenged, because the meeting did change
our lives. e spent tle whole of that day together, wandering round
London, ¢aking bus-rides, sitting in a park. It was marvellog%to be
perfectly\simple, after s@tlong. e just talked; .e vere a¢ our
ease, = And to my astonishment I told her all about my present sit-
uation, The candour which never came to me when I was.with other
peop@e, when it was the necessary ¢oin to be passed round before you
could be zccepted, was suddenly there like a clear light, simple and
motionless, so that I talked quietly end without the slightest shame,
I can remember her saying to me suddénly, while Wwe were walking along
a deserted street, 'Do you know, I think you &nd my husband are going
to be close friendsl' And there wasn't just opinion in her voice,
There was even more than coaviction: it was just final---knowledge.
And I hardly did more then nod; I just accepted 1%, I could sec
him clearly, though she™ hardly talked asbout him =&l at that
time, ©Ho was there, clear and dark, the first image before I'd set
eyes on him, ‘

Prbbap;y, in the dimness of that morning, I thought life had
enother little love-affair in store for me---vith her. DBut 1life
had other intentions.” .And that also was a relief. All this
*love' buaines; had been going on so long, thete had been such a
traffic of free and engagéd and half-engaged bodies over the last
year or so thet I was cick and tired of it, to the deathl Ieople
did it to keep elive, They tounched bodies to keep the blood flowe
ing~---rightly. The body either hes te be stirred with love or
with the signs and symbols of love: it can get along with very
little. These were the signs and symbols, It wasn't pleasure.

The moment or two of ecstatic recognition at the begingiégigﬁﬁwr

quickly lost. The intimacy had then to be reckoned with. But
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this wag at variance with the first glitterin%ﬂreeognitioq, which
was publicy which belonged to public glitter end was like a8 little
ezzi;;;;:d‘visionaa~it.could never be cashed, it could never be turned .
to intimacy. So we (I vonder if Francine felt the same thing?)
arrived inmediately at what we Yanted, without kndwing in the slight-
est what it was---but that's like all real wants, they show themselves
through their fraition efterwerds, thoy meke life serve them the mom-
ent a chance offers. And we were a chance for each other,

The strange thing is that Francine was never part of the stunning
friendship that started dwtusen Angelo and me in Rome, and then absorb-
od lelli as well. Jhs alweys stayed a bit outside. JShe was always
at the edge, slightly resenting, with her simplicity, her capscity
for doing a service; a mﬁznzéggna.power~to be moved and appealeé¥o,
She maintained & kind of discipline for the rest of uss She had
something eimilsr to my f£irst wife---a kind of inexMaustible mercy
combined with % In the English this is & soft, hesitent
quality, o certain gracious expectation before the spectacle « 1ffe,
in the French it is more & decision 'of the intelligence, this same
respect for life, And it can flash into hardness, learned from
hundreds of years of organic development, in both cases, Both are
ancient and ave-inspiring combinations. |

Sometimes, later on, she even ‘began to fear our visits, vhen
they had noved to Paris, - S0 much was diagorged,_that was painful
for her to touch---much ﬁore-painful than I realised at the time.
Those visits brought-up &ll sorts of discontents in Angelo that lay
dormant otherwise; ¢the moment we were together he launched into
one of his accounts of the horror of life, while Francine made her
frightened recoil,

She would rather it stayed beiow, unnentioned, She would réther

not go through it, but at the same time she recognised that if you
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live with a man like Angelo you couldn't live on any other, terms.
She recoiled from the enormous contredictory horror and tragedy ané
mervel of life; that unfolds like an unbelisvable pisture of which
we were never given any warning, end which seems chadtic. She
feared this seeming chaos and deared not+plunge into it. And this
seeming chaos vas Angelo's order: She wanted life neater, with \
practical solutions. . , o RN

Their quarrels were famous emong their Roman friends,. The >
friends would ask with the réther>ratty malice of the Italian |
educated classes, 'Are they still querrelling?*, their eﬁes glint-
irg a little--~18 classica questione, this was called, the class-
ical question everyone esked about Angelo, from their neat enclaves,
He was so eiever, 50 much alone and remarkable 1q his thoughts, so
turbulent and yet extrsordinarily calm, with the born authority of
an intelligence that pervades éverything and touches every expoere
ience and learns all the time and shekes off the dross and contin-
ually renews itself and is continually in new shape, continually
apart from anything sociel or eccepted or even heard-~-that he wes
an isolated men. Nothing came of his friendshipsp_

And. since he alzﬁigeggzgﬁﬂfmselr, terrifically, burning him-
self every time on thoseA?uauudht-soulgg it wvasn't just isolation
but continual suffering. He offended the careful rationalism
of middle-class people. .That was painful for Francine, toco;
becauge shs shared the rationalism; she believed in the world as
logic, people's logic--=but witq:;a:igf frailty of doubt that drew
her to Angelo more than to the otherﬁdsne,gggg she preferred.,
She saw every little group of friends come to ruin., He was
elvays compleining, always humiliated, always brought up egainst
the rock of other people's hearts, bleeding and half-broken, and

pouring himself out to her, This was *weakness' for her---this
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continual giving of himself, the shedding of his reality every
moment of the day, Instead of being teken as a gift abd privilege,
ghis shedding was teken by other people as hatred, selfishness,

a wilful opposition to life, alwaeys grinding and talking and sighing
and declaiming and appealing and attecking. = Angelo aroused the
greatest middle-¢lass fear there is---of an unpredicteble fliw of
talk that asks for no occasion, , ‘

In Angelo the wonder ahd cbb and flow of life were still
untouched, Then we found eagh other we flung ourselves on each
other bocausoxwe had shared the same story and know every item of
the other;s-struggle, Te were astonishéd how we'd lived in the
same worlde---h¢ Sicilien, from perhéps the most primitive and berren
part of Sicily, me a Londoners We knew the feeling of boing
disgusting to other psople, through télking too mich=weshowing
thé e€8lf in too michk nakédness; wa'haa gaused the same recoil in
other peoples That single thinge-~the hurt sense that our words
hed made. people recoil, as early in life as waécula ramemhem;aawaa
our way of recognising each others Ve stared at each other,
the blond and the swarthy, with cmazement &t 'eve:'ry discovory.

Years before, I would have pus gg;,etrugiie.dcwn to puritaniomese
that wes why my continual talk had scemed to create disgust, because
it hed shown the nakedness of }ife, it had uncovered the body;
and; ah,; 4f Iwd been.born in the southern world, thavcazhalie'worlq,
where the inner flow hadnt't been interrupted, things would be diffe
erent] I didn't know that Augelo put his strugglo down tolthe
opposite, to the very world I thought I would be safe in,‘tﬂh

' southern world?, the catholic world, where the priests gnawed et
ybu like beetles while, ah, in the other worldsw-for hime--~the prot-
estant world, in the world of the north, where people werg.ﬁﬁ%g, where

R xg\
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no priest could interfere with you, vhere psople spoke the truth when
énd es they liked, where you were admired for Stepping out of line, -
there hetd be safel :

And this made us think that we'd had the same struggle, which
I now know to be wronge

Sometimes when Angelo had read us a few lines of Dante; or just
talked, I looked into his fate, only & fev inches eway, end shuddered
with the proximity, bechuse it was 1ike & god's fage, dark and cone
¢ontrated and oternal, his nestrils dilated 8lightly and his eyes
darkly blazings I remember his reading Dante's verse about & terre
ible atorm at sen that swallows erestures up, &nd his fece yas the
storm,; it was relentless and monumental, without self, like the
veather, beyond pooples |

It was naever oasy for Francines Partly she was right, that she
was up against the Sicilian world, which she knew nothing sbout:
1ife verged on hysteria all the timeé; And now and thén Angelo
seemed beyond recall, so alone in his dry, mourning scuthern self;
Iﬁéve heard her say, 'But, Angelo, won't you help me? Don't leave
me alone like thisi' And he weould half-lie in his chalr, wan,
his eyes narrow, with a grey, gleaming, burnt-cut look in themn,
his lips dry: not the friend of mankind,

Theytre what people & handsome. ¢ouple: both of ﬁhem slim, ~/
no waste.flesh---gverything excess is claimed by the b%m activity
of nerves, He's neat and dependable. He doed everything you ask
him with quiet care, watching every details You soe this in the
way he puts on & recorde--he knows exactly where the music ha\ wants
lies, evon Af it's. in the middle, and he lowers the needle wi.th infinite
care, never making a soratoh. And éver since I f£irst knew hi.m hérs
been meticulous in dress; he never gots out without & neat suiﬁ end




a collar and tie, never a pullover or open coller---never beach-wear
on the hottest day. - That's reelly southern. 'The body isn't to be
joke& about,*' he says with a little smile. You see the squares 1n'
the deep south crowded every Sunday, in the hottest weathér, with men
dressed in dblack---black suits, black hats, black boots---everything
black fot the dry, melencholy, brittle southern soul. Black for the
thwerted passions, for the silent vendetta, the snatched, forbidden,
half-horrified love, the heat that burns in the darkness end dies in

its own smoke. ' ’

?

I didn't see Francine for some days after that first meeting,
then Angelo flew to London to try gnd patch the quarrel up. He was
suddenly there, after sending her:a telegrem. I met them both on
the day of his errival, and ve went to a pub together, Ve looked at
each other éuriouslj. He was.darkly pale, with clear, strong, black
eyes, and we stood together in the large dbare saloon-ber puttipg
monosyllabic questions to each other becsuse my Italian was so bad
and he had no English. ©Freancine wasn't 8 serap nervous., Vithin
a few minutes he said to me, 'Freedom, that's what you see in this
country?! It's in people's eyes, it's in the eyes of the girlsi®
'Freedom is a light, he said, that's the first thing you see in
people's eyes when you step off the planel

In those days he was always 4&5%%5% sbout girls, The grand
question in Rome for men---women. Would life with a completely
. beasutiful women be exciting and terrific every day? he asked me
once., Vas this one attractive, did I think, wasn't that one un
orrore? Tas Frencine attractive? did other men look at herf---.

he suddenly put this question to me as we were welking dovn the
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road from his home towards the Vatican. That seems a long time
ago---he vas Like a prisoner then as far as women»ﬁent, his eyeé
followed them everywhere and gorged on their bodies, He was still
the southerner there---marvelling that vomen could walk sbout free,
and actively attract and seduce men without being vhores. They

were still distant creatures fér hink~_cerfa1n1y not fellov-citizens,
And he Tesented this interest he had in them. At the seme time 1t
2i5222§u2?d burned in him, an itching bdbut yet not really voluptuona
&sstie4it was 1mpassible to satisfy. hen we went to the sea he
used to gorge ‘his eyes on Melli's breasts and legs, making us laugh.
But there must dbe no jokes ebout the body. The body had to be
clothed, like a gaudy, radiant, fascinating and shameful temple under
heavy guard. He told me one hot day, in a whisper, the breath
hiseing through his teeth, that he*d never be able to resist a woéan,
an attrective woman, -if he was alone with her for more thaﬁ a few
minutes. He 6ouldn't, no, he coﬁldn’t' Aﬂd he hated Italian women,
he said., They dragged you down into QEEIEEE; fetid, pasqive, mindless
pits which weren't even sexual in the end, The Italian.ggéil --

the arse---in spite of its sPectacular roll from side to side in a
tight skirt was really sexless: behind it there was the .dull mother,
and aeons of dull, suffooating, man-eating motherhood behind that!
Nothing made him feel more 1onely, he said than the thought of. an
affair with an Itelian women. Thqy played you a dirty geme, he
seid. They were ﬁrick.teasers, and they.learned this in childhood.
They stepped back vhen you advenced, advanced when you stepped back,
every movement was a horrible little game designed as an insult tg
your manhood, in order to subdue, beocause the two sexes vere dead:y
enemies in Italy, there was no friendship between them, certainly

no léve, haggig any contact, only a brief animal-contact in which both

sides seemedWSTFo=& position. And, heving broken your manhoo%én
e
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time, if they were lucky, they pushed you into church and you

were froe to'eat of the forbidden fruit, but it turned out nasty
because having been withheld so long there was something matter«of-
fact about 1it, like a money-transection finally goncluded,~the flesh
was passive in her where 1§ was un&ie;ding before, you were sunk

in disgust, the let-down was ferrifie,-both sides were cheated, it
had all been made too much of, the grovelling anmialwappetite was
quickly appeased, the boredom stamped back like a terrible éhadow,
and occupied the chairs, waiting patiently ;;;a'death. He could
never have married an Italian women, he said, ;

But for someone who couldn't think of marrying them he certainly
feasted his eyes on them, ‘

At the ssme time he was free, Like most Italian'men he adde
ressed the woman and not the man when there was a choice, dut he
knew men, he knew he needed them; I never felt I was lost to him
when & women was present. ., Only he couldn't taeke his flashing,
nerroved eyes avay from them. His nostrils vould always dilate,
and a faint predatory smile come over his.lips. He would glance
at them, oough, blink, gaze at them for a long time, cough, move
his shoulder in e characteristic little twitech, look at them again,
geze at their bosqéi cough, twitch his khoulder again, make his
1ittle smile, in the most extraordinary sexuel pentomime I've ever
seen, wvithout being voluptuous,‘it was sexual, It excited the

| | excited
women in a basic way---it touched the organs---itg :yp:ftxia: between

the legs, it was hot end close. It belonged to quick, stabbing :
sex, hurriedly covered up, rather Arab,

At that time one of his best. friends was & young pisanist end
I remember Angelo's terrific loyalty to him, the thrill he had at
his first concert; he kept on saying, 'lannsggis, mennaggial’ to

himself, his eyes nerrowed and his chin pushed out triumphently,
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with the shére thrill of seeing his friend perform. Those were
the green daya. He went through many fires after that, and began
to ascept being alons. In those first days, in Rome, he was still
expecting marvels from people---~I don't mean from single persons
but from people as a whole. He wanted us to form some sort of
group, not deliberately but in such a way that one formed round

ua, of the most suitedls people, with voluptuous QQ§13, to ward

off the loneliness which Rome imposed on her children to kesp then
eeparateﬁ, end the peculiar Roman ennui which in the end made only
the femily possible, only ¢he self-contemplating things, in a
sensuous, withdrawn, silent hunger. Rome broke friendships, unless
they were family-ties and without thrills It made them flare up
and then it broke them. For hours we talked about the city,
thrilled and horrified, as if it were a person. And sometimes
Angelo would call me on the phone, to Ask me to come to & cafg,
Just o talk, as a relief from the pervading, heavy ¢ity that had
had so muoh more experience than we, And every day it was, *Ve
must leave, we must leavel? .

After the pub---I remembey it was a hot evening, and we were
ell sweating---we took a bus-ride and Angelo for some reason talked
at the top of his voloe. He sat on one side of the gangway and
I on the other, andﬁpelldwed his questions at me--~his 'qnestaonnaire'ﬁx
as we called it afterwards, He would ask questions in the most
formal and pointed voice--<~how big Wwas London, how many people
lived there, were there meny Indisns résident in London, were the
effeots of the empire still folt, vhat did I think of the empire,
ned I been in the House of Commons Quring & debate, were there
women MPs &8 woll, was it trie that American women ‘wore the
trouserst in the household, did I like America, how often could ‘
one divoree in Englend, who was the oldest prime minister the count-
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Ty had ever had, what was the Latin quarter of London like, did

I enjoy spagﬁettit did everyone 1n‘Scot1and wear kilts, was I a
great tea-drinker, what did I think of Scott, was I'a. protestant,
had I ever beeﬁ to Brighton, did 1t often rain ‘cats and dogs'
(this in English) in London?. These questions would stun and abash
yeu; end usually all he got was & mumbled 'Well...' before he
fushed on again, The Sackgrbund to these questions secmed to be

a very forﬁal, elockwork education, and a sharp, delving curiesity
underneath tﬁat‘héd picked up 2l1 sorts of odd little thingsvabout

eolly

the world in its yearning for freedom. Angelo hadnfgkbeen educated

in Italy W-Z-h'e'd lived in Sicily the first seven

yeers of his{}frc and then moved with his family to North Africa,.
o

After that thcame to Rome for the university. His time in Rome

was the most miserable of his 1life, he told me---everything was

desert, every friendship he had, every girl, until he met Francine.
I've seen 2 photo of him from t hat time,the sane neat person but
=ipen. terribly pained, vith * yeérning end thwarted express.
ion.in his eyee,ﬂcompletely withdrawn, with & tense aloffness.

But slways vith that searching and clean expression as rell, fast-
idious like a girl., I think he hed a neat rolled umbrella in

thet picture, and a high, dazzingly white collar.

I saw hothing of them for a week or more after that first
meeting in & pud, and I didn't heve their address in Rome, nor did
I anZ% that I'é ever be.g:ﬁéé:tb Roms- again,

I began to think I'd seé; the last of them. The usual
wrecking life went on, ecstatic because it was slowly destructive,
but hushed inai@e, vith the pain. Suddenly one night, &t ebout .
ten o'clock, I was passing the café where I'd met her first, and
there they were both standing, in & great crowd near the bar, in

the dimness of the wall-lights, Angelo looking bewildered and f=a:l,
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politely distant, listening to somothing she was saying, eyeing
the other people nervously, very derk-looking in the shadows, with
& sherp, penetrating yet not probing fase--walways delicate and
4thoughtful, I went straight in to see théem, and stood talking
to them for some timeew~<just empty things that you say in a great
érowd.alwaya. All I remembey novw 18 seeing Angalot's fade in the
. ghadowsm~ehis bewilderment, the .vi olence that scemed to be done to
him by the crowd.

They gave me their Rome address. I would come and see them,
I said, I would coms to Rome one day. It was a strange address:
something like "the steps leading up to St. Peter’'s'; at least,
thet was how I remembored ite. And it was a good thing it did sound
strange becauge I lost it at onte. I realised I didn't even know
their surnamgs, And they'd left Londan.

All I had to go on, when I did got to Rome a few months later,
was this été%ge«eoun&ing phrase. I looked in the phong-directory
end found something like it; at least, the word St. Peter!s was in
1t. | |

I romémber it was & hot, brilliantly sunny day when I left
Fraseati to lock for it. I had no number. God knows hq;/I
expected to find ity I started from the huge squere in front of
St. Peter's, which looked slightly misty in the great heat, The
road was there, rising steeply from the entrance to the holy city
towards & railway station et the top of a hill, There were houses
and blocks of.flats on either sides A little shop. There scemed
no real hope of finding it; bdub I knew I must. qhﬁéod about,
walked up and down. Then I asked at the little shope-wdid they
know 8 young couple?--—-I tried to describe them, he a lawyer,

I suddenly remembered thats Bub they thought I was crazy. 1
soemed to remembey the numbey 50, or pefhaps 66. But that gave
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meé no result either. ' Thon I made a détermined offort of will,
quite suddenly, thinking, 'I dan't waste any more timel' And
I went towards the tallest block of f£lats at the topf ¢f the hili.
- The foyer wag savernous and 6ool; full of marble, rather luxuridus
in the post-war Itelien style, shiny end spacious., The portiers
was sitting in her offices Did she know a lawyer? oalled Angelo?
Noe Really not? He was marrisd to a Frenohwoman. Ah, a French
womAnj} / Yes. Ah, yes, i.naee‘ﬁ', yes, She nodded (I suppose shet'd
heard their querrels echoing down the stairs often enough), and she
told me their surname, which even then didn't strike a chords
The top floor.  They were here! So up I went, in the noiseless
lift.

A ring &t the doors A pause, A faw hushed foo‘ba%pﬁ.
Then the door opened quietly and slowly, and there was Angelo.
'ghi* A moment of resognition, then a little welcoming embracc. .
Franoine would be happy to s6e mel  Please comé inl Tait in
the sitting rooms He would telephone his wife at once, she was
out, he knew where she was, she would refurn at onte. He dustled
round, talking all the time., For I was still Francine's friend
rather then his. I went and sat down in one of the armshairs
and he popped in and out of the room to say she was on her way, she
wouldn't be long, I must be patient, But he didn't stop to talk. |
He wes in a fluster of bewildermsnt, going to the balcony to sae
if he could see her, then looking at meknd saying she wcumn’fs pa
more than a few minutes, and how happy she would be to 568 Moww
she hed often talked about me since their London visit.

It was a large room, looking down on the road that led %o
8t. Poterts, with 2 wide balcony, hidden from inside the room by
long lace ourtains that stretched right across the wall, making
the light in the room soft and enclosed, with the heat drifting
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in like a breath of desert-air every now and then., There was
a fitted carpet and Louis Quinze‘chairs which they both treasured
enormously, as I found out later---they were always forbidding yop
to sit oﬁ them in cease théy collapsed, Everything was neat, A
nice long sidéboar&; & mérror, a dbig radio-gram and ;ots of records,
French books in paper covers., And an air of softness over every-
thing; great-stillness after the streets ovaomé. The noises camd
np pleasantly distilled.. ' The radio was dy a big sofa where I nsasils
sat and whErSd sometimes slept later on. It was an elegant room,
with something too fermal about'it--«the furniture had been set care-
fully; everything had been lovingly seen to, in the,Freneﬁ~way,
delicate“and sensible'an& confortable, but nothing had dbeen really
touched with their lives yet, the .stillness hadn't been droken, the
place wasn't fully and sbsolutely theirs yet, it wasn't made with
their daily lives. It was still in abeyance, waiting for them,
beautiful because of that~--1n its stillness. 1t wes quite an
immense flat, with a long dining room vhere we used to sit for
hours after a meal talking, and a small studio for Angelo where all
his ugly lavw-bocks were, end a derk, cool bedrooms |

| After & while Francine came back, and ve sat talking, the
three of us, in a cheerful and easy way, yet also hesitant, as if
we were preparing ourselves for all.the hundreds of conversations °
we would have later on. TFrancine sat on the e&ée of the sofa,
smiling--=asking qngstibns-a-slim, with bright eyes, her hair fall-
ing straight dovn to her shoulders, more or less uhcurle&, while
Angelo paced about the room, smiling quickly and thenlglancing at
‘me, telking, puffing at strong-smelling cigarottes he didn't seem
tohwaht,\always agitated, never still for a moment, going to the
window, coming dack agaih,;asking if there was anything .I wented,
taking a book out to show me, laughing in his strange, eleted,
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hosrse way, his eyes black and piereing, his nose aquiline and
"sharp with a fastidious little point that elways secmed to be
sniffing and recoiling and taking measure delicately and pain-
fully, while his mouth was set more plecidly, as it would be later
on in life, after the terrible Roman bhattles were finished and he
no longer tried to persuade or change peoplé.or~w1n their love but
rémained in his own stillness and indifference and the pained dis-
belief that wes really the best belief of all,

I can't remember if I steyed to lunch or not. I think I saild
no (with my mouth watering), wanting not to stay too long the first
time. - I had an ides, I'm sure, that something had heppened, that
a new kind of heaven, an experience-I'd'never\known or predicted
in my life before, was coming about, and I 41dn't want to press it
too far the first moment« I felt séfe-ucomyletely free with them
both: I could come in when I wanied to, phone them when I wanted
to, stay when I wanted---I.knew that without asking them, and this
safe feeling drove me away earlys

I can remehber the first lunch there, when we sat in the dining
room with the curtains drawn agéinst,the harsh sun, 1ééning’baek in
our chairs when the meal was over and the table was strewn with
napkins crumpled up end bread-crumbs end our half-filled glasses of
red wine, vwhile we talked drowsily, .laughing and then serious again,
in the same rhythm as always sfterwards, Already Francine hegan
to fall a-little out of our conversation, end she felt this, She
took on the role, mostly, of listener. There was a1ways,scmetning
to be solved between her and Angelo, so this listening‘role vag
really the right one: she couldn't solve these things in herself,
she céulé only wait for an exposi&ion fron oﬁtside, blaming the
world or me or J4ngelo, then being amused or touched, then being

angry and offended, then orying, then being amsed egain, but



alvays feeling inadequate, not up to our flow of telk that seemed
‘to take no account of her. Insteéd of accepting her role and
letting the flow go out of heér hands, she elways criticised herself
invardly and told herself that she wagn't being regarded anoqsh,
we didn't think of her enough. And this was much worse when there
was lelli as well, especially as Angelou-ubélng himself-«started
concentrating hie attention on her and asking her;his volley of
questionss That seemed to prove for Francine. that there wasn's
any future for her with himee<ecverything that added to his life
took awvay from hers. And so she eried bittorly---often in silence,
~ withont moving her face. = This Went on, reelly, for years, this
conviction in her that she was condemned to be a stranger to us
vhile we enjoyed agmoving; everlastingly different, thrilling
varmth, ‘nd partly she yanted it to be like thisa-~she hated the
*sicilien' side in Angelo, it wasn't her world, it was suffocating
and violent for her., But on the other hand she would logk at us
wistfully sometimes as if wondering what it would be like %o come
in and surrender---surrender her will---and let the flow of talk
go on past her and if necessary vwithout her, if necessary beyond
her, so that 5525 could come back to it frecly, when it woke to her
again, vhen it returned to her orbit of understanding. But vhen
it seemed to go beyond her she sccused herself of being beneath
it---ghe vasn't clever enough for us, she hadn't a good enough
souly And this would dbring a negative after~feeling of angere--
she didn’t want to understend, she didn't believe it vas real
cleverness, she knew clever people who Wouldn't agree, our telk
was a kind of weakness, on1§ an indulgence, the world outside
didn't teke eny notice, it didn't care, we had no positions in
l1ife! She didn't really understand what Angelo wantede=--tvhat

he couldn't f£ind, And he suffered from that. And she took this

1




suffering as & criticism 6f her lack of 2n inner understanding-—-
e .

ah, she hadn't & good enoiugh soul, ha?/ she?-~-and also this made

him harder, in his sudden outbursts of indignation (they weren't
really anger, much less violent; but she took them like that), |
end made him bring out & word ‘she feared---like 'middle ¢18Ss'=e=
or he would say semthing hurt{ful about her fatner—u-and then it
would be tears, slammed doors, a smashed cup 9( tvo, and a slow,
tired, moaning reconciliation that went on for the rest of the
day---in this reconciliation Angelo wbuld seem wested, datkpy end-
lessly sad, like a man in the desert after a long, dry journey. ‘
Francine?é feeling ‘was aggravated later on by the talk that
used to go on betvween Angelo and mell; ebout masic. This closed
me out as well--~but that ‘didn't seem to help her.,' Angelo and
Melli had both studied music---and apert from the énormous knowledge
that passion gives they hdad an immediate graphic understanding
that made their talk about it easy and floving. They remembered
sboWt every picce of music they'd ever heard, down to two-minute
improvisations on the piano; and went 6hkough them all. It was
titilletion, most of 1f--—they were Jjust getting to know each :;?er
Oy

and ‘there was\ the first thrilling sexual awareness that there hes
Mo

ta be where two sexes aren't dead to oach other, And thelr relation
had to grovw separate from aine s Wit its om glow, ‘mﬁ
sexua;;?‘ This titillation—talk had 8 deliberate, erotic exclusive=
ness=~~-I felt that Melli wasn't above trying to elbow me off Ko
Angelo pitch--=and was the preliminary without which their
fréendship wouldn't have ;ga its flesh and bdlood. S0 at the same
time as I felt excluded I was glad. Just a friendship betveen
Angelo and me would have been hopeless: the women would have

wrecked us, we would have wrecked them, The four of us couldn't

have been together like that, complete like nature.
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So - each relation had to grow in its spscific and individual
way. When I first met Prancing in London I thought she was going
$0 be Just more sex: end the thrill of sex was the opéning reality
between us though we didn't touoh each other. And it was the sams
with Mellil, when she came to Rome: she had to find her relation
with Angélo, and sex was the first reality. Friendship only grows
from real despies. All friendship (I know nothing .about it before
I met.Angelo) 1skexua1:.‘there'a the glow of fleshly understanding,
a strange vibrant appreciation of the body, which is also at the
same timé like & proxmitiy far beyond life but with nothing shedowy
or mental about it, much less physical in the ordinary sense.

When there's no intimate form in lifs but only dead soclety,
as nowadays, offering us no guide and never touching the real
springs of our behaviour, our real relations, our springs of love,
when 'they happen, grow slowly and through éxtracrdinary violence
and for a long timé we're within & hair's breadth of being destroyed.
In the old world, before this deathly sodiety started, when there
weré forms even for intimmey, forms that didntt destirpy, when
there weére publi¢ tears end kisses and shouting, the reéelation
between Angelo end me would have grown steadily from that first
momanta;-%hat first lunch with thé heat pouring through the closed
curtains and the half-£illed glasses of wine between us; and the broken
pleces of bread, would have been répeated again and agtin,
as we drew slowly into manhood and the glory and wonder
of our dreams and endless talk and listening and laughing would
have spread until they reached almost infinity, rilling\the room
round us and every carafa of wine and soiled, thick teblecloth
and all the books and the obildren as they grew upe. But thag

/T P2
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wasn't our worlde

_Yet those first moments of recognition would always have
besn there, in any world: that werm promise of & new experience,
and the sense that we could give ourselves fully, for the first
tims, in all the thousands of tiny contradiotidns and hesitations
énd firm decisions &nd follies and glimpses and visions and tampt;
ations and dreams hardly seéen and suddon revelations énd hopes and
paralysing fears and 1naignation and hatred and then slow compasse
ion and a sertein fine, yielding mercy, and then in dullness, and
silence, and in pain that made words impossible, and in hot aesire;o;
all the things for which our epoch has false names and through which
it has driven false pathe for us to take the meoment we open our
mouths, Ve were free, we c¢ould give ourselves--~vhich meant a
glimpse of ¢reations And we both needed, with an urgency that
made us £ling ourselves on each other with words, to do that.
And Melli, when she camé, needed it too, a8 the donvelestent needs
light and air, It was the beginning of the first real intimecy
any of us had known, . ,

The r»eélation with Angelo revealed more and more, it didn't |
fall on obstructions---~there were no sudden dark and hidden peculiere
ities in him that fought éﬁ& of the ultimete freedom~-~thal was the
astonishing and marvellous thing for mes Thore was a slow and contine
us) spreading, more and more he stood revealed to me in his meaning,
nothing slipped into a false idea nursed through weaknesé, there was
nothing pervérse in him, no sudden twist or betrayal or reluctant
faith or'aeifadisgust thet yearned for an escape from the light,
nothing that I'd become used %& in other f{riends--~I called thom
friends} There wes nbtthing in him reluctant of the light, nothing
flinched from it, the light alwéya healed him and moved him, there
wasn't a sudden ¢linging to self, ho was the first real friend of




- 38 -

light that I'd knowns There aren't many in the world. That can
be safely said¢ There never will bes |

And this,; first to me and then to lelliy was a blessing life
had given no warning ofy for which there seemed no parallel, much
less wcrtginess in ourselves, It was a double blessinga- So, with
our wounds, coming it seemed from the four corners of the-globe*
we suddenly‘faced each other,; in a miracle far whdch Te had laid

no plan or even nursed hopes;

When I met Melli 1§ was one of those still autumn days when
the light and air had_a spééial excitement. Ve wore to meet in
the Spider but we'd never seen each other before. There was &
,ﬁafé full of people to choose from, and & number of them were sit-
'tlng alone at their tables. She was near a far window, quite
still. This is the first impression I hed of her~--the remarkable
and stunning stillness that was more than peace, more than a state
for herself alone, but touched the world outside. .She ‘wes wearigg
a nicely cut grey tweed suit with a Jumper underneatq, and was leane
ing slightly on the table. I forget how we arranged to recognisce
each other but I remember my eyes went over all the other peoplé
in the place and finally rested onhher with a kind of lasting and
emphatic inevitability that seemed made from beyond life,Awithoﬁt
the slightést support or testimony from either of us, liké a scheme
fbr which we were Just ﬁhe rehearsal snd promptors, |

I can remember that she looked a bit wan, from the strains of
the pre?ious few months, which I knew nothing about. She seemed
in a musing state, like scmeone repurning to things after é‘long

while away, 4And all round her were lights---~-the windows looked
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out on to a nérrcw and crowded side-street, And there was the
lovely warm sense of autumn in everything, the special get hering
intimate light, with the early Roman dusk, and the shining mality
of things as if the hot sun was still in the pavements and walls
and squares, having given them a glow inside, from underneath,
that would lest them 2all winger.

We smiled at each other and I sat down, And we talked
- hesitantly., She didn't flash and brittly crack and twitter and
sparkle end send off jagged 1little flames of pride and scorn and
cleverness and all the hard naif defences that the weak and lost
€0 in for. It was almost no conversation. le just had a sort of
poor badinage, mostly from me---because if you're caught up in
a world where anything intimate is represented as a stink it is
* better to try and make people lsugh, to get through the IHPRE.
brittle prejudice and masquerade into a bit of sanity, to stop_
yourself from crying and wanting to get on to & bed and die,
S0 I had this tone~--quite a habit with me then---of trying to turn
everything into gaiety, and Melli responded with slight, puzzled
smiles, turning her head slowly to look at me, only half-conscious
of me as yet, in the way of women, whose first thoughts are never
in the head, unless they're those men-wcmenm wgose
breaste have an incongruocus and disturbing effect of not deing in

were
the right home. Underneath we zamaedxtxxhkm breathing with the

same rhythm, struggling for air, although we couldn't know it.
We sat in the same kind of easy posture, half-leaning, in the
same watching and exhausted state, while our csmiling questions-
and-answers, that belonged to the world we would both thenkfully
give up, went on indepemdently of us,

There was something frail and suggestive and enquiringly
gentle about Melli but at the same time & steadiness and strength



that glowed in her, so that her expressions came slowly, like
decisions from deep down, always in her own time that established

itself and touched the outside world with silent authority, while

'she enquired all the time, only smiled and asked questions and

nodded, never asserting anything unless it came 1like a quiet,; scoth-
ing ghart, from her mind, laying its effect minutes after it had
been spoken. Yet she didn't seem to hold back. There was this
flowing and invisible self that went as coolly @&s the air and

seemed to have been arrived at slowly, from years of watching and
noticing and divining, and being mortally hurt. She hadn't a
public menner, A fool could welk over her in a moment.

I remember someone saying; 'Whet's Felli got up her sleeve?
That's her story? Thy is she so quiet?' The silence seemed to
affront him, as it touched him &nd made him admire her, but it
was uncanny for him, he seemed never to have known anything like
it before---a creature who didn't hurry to hske herself beholden to
others or excuse herself or make little traceries-over her nature
that would form an acceptable picture he could grasp. It was
always: the seme question, ‘what's at the bottom of her qu;etnass?'

Since then I've learned no; to go by vords vwith lellie-al
know when to take a quiet and sympathetio 'Yes' for 'No', and when
to take her little nod---that she will do something my way---for
a sign that she's going to do it hers. At one time, people used
to think she was under my domination in some way, because I seemed
to be speeking most of the time and she not at all, .That was how
we were balanced at the beginning, not very evemly; in public, that

- 18, But talking was my way, as quiet was hers., Speaking end

writing- wvere my element, like air to-breathe, I couldn't develop
or solve anything without talking all the time and dbringing it ell
up to the surface in vords, IMelli sugfered from this & first,



because she thought the flood of talk was didactic. Then she
began to realise that it was only a flow like the tide; and she
could interrupt 1t at will, could disregard 4it, fall esleep in i%,
turn it off like & tap. And it degan to free something in her,
Something was leeked 4in her, from the years before. This talk
of mine broke a sort of organic reserve she had, She realised
the talk wasn't a person talking: it wasn't an ogo-~-~I seemed no
more responsible for it then & bending tree is for the wind.

And what I learned from her was---silence. I was astonished
to realise, bit by bit, what an enormous repertoire of speeoﬁes
could lie in silence, if this was real, growing from & proper
root, as true as the quiet of a tree, I waes like & child in
her silence. I learned more than I'd ever done before from &
single ¢reature, I couldn't neme i, I could only say it was
like a victory, this silence--~it persigted until a sort of triumph
attached to it. HMelli always seemed to teke the line of passive
resistence with difficult people, whereas I persisted and tried
to persuade them and argue things out, always hoping that a state of
candour would introduce & natural harmony. But Melli knew more
about the people she was deaiing with then I 4id. For most of them
the intimate self was a smelly chernel hdusé, énd 1t was best left
ocovered up, Shet'd learned that &s & middle-class child, she was
used to people thinking of %hemselVeB, essentially, as stinks. I
grew up knowing nothing ebout that, This was a great support for her,
like the appearance of a world she had only hoped might exist,

I had grown up among working people, and for working people every-
where the humen ereature is fabulous and mysterious like a
templeo, &nd finally unknown; it is basic life~knowledge

among working peoples Far from being stinks, people

are good in their intimate selves. Basically all peoOple &areé
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good. ' This is practicel daily knowledge outside the middle
class, ° Therefore you find that wherever the common people go==-
wherever they sit down and play cards or just talk or sing, even
if the place is bare walls end a ceiling, Jjust a brick baekyard,_
they make en atmosphere, they give the place a glow, it gets fabﬁlous,
you look into their corner with wondering, they~paké themselves
kings wherever they are, they need no materials, Lherever my
mother and {ather are, you feel this glory. The spark isn't dead
in them, But middle~class people ¢an make the most splendid
pslace hollow and drab, with their sniffing principles., ¥With
everything they've touched in the last two hundred years, they’ve
brought the kiss of death.
my cum

And Melli learned that I took tfslbworld for granted, I
thought it was-the.only world there was, shared by everbody.
Ve learned about each other's world, slowly., Ve saw we took for
grented completely different realities--~different civilisations,
She'd always dreamed about mine---she never believed in her ovn,

m Avaren hav

but she was taugthit vas the only one that existed. 7ith me,
she slowly began to perceive that she was listening, in the torrent
of words, to & new experience, where people could ley themsclves
;nked gladly, without fear of the charnel house inside, and not
only this dbut she began to feel that this was the experience of

the majority of people on the serth. It was amezing to discover---

that the further down you dug in yourself the more order and
splendour thers was to be found, the more goodness., There was
something in youfself that could be relied on, aefter all. She
shed the foul middlec-cless doctrine---that 'underneathi' you £:§b
a kind of savage that has to bde 'controlled'«--overnight.

What neither of us knew at this time was that this was a step

tovards understanding Christ, which we would take together, more
) '
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or less. '

-1 remember I caught a glimpse of llelli's face as we wélked‘
away from that cef@, down the side-street vwhich we'd been.glancing
at from inside for the last half-hour, tovwards Piazza san® Silves-
tro vhich wasxa mass of one-decker buses with overhead rails making
their peculiar animal puff when they pulled up, with erowds of
people walking between.them and in the lights from the shops, a
dense unhealthy warmth from the pavements.mingling with the car-
fumes, .everything deafeﬁaad with noise and movement, while we
picked our way along. She had to walk for a moment on a step
leading into 2 shop, to avoid somebody, and it was then that we
glanced at each other, and really. looked at each other for the
first time, Her face, her profile as she half~turned to me,
with a slight smile, gazing down for & .moment, was extraordinarily
beautiful, and clear, subtle, strong, and classical and reflective,
full of the beyoﬁa, looking out far, far avay, with that promise
of " terrifiy freedbmp—athat we both needed so much then. How we
needed freedom! e neceded to spread ourselves and slowly abandon
our thoughts and break the metale-structure world that was all round
us and cleiming our time and .attention and even praise, and telling
us we were nothing in exchange! In that first monent of really
looking we caught a breath of the freedom we would have together,
of being able to Xook at the vorld .with leisure fallen on our
flesh like a new light and dew, Ve left each other then-e=sghe
stepped up into the dus--~ve vere going to meet again thaet evening,
after she'd eaten, in the square under Angelo's flat,

I went out after dark to meet her and remember standing in the
dusty, makeshift square with rubble at 1ts edges vhile the lighted
bus came suinging round the corner to its terminus by the station.

She got dovn and came welking towards ne with a certain slow
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and reflective gait, so collected in herself, walking smoothly,

her head up, her body hardly moving, but lifted easily forward on
her legs, in & sure.and collected motion, like someone drifting,
half-dreaming with an assurance of peace, not the hard self-willed
assurance that mresses forwvard deliberately, but the dormant power
of reminiscence and thought that come out of sorrow, cerried like
something scft on the shoulders, that mustn't be disturbed but needs
no strain, a soft and consoling burdey; both fragile and unassailable,
1 recognised her only by her walk, though I hedn't been aware of it
before, It vwas her---in the darkness, with the dim exciting lights
shining from the edge of the square, like a night in the epoch bdefore
the_é}géf'war, when there was still mystery in the air, before the
last humen .mystery had becn worn away. Rome dravs so much on thét
last spring of humenity, as Salzburg dces. And ghe was part of this
wonderfully promising mystery thet gathered round the square and
enclosed the high apartment where Angelo and Francine were waiting.
It wagfseeond confirmation fér me--wher walk. It wasAwholly'gggr--
she was complete, she was the same all the way through. She wore
the same grey 2suit as before; it went with this slow dreaming walk
of hers, that seemed %o come out of sleep dback into the world, into
revelation, vhile she ﬁatohed from the distance, approaching all the
time.

There was that first intimate .chill of the Romen autumn, together
with soft, dim lights, and a still sky, with sights and dounds very
clear, as the days were too when the bright yellow sun poured dovn
uninterrupted, meking everything la;;:;SEEAunder clear water, with
8 marpeddens glitter in everything; Asometimes on those days 1 used
to walk down from Angelo's flat to 5t., Peter's and stand near one
of the fountains, gazing at the huge dcme vwhich was like a Eiﬁﬁii

drawing held very still agai nst the sky and quite unreal and
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untouchable, though clear and defined. . There's nothing on

earth like the Roman sun on those autumn days ;hen it splashes down
and ssturates everything with a clean and glittering light,

- touching every window and penetrating through the dark houses.

And this evening was the aftermath of a day like that, soft and
enclosed, with a dimness gathering round like the sides of a
theatre bustling with people, before a clear, splendid performance,

: There;s absolute noia---boredom-=-in Italy. Richer and deeper
than anywhere else in the worid; stretehing to the ends of life,
Something is missing from life, . There's a basic interest lacking.
Nothing to do, THothing waits to be done. You learn early not to
press dovn on your life for the northern, exciting, curious pleasures.
The noia Tuns through overything like a solid, magnificent, torrid
stream in Rome, disturdbing and irritating and nourishing you. It
seems the reelity, the besic reality of all life. It dcesn't take
avay from you, as the northern boredom does., The organs and glends
thrive on it. Only the mind is unsatisficd and disturbed. Nothing
but the noia, the slow, inner rhythm that divides you from other
people except in an organi& unison, underneath. [HNothing else seems
to thrive---no friendship or curious, light, interesting pleasures.
Only the basic things, like forming a union with somebody, like
building your body and health. [None of the civilising things,.

None of the veluntary things. The friendship with Angelo didn't
thrive in Rome, Really it couldn't exist. DBut the friendship
formed there---it got its beptism thers. The gpeat early eoloﬁrs
surrounding it were the heavy, scnsual colours of Rome, Bat it
couldn't develop there. It couldn’'t became the fabulous contract
it did become,

And Belli was walking into this, across the squere., She was

walking into our lives, the grand and stirring noia that mekes Cesy



man a king---of nothing. 3o she was conming into our royal
circle with its dim and mysterious lights, on the top floor.

The hours Angelo and I spent together plotting and scheming
to get evay, and dreaming of 1%, vowing to each other---that seecmed
the only important tﬁing, to get away, avway from Rome} The terridble
city, the vhore, as we called her, who called you back and satisfied
you in a way, she satisfied your needs, but .not your wants, no,
all the conscious things vere unsatisfied; and we would sit together,
huddled close to each other, with narrovwed eyes, scheming and dream-
ing, in his tiny car or a cafes And this dreaming, with an ecstatic,
brilliant and also rhetorical yearning, was pa:@ of Rome; it was the

looking-out, beyond, that you needed like fresh air; to new things,

to the future, other pleces. But here-and-now was}é-just a basic
satisfaction you hardly knew about: only the body was soothed, and
the mind was soothed, the organs were vwhole, there was something for
the taste~buds always, there was the rich wholesome reality of tMaamd
Latin genius: surrounding you, even while the mind was unaatisfiedﬁ/
—uoe 1aid to sleep; . you might vow to get away but shere was to-
morrow, and then tomorrow, and only a last great burst of disgust
would get you going.

Nelli was coming into our schemes and vovs, with Rome lying
there all round us mending and bdbringing to birth and lulling and
drugging with health and offering endless evenings vhere the senses
pimgea—md yearned and languished and cried out, there was Rome
offering nothing for you in your own striving self, 1ggz:g:;own
self-formed life~--no, that would be lulled away, or =mmoheR. to
pleces slowly if you tried too hard, or corrupded---there were
those deeadly 1ittle groups of peop{zﬂgﬁsugﬁg try, vho started with
something curious and exciting, whqAnsukquake a real interesting

city out of Rome, & place vhere things happened as they did
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in the northern cities--~they would make & kind of Paris, but

it ended in the wilting of character, in last angry and violent
bursts of corruption, in affairs, and intrigue, touched with a
deliberate, morbid wickedness, the total inversion of the unsatisfied
soul, and even murder, and suicide, and drugs, but all. flowing along
in the same splendid and stirring rhythm of noia, that offered hijh
codour and warmth, a terrific pervading varmth that you felt most

in the autumn vhen the lights were dim and everybody's lives gathered -
closer in the neﬁkinter mystery, there was more 'pervading warnmth

than in the sweating dog-days when everythihg closed and the whole
city 1a§?i%§er a cloud of irritated self-disgust. We often saigd to
each other, 'Only family thrives here'. DNot even love thrived,
except in its aspect for the. family. It thrived in its deep cop~
ulating steadiness, The hot contact thrived--~the thick feminine
rump, the herd male pressure, the moment, the sweating torpor of
desire. These basic elements of love thrived and survived. They
pade children, families. They provided the only uhity. A union
was a close compact, @ touching of buttocks, there vwesn't comradeship
in a union, there wasn't charm or curiosity or interest, or the
slightest altriaism. - There was just.the basic flesh-union thet burst
into quick and even wild moments of contect, end otherwise vent

along unconsciously, in torpor, and disgust. Nothing could shake
off that reality. It was like the earth on which the city was
founded. It smashed tp pieces the slightest artificislity or
convenient untruth or affectation. It just mocked it and trod it
in the dust, It broke the little masquerades and practised quirks
and oddities of cheracter that are known in the north, and provided
one basic and lasting wisdom that was tainted and stood with en

ebsolute unconcious firmness for the rest of your life against

make~-believe and cleverness and so-called personality and
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prestige and trumped-up mystery and all the unnaturael things thet
comprise the northern world. Rome is & thoroughly natural city,
with the freedom knocked out---it never started. And with this
natural life that will never .accépt an gttitude as reality, Rome
hes the makimnm-smashing and destroying power, together with the
meximum healing and body-enriching qualities, But all the quirks
and make-believe schemes of so-called personality in the northern
world, enw the attitudes that pile invisibly higher and higher
in the bigAezty so that the air thrills with things ebout to happen,
come from freedom, And with this Rome never has had any truck,
You will know Christ through Rome, you'll get familiar with him
even if you never mention his name or go in a church, his life has
a curious pervading reality there, .though it has no civic goodness
or any other northern form, only a frightened, tenacious pity for
the human creature in his night, the personal and intimate comfort
you don't find in the north, which makéjb Rome a place of inner and
personal pilgrimage by thousands of people in every generation who
go to meke their lives again, poor bastards, and to learn the basic
principles again, as Melli end I did. You will know Ohrist all
right but you won't be able to live him, you won't be‘able to grasp
that intoxicating and dengerous gift that stemmed from him over
generations and races and countries---freedom, Not in Rome.

You may know it in yourself---or dream it, dimly. You may bring
it. But it alvays will be very silent and closed inside, as
Christ himself cerried it. You won't take it for granted as you
do in the northern life; it isn't outside you, handed to you on

a plate. So in & way you do live Christ, but agein basically,
again in the flesh, as he did. You know him really for the first
time, He's no longer historicel or past., But you won't be

able to teke the gift of freedom from him, as a pure gift .




incorporated in your life, without bitterness, as in the north.
Christ was one thing and you;re.another, Rome seems to say. - And:
so you're & kind of slave. He is made the new &nvisiblé master,
but the master has the inner,.silent freedom to teach you, if you
concentrate. That's the point---if you join %he privileged and
concentrate: then ; nev life begins, in solitude. Rome finally
teacheé solitude,. The inner and silent message is there for you
to understend, if you have the will., But most people don't wang
to understend, Rome says, They want to be safes. So Rome offers
safeédy to the organs and senses and flesh., Not freedom.

Angelo and Francine were upstéirs and said hullo very politely
end formally in their little hall-~~thoy were like twb children some-~
times, Anpgelo with his fear of strangers, making him over-alert and
exciteds The moment Helli;was sat dowp) on thé sofa his questionnaire
started, hat part of Germany did she come from? she had grown
up in ’merica? did dhe like America? she was going to be a sculp-
tress? she wes going to study in Rcme? did she wish to become &
great artist? dig.she want to be famous? ﬁhat kind of work did
she want to do-~-abstract, traditionéi, futurist? Ifelll nodded
to nearly everything. That first evening passed slowly and ouiet-
ly. We were all really gazing at each other~--the talk meant
nothing. Even Angelo seemsd not to be eoncentratzng on his .
qnestionnaire. Ge'd found each other, the four of us, Angelo
didn't play any music, and we left early to take her back to her
flat on the outskirts. .

He asked her a lot sbout Germany. Did she know Beilin?
what about Goethe? what did she read most of, English or German?
4nd Melll sat there coolly &all the time, usually ansviering with
a smide, while Francine»tried to interrupt him. He delved into

Melli's eyes, trying to divine her. In the derkness of the
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car on the way to her place he kept flashing her quick glences.
sidevays, bouncing up @nd dovn & bit in.his seat with & kind of
sensual excitement, hunching his shoulders in 8 sudden movement as
if he wanted to get rid of the c¢ollar of his jacket, thengcﬁughing
in a.wey that made it sound like a word shouted, chaé?ng his position
in the driver's seat, his hands playing on bthe steering wheel, his
head turning quickly vhen he asked g question., He was more or
less oblivious of me. Only the woman counted., And foreign!
That meant---treeéom: he put his hand Qyickly on her knee and ﬁith-
drevw {it---it makes me smile now. It just needed & wuman--~-a real
woman---t0 put him into a blind, gleaming, tense state, so tense
that 1t was nearly beyond sex. |

48 vwe drew into the strange shadows of the new garden sudburb,
where the proper rqads stopped and wide dusty lanes took their place
just 1like the roads in the desert leading out of Baghdad, with lights
slung up temporarily on wires and swinging ebout in the breoze,
the great new blocks rising out of the earth like coloured neat
mountains glittering with lights, he turned to her with a last,
*iell, we're there, cara signorinal' and touched her leg again
with his free hand as if he'd been preparing it for the last
minutgy, in a soft, confirming little pat. There wasn't rivalry;\
between.us but I was determined not to let Angelo have his omn w%g;e
and my future.one as well, so I Jumped out of the car---in a kind
of Anglo-Saxon abstract intimacy (the fellow citizens) that excluded
this southern sex-maniac,and walked with her %o the mein door.
I even made it seem--~because ingalo was uatching'us hard from his
tiny car---that there was already an understanding betveen us, 1
made it saem‘gg to ﬁelli 8s well, in cese she had thoughts of falling
for the dark one instead of the dlond! This first choice iz so

precarious---dark equals bdlond--~-sometimes the blood wants this
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one, sometimes that, but I vas as determined about this as adbout
enything. in my 11fe~--f§ found as I stood there., I wasn't competing
with Angelo: there wag just this flat determination in me, If
there'd been competition I2d have given up: with the 1nnaté laziness
that comes ovegﬁwhen there is any competing to be dones I aluays
"hend it to the other.msn on a plate.,. A sniff of: competition, in the
air andﬂail my resources are laid asleep., They were always adnonishe
ing you at school to-epnpete--«when: they weren't tanning your: arse,
tearing your-balls off in a 'game®, saying somethlng sarcestic and
*teaching' you the funoctional pleasures of Anglo-Sazon life,

fle- stood in the dim shadows éf the block, just outside the
glass entrance, and arranged %o see each other next day, I said
I would come out and see her. To my astonlshment she agreed,
I half-expected her to peep round my shoulder and call out, 'Hullc,
there, dark one, coms and make an appointment, tool' I was as
alive to Angelo's charm as if I'd been in her body. But instead
she smiled up at me dimly, always from that distance~--~just beyond.
And so we shook hands, I can remember novw exactly what she was
wearing as we said. good nighi--~it.%was a white, open-necked blouse,
its collar tucked over the grey Jjacket, codl and clear like herselfl,

suggesting a firm,. straight intelligence,.and unerring Judgement.

I forget if I was still working at the Forum on the seven
wonders of the world es & German priest but I think the next day
was ty last and Iy we were payed off outside a café, I remember
how different the light of the sky seemed to me that day, and what
@ springing elation cought hold of me and made the priest-work seem

abject and ridiculous not as it had done before but in a new way
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thet left me untouched, because really 1'd gone into another world
I knew it, I was no longer Just mysélt I was at the edge of some-
thing, a great new reality was about to begin.and I had a new pride
that calmed my nerves, I remember standing at the edge of the pave-
ment that day, in a éﬁnarevnioknamed Piazza Quedrata, the *square’ |
squere, a pléce I hated becauée of 1ts empty din, its sombdre blocks
of flats, the dusty shops and tall sad trees lodking down on trame
lines, the 1ittle cinemas near by with neon lighting, and no remiﬁder
anywhére of Italy, vhich can't be said even.of the new jerrybbuilf
districts, where at least people still sit outside in the evening.
Most of m& lonely hours seem to have been spent round that équare;
I can remember standing at thg edge of the pavement in the hot
noon shnlight, Just before crossing the road, and feeliﬁg with this -
sudden spring of elation that I was about to be launched on to a
vast new esi® shining sea and that all I had to do instead of in-
waraly weeping and fighting and more ahd more encrnsting myself
in my own life and senses until I was nearly dead except in the
pure functioning of my orgens, was just to walk on, &s myself and‘
I would be known for myselt, for the first time as long as I could
remember, perhaps for the first time in my life: I could return
to myself, It seemed that hitherto I‘couldn't afford to be
myself;-oI’d forgotten to be myselfeuanoi enough time, enough |
money. | t

It made ne quietér—--usually I would bound up the stairs to
see Angelo and Francine, my other saviours, and launch into a long
overpowering speech, until Angelo was tempied to take over with one
of his own and ve stood together sweating and gesticulating, with
bread crumbs and wine stsins all over the teble, and Francine look-
ing on quietly., But I changed, I was quieter, The quietness

grew on me over the next few veeks., Francine, above all, was



to notice 1t, and say she didn't like it.

I went out to the garden suburd and we were together ncarly
ths~whole day. Little by ;1ttle we realised we both wanted toe--
rest, Gazing at her¢;as enough for me: listening to a record,
glancing at asgook, talking, drinking tea, with the;e intimecies
vwe healed ourselves. Sex came about &s easily a; smoking. But

4

smoking, -as Bgremont(says)in a book by Disraeli’ is 'the tomb of

love®s This sex ;3 a kind of 1n1§%tion rite in our world., It
make B conversation easier. I cen remember our first sensations..
There vwas =bsoixt=X¥ no pleasure, There was the impression of
rumpled clothes---not much else. Her shyness was what sometimes
never abates 1n a woman---the ‘organs have made an habitusal recoil
from the outside world since childhood; her organs vere like
mine---used to 'pleasure', nemely hard interest, but not E;zii
satisfaction at all. I can remember when our orgens met, and
it was as narrowly physical as possidble: pure touch. It was
less than it would have been with a whore. Vg veren't £it for
sex, either of us. There waé:only the itech, It ﬁaan’t the |
sex that grips the mi&dle-—-&raeke the middle of the bbdy in its
spasm, like the centre of an axis. It was Jjust bareness, In

© Yk e u wotkin
proper sex there is mo b&gb,l The moment is(:?closed in a shared
dreamp—uthis is why brotheX-zex is no good 1?Aepoch, and why the
brothels have mostly died out; because there's no shared dream
between strengers, as there used to be. ?his dream comes after
a long search, nowadays.: And we were a long vay from even start-
ing that search. It was just & ritual of secretion: the middle
of the body was only eccessory---the dreasts and prick vere the
bare instruments of a kind of plgasure-contest. Onlézggén we

turned to the outside world--wﬁen we delved into each othqr's
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tastes---when we turned the sex into light and air, and talked

it away,. when literally there was no sexvleft ndthing between

our bodies at all---did the dream begin that led to the mystery
of real body, as secret as light itself,

I looked back on the previous few months. I1'd been doing
so much, Spurious activity grew like tﬁining‘roots out of my
lonelimess, until the whole organism was nearly choked to death,
And 1t was e terrificslly exciting state, i remembered that. .
The outer skin had a strange febrile touch, warm and toned-up,
but there was nothing inside except rehearsal for activity,

I didn't get experiences rightfthrongh to the inside., I didn't
get any relish or slow dawning appreciation, There was too much
tomexorcise and waylay, I don't mean I clung to other people's
compeny. I spent long hours alone, But it wasn't really being
alone. It was activity. Even the lonely exﬁerience, which is
a marvellous one; didn't reach right through me. My experience
was masturbated: I was a good member of the middle'olaas.

I threw myself into evefythingon—e‘ﬁanqe at the little house
et Frascati, drinking coffee in the villagé square--~but there
was no fullness, I was presen§ to those places in my excited and
taelkative and exhilarated.salf, but not in my permanent reality.
That stayed in suspense, I was fascinated and intrigued all the
time, I hed an endless intoxication with the simplest things---
standing at the side of a country lana smoking, lying under a
vine on a hot day, sitt&ng in a chnrch, making myself @ sandwich
of tomatoes, Héhopped rosemary end olive oil, g plenty of pepper;
but it wasn't total participation. For gggggg,it was: I was g%%%
them as I never was again, later. I was aware of a certain statdo

misery underneath; & starvation of self I couldn't put my finger
on. It was like signing my nsme to life every minute but
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seeing no more than the promising and colourful contract. Only
the shell of life was offered, I can remember those hours at the
house ‘80 well--ih the heet of the afternoon, with the radio blaringe--
somebody had passed by and flicked it on---or the cf?éadasrbellgwing
outside among the pltve‘tregs, a truck thundering Syfon the road
below, with a cloud of dust, and the hours would slip by, the nerves
were.stgllt waiting for their next adventure, the blood was thiék;
I was hot and aware all the time, but the real fibre of self was
gone. In Londom, and then in Berlin, this fibre had been snapped
every moment of the day. low it vas leid asleep. )

Only sleep was & real pleasure., But the moment I wes avake in
':he morning there was the bleak questioednow"l was~go1ng to live,
gc¥ morey. Yet I didn't get a job. I had a degree, I'd even
taught at a university. It would have been so easy. But I was
asheamed to. I remember standing in the Piazza;ééi Silvestro,
near the post office, with-a friend who was shoving me a printed
form put out by some school, which you had to sign if you wanted
a job there. I could have filled it fn. But I didn't. I
didn't want a solution. I didn't want to make things easier for |
nyself . 'I was on a test of some kind. I wasn't clear what
this was. But it was a test of my whole life, therefore my whole
powers. I would stand at the life-firontier and say,"This is my
t&tal identity, I have no other, and this act baptises my identity.’
I wanted to baptise the mcaning of my life, I didn't want to
finence my identity in any way. I just wanted to wait, in my ‘
total and complete self, end let fate put on its stamp of guarantee,
to set my actual day-to-day life on that path and that path alone,
so that it was no longer in the slightest degree even a‘g%gggg and
therefore academic. being. So I waited, going to sleep in my

little room with the glass door, near the staircase where people
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clattered up and down all day.’ A letter came from lLondon---there
was a job for me in Ankara, if I wanted 1%, with long holidays,
voyesge paid.’ Trom the Turkish embaessy. But I said no. I was
too busy being destitute. )

I'd been trying to do tha@te-~lay myself bare---for a long
-time before.l I' can remember the seme sheme in Béghdad, even
while I was' teaching happily at the university, and writing my own
work in the afternoons and evenings. The work there wes light and
fairly easy. 1 toock classes in the mornings, between nine and
midday. I used to stroll down fo the college from my house on
the outskirts of the city. The college-year was over before the
real summer heat started, so that the weather was bright end spring-
1ike most of the time, with a olear'glittering sunlight and &
warm wavering breeze coming in from the desert. 1It-was called the
country of two springs. ' We used to go out to Babylon sometimes
and picnic there, or:drive out to the arch of Tesiphon, visit one
of the desert villeges., Once I went with my students on a small
steamboat we hired, along the Tigris, where it was narrovw aend flat
and untroubled, between grassy banks, in the cool weather, with
everything glittering, while we sprawled om the little decks or
hung over the sides; and I remember we arrived at a tiny summer-
house, hardly more than one room, but with a proper roof and wells,
'1ike the river~house of a palace, gleaming white with a perfect
lawn and palm trees in front, immediately on the river, and we &ll
hopped off the boat, picnic baskets were teken dovn, dance records
were put on and the girls started dancing 8ogether, their long
black hair touching and their hips moving slowly, in the heavy Arebd
way. It was all totelly silent round us, with the water not
moving and not a soul to be seen, The sun glittered eand dazzled

all t he time, the boat swayed ever so slightly at its anchor, and
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the water Rapped at its ‘sides.

Tthen I finished work those mornings in Baghdad I would stroll
back to the house, or get a 1ift from one of the richer girls whose
father owned & Cadillac or Oldsmobile, end af ter a lunch in the
long dining room f;om'whicq I could see palm ¢rees and the white
square housg next door, I would sleep, with that dead sleep of the
desert-countries, and then read vwhile tea was being got for me.
Then I might sit at the desk and write, or stay on my bed in a
dreaming state. I might listen to music, on a gramophone borrowed
from one of the colleges, Some afternoons I had to go flovn to the
college to supervise a club or discussion group---something deadly
that was called cultural for some reason. But mostly 1 was free
after midday. And 19 the evening theres vould be one, of the hotels
by the river, with a friend, or an hour in the little windowless
hgr of the Riverside hotel where you got chittken livers~apd brandy.
The money Was good, all I wanted. But there was shame underneath.
I was aching a1l the time to give it up vhile 1 was feeling content.
For one thing there was the shame ofggetting good money in a place
where people wglked past you in rags and where Whole villages vere
starving. But that feeling might have sbated, in time--wafter all,
my Arsb friends were earning good money too, as doctors or laewyers
or something, and they were the gaople who were supposed to be the,
hope of the country. And thefe;were medical schemes, irrigation
schemes, slum-Clearance Scheges~~—th1nga vwere changing, the compar-
.ison would have becqme less stark as the middle class in the city
grow and took its propperity for granted., The shame---like &
power tugging at my jacket all the time, even while I clowned
abogt in the classes, feeding my girls with words and books and
all sorts of wind they'd never heard pefore, even while I was

giving myself publiély as I'd never done before---~the quiet shame



acted all the time: I wasn't .doing what my life-identity
required. ‘ '

I could argue that I was doing it, that I was writing as I'd
never done in nmy life before---~in security, knowing where the ngxt
week's money Was coming from---1 could argue that this was bringing
security---order---into my work. But it was no good.  The facts
weren't enough. . I had to de wholly my life-identity. I had.to
obey that. | _

I obeyed it against my interests, my freedom and certainly ny
heppiness, I closed the college-contract aftor a yeer and didn*t
go back, The last few weeks there hadn't been very happy; it

was lonely, there were thé usual intrigues you get in these coll-

eges allmover the earth, I secmed to be getting enwebbed in troudble.

But that didn't mstter. It wouldn'$ have stopped me going back.
Since it wasn't my vhole life I could play the required games .
o demanded .
easily. I was amazed how much I dumesradrmpzell sometimes, what .
risks I took=--I just went my own way in the teaching end if any-
body disagreed with me thet was too bad, they would have. to get

used to me, So people approached me gingerly. That ease~-=-

the sense of not being really cormitted there-—-gave me authority. .

And I used it more and mors. I made a nuisence of myself when I
could, to keep my place intagt-~«I shoved my teeth when one of the
ladies on top, whose husband was later sentenced %o death by the
revolution, stuffed a lot of refrigerators in my top classroom to -
start a courss in housekeeping. That was my Hamle§ room, &8
opposed to my Rape of the Lock foom across the way, and- the refrig-
erators were probably ell pert of a dim policy of intrigue in any
cases My attitude was that it was 2 privilege for them to have
me, and to pay me, and this attitude was easy for me beceause 1t

was unconscious, I mean I really did feel it was a privilege for




them, It amazes me now~~~having sinee then demeaned myself and
begged and cajoled for money-~~how I leapt into that income as if
I;d had it all my life, without even & thank-you, with a nice two-
storey house on the outskirts and a couple. of servents, and girls
feellng flattered to give me a 1ift home in dad'silimousine, and
citizqug actuelly competing to.heve me &s a private tutor for
their children at a rate which even now, over eight years later,
seems fabulous. I ewx» had a limousine~--long and\dazzlgng,
with a chauffeur--~-to take me to my privete lessons two afternoons
a veek in. the centre of town, and I used to ;;sp'out of the house
after an early tea in a grudging erd uncooperative state of mind,
and heer the cracking radio from inside the car with 1r§itation,
before I stepped into the soft pinkish interior and was whisked
purringly eway between. the palm trees, still yawning, with the
ugly little textbooks in my hands, %owards my illiterate charges.
Those extra hours were the only ones I taught grammar in. : They
were drudgery-and nothing else., I had two pupils and they learned
what they could. The heat wés beating up at that time, and was
stifling even in the eerly hours of evening, and we lounged about,
with water trickling dom strew in the doorways, to lkkeep the air cool,
The two doys liked to vaste,ny ?%fe talking about the c¢ity and I
let them. Ve struggled througgitwo hours 1like dead men, and I
tried to stuff English down their throatglike handfulls of pork-
fet: they brought it up immedletely. Then I got snnoyed they
smiled in the Middle Dastern waye--it liveaed gi:'afgernoons pa
bit. :

In the college I got_ﬁﬁ% name for being a bit of a clovn,
emong the girls, and I used the clowning method to teach, The
fset that they were all girls made it easier., But I yearned for

men-classes as well, or at least for the mixed classes the other
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colleges had, The women intrigued and gossiped too much, |
You could never get anything.straight home, without this little
web of the hsrem. But fate had put me into.a women's college.
And really it was & hasrem. They c¢eme, most of them, draped in
the veil, and took it off for the classes, Hardly one of them

) umleas e wad
had been alone with a men befors, stbhreat—irtm—inrtap a brother or
at least a close cousin, If it had ever happened it had been a
fluke--~or a beté?al., And here they were alone with & man for
hours on end, every morning. At first I hod no idea about this,
I was there to teach, to talk about Pope and Hsmlet and Chaucer,
and teach I would. I clowned to get my points home, but 4t had.
other effects., They used to press up against me when I marked.
their books~««=!Come and have your dbook marked, Fétima*---and 1
used to wonder why. I thought they were interested in what I was
saying.

I think I worried more about money at that time than ever‘
before, because I was getting enough of it. IEngugh money always
poses the question, what 18 going to happen if the supply stops.

' I begrudged spending eny of it--~I wanted to buy myself two or
three yodrs of independence, to write my books in. This was how
I saw all money, as buying that., How much & a silent room would
it duy, for how long? Of course, I did spend---they seemed enormous
amounts, And I never seemed to have anything in the bank.

This ﬁas due mostly to en admirable Jew in the ministry of finance
to whom you had to g0 to get your balancec-sheet straight. He
never told you exactly what you had in the kitty---in fact, he
told gou hundreds of pounds less, so that yocu were always anxious
to cut down your expenses., At the end, when I wound up.the cont-
ract, I was surprised how much 1 really had, .spart from the bomus.

He sat crumpled up in an untidy tropical suit over his desk,
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sweating, with plles of untidy files and contracts and accounts
all round him and on every table and chair, To sit you down he
always had to remove a little pile of dusty accounts, And you
alvays had to weit, He nodded to you politely when .you walked in
but never attended to you at ohce. That..was his little kingship.
He was the only one in the building, I heard, vho ccﬁlﬁ really do
accounts, he had a genius for them that the Arabs couldn't under-
stand. and were aved and silenced by, and he governed all these
massive amounts of money with a‘gérerul, kindly, tyrranicaj eye...
Everything was impossible with him, the moment you mentioned its
Could you have fifty pounds at onco? Fifty? ‘Impossible) And
you would come away With half--wto be doposited in the bank next
week, perhaps: You were baffled because although you knew the
money wWas yours he had a way of covering it with mystery so that
you didn't know quite how much you'd elready spent of it. The benk
accouhs might be in front of you but he always hgd little rules
and provisions which showed why a2ll the money due to you hadn't been
paid in and might never de, It never once occurred to me to bribe
him. In Italy I would have done 1t at once. But I think 1% was
thq sense s;g size of the power he liked, e was & charming,
m’ smg man with a sudden soft yet plercing gaze, never
presuming dbeyond his exact position dbut using i¢ with a nice kingly
fullness, One had to climb up an iron staircase. to get to his
corridor, in a dusty, flaking duilding with irrigated lawns,
parched p;im trees and gravel paths outside, with that queer heavy
air of foreboding that there is round an Arab government building.
I never got used to the money there. I never felt I really
had it but that it passed like a tinsel episode, doing nothing for
my position in life, securing nothing that money 1is supposed to

buy. The money-part was like a dream, not touching me. I
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remember stopping at a tiny wine-store in the main straet}o@e
autumn evening, when it was dark and still warm, on the way home,
to buy some drink for the sideboard, which had been empty since

I arrived: 1I'd reached the estate of having a sideboard of drinks
and there was the money to do it with., GSo, slways with the sense
that I was spending hours of the 11:? I ought to be leading, I
ordered & roughly adequate sideboard--=-gin, whiskyp brandy, some
sherry and so forth. I can remember feeling that the storemen,

a derk; quick, smiling Arab with & sherp face, wouldn't allow the
order in some vay, wouldn't take it seriously, But hevwent on
writing the order down. And I was afraid all the time that I |
wouldn't have enough money in my pocket to pay. And it diﬁn't
seem my right, I felt the right would be questioned, I didn't
heve the personal power to do the ordering, I felt. It wasn't my
world. I seemed to be apologising to him, even, I felt apologetdo.
And 1 more or leaé stumbled from the shop, with the sensé of a crime
on my shoulders, The first 'sideboard® I had ordered! ilell, he
promised to have it all sent to the house, and I half-expected it
not to arrive, But it was there befors I got hae, It didn't
seem much after all. Only a few bottles. I forget how they were
drunk, in what circumstances. I believe I didn't get any mo£e¢
There was always this sense 1 had of violating & certzin inner
chord---a certain place I tried to obey, but without any clear
consciousness, I couldn't have put the matter into Words.

I dbought suits and shirts mede to measure for the first time
in my life, I had no idea what I was doing in these clothes-
shops---1 mean, having been brought up in England 1 had no idea of
comportment, no sense at all like the Italian sense, vwhich ewry
person. of what becomes the body and makes 1t

feel easy and assured and harmonious, At that time clothes



for me Were things you flung on with & sort of feverish perplex-
ity, wondering if they would stick and not explode on your skin
like industriel boils or get you into fierce aréuments with ;risﬁ-
men on the streetcorner when the pués closed, or tempt the conducte
or to stoﬁ the bus and have you put off for general unfitness,
I didn't inherit from my world the clear, sane, restful sense of the
body which Iteliens have and vhich at one time was the rightful
inheritance even of slaves. I can remember stumbiing thr&ugh‘the
streets where I vas born feeling like a eriminal end hiding my eyes
from everybddy that passed dy, much as they were doing from me, I
expect. The ai:‘of tgose streets, the grim shopfronts, the creak
and clatter of the trams, the forbidding-looking grey pavements of
asphalt; madelﬁhe body start énd draw bhack endylose tﬁat first natel
conneetion with the physiesl life of the outside breathing world,
bit by bit., I hed had holidays from this fearfhl.nervous background,
whichkit would teke years to undo: one waé in Aﬁstria, where 1

with a long
stayed on & farm near Salzburg, in a wooden roon uxaximxxxng balcony
looking down on the valley of the Salzach, and I started writing
my second book there, with hesitation and in a sort of broken grief
vwhich only aliowed intermittent glimpses-through of}real lifee=~of
my own real 11re+--§hile the cool misty airs drifted through the
window, and cow-bells sounded across the valley, the chickens clucked
in the yard below, and the family moved about talking in rsucous
voices with an occasionel thump on the kitchen tadble or the scrape
of a milk peil., Those few weeks gave me the £irst clea£ hing of
my real voice for a long time---the voice drifted in from the esteep
hills, and when we got dack to London it entered fully into me,
like a wonderful recollection become organ and flesh; I degan writ-
ing egain, uith éé;é;;;;ég upside down all round me, ladders and

whitewash pails and rolls of wallpaper, and &ecorators coming end
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going, so that I felt the voice was all the more sure and that

I'd done the Jjourney that had exorcised the war end the nervous

defeats that had preceded it like a mounting army to orush the last

fibres of hope and pleasure: At the end of that time, with the
substonce of the Austrian book done, I remember sitting dovn at a
desk by the window snd thinking, *Now what?* And the enswer to
that was a telegram from Baghdad esking me to come over, Within
ten days 1 was there.

Baghded was my first release into the body---the war had only
been & hint of it, hedged in and stunted by murder, 1In Beghdad
I begon to realise the effécts of having a God-given body, the
stupendous inheritance which this was and vhich I'd always halfe
disregerded before and deen cheated out of in some Way by the life
&%k round me. It was in the tiniest things, like teking a glass
of lemon tea in the morning, or standing in the quiet sandy quad-
rangle at the back of the college., In sex the body had been lacke
ing in some way, there'd been appetite and a gnawing underground
local desirs, dbut the complete functioning body was §n cbeyance,
there was the fog of & hostile outer life round it, a public life
that throbbed end hummed in the streets and denied the intimate
processes of the body, its leisurcly requests and long-drawn-out
fulfilments. In those London stréets you had a hot stabbing
des ire between your legs--~for the woman next door you peeped
at through the window, the girl you glimpsed teking a bath one
summer night, the towel waving madly over her naked shoulders like
a naughty dance, the woman who stood at the bus-stop st about
seven every evening and loocked monstrously inviting from behimy@
I remember this hot sensation of desire was so maddening that
once I stood in the middle of the locel reference library and

ejaculated there and then, in a flood, because of a woman reading



close by.

Lvery event in Baghded banished the old nervous body---from
the blatant, orackling call-to-prayer that came over the city ioué-
speakers at dawn every morning to the splashing of oars on the muddy,
eddying river at night after the sun hed gone down and c¢oloured
lights shone from the minarets and hotel gardens. Leisure started
getting into my body. I remember the long walk home from the
college, along the helf-mede roads that almost melted in the noon-
heat. And there was the tiny kiosk near.the house, at the edge
of a t$E¢ public garden with dborder flowers, vhere.l used to get
bottles of Coca-cola on hot afternoons, and water melons, The
pressing claims of the outside life died away, the silent organs,
thet had been shocked into dimnees, begén to thrive and show theme
selves plain, as an extraordinery common inheritance~--divirs, yet
shared with every creature,on the earth. It was the opposite of
the Anglo-Saxon death-life, which said that the body was a work-
unit, and pleasurs teking time off.

In the last few weeks there I felt stranded---spied-on;
the heat had started., Gossip travelled fast end even the police-
men on point-duty was supposed to note every car that pessed him
and its occupants, if they were warth noting. My neighbour, a
Kurd, told.me he'd never had trouble finding out if his vife was
up to any tricks when she-went out in the car every afternoon---
the police traced her.route all over the city.

On the.hét, stormy deys the city felt grotesque and haunted.
There was this sense of an unpredicteble, spying power, close to
your own conscience, changesble as you were chengeable, doing .
invisible things that might easily involve you one day. Terrific
heat always seems to produce disgust with creation. The sky

bears down with & personal relentless veight, only releasing you
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to your own thoughts in the dead of the night. I used to try
and snateh the early coolness at dawn, walking out on to my-
baleonys. But dlready the sun had that fierce, sickening glow
that dbored into everything.. By eleven the weight of the sky had
coms down, the whole city was s$1ll, Then all thers was for it
was to sweat and drinks Bometimes the ecvenings.gave a sudden
surprising coolness and it was possible to tske a bus to one of the
hotels without getting your clothes wét all through, I canme %o
dislike even the croaking little buses that went along the main
street, vhich I'd enjoyed at first; now they were dusty, scorching
monsters, breathing fire when you got near them, grinding along in
a wet mist of heat,

I felt terpifinediy threatened in that heats I had good
friendg---Arébs and Kurds. But the feeling wouldn't leave me.
It was a deep inner threat---not entirely outside me. It secemed
so easy to die like a dog (or a king) and not be missed, death
was so close, breathing at the edge. of your skin; and that was
the fascination as well, like & drug. It was the whole meaning of
the place in a way. .- There was the fascination that you could
yield at any moment to that vast, breathing death like a sunsét
2ll round you, belqnging to no particular tim-«-full of ages &go,
from before your ::;i;. That was the element of struggle. You
wanted to g clear---now, at once, at any cost---anything to get
awey from f%e city, into the next country, to.the sea, Jjust a few
hundred miles across the desert. Then, oh, the safety and long.-
gool hours, like being received back into. your ovn 11fe:again!

And you would recognise yourself again with such relief: Dbecause,

at the same time, you had wanted to stay. You manted.to surrender,

and you wanted to escape that vant in yourself, The word Islem,

after all, means surrender. There's the chance of surrender
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all the time--bsucgé perfect finding of yowrself, such & complete
arrival et what you are at the last frontier thet there is nearly
no self left., I mean, a surrender to the death of selfs A great
ecstasy would eccrue from that, in the coolness of the two springs,
in the pitiless heat and the erushing scendels of the city, &an
ecstasy of release from self which goes very well with the slow
clicking of beads in the hand on a hot afternoon.

When I got to Beirut on the Lebanon coast I was so relieved
that I nearly danced in the roadway. I got down from the desert-
bus and just stood there breathing in the air for s few minutes,
So coo0l!. The sea frothed and splashed and rolled close to the
road, there vere carés, restaurants, French food, I stayed there
a few days getting my senses back and taeking the :0ld relish in
things, - And I hed a renewed sense of Individuality. éE% it:
was illusory. It Wwas the kind based on orgahisation-—--on# one's
Joining the clatter of the world: not based on owrselves, through
and through, forged in the siow machinations of the will., ¥When
that comes ebout it's invisible., Nobody sees it.

But the freedom came back. My name--wvhat my life was to
be~~=the friends I had---my date of arrival at the next town: ‘
choice and decision came dback, Yet in Baghdad I'd laid the baaia
even of that freedom. - The work was done there, sweating in the
afternoon with nothing on above the waist, sitting on my bed;
this work was blindfold, as it were, it sprang from a source of
snrrander;;:n a way the self g;é;yielﬂ gt last, so that the consc=-
ious will gave place to the deep organic one vhich Jjust moves in
the direction of the required object. And it had all seemed so
difficult before~--~-the self had dbesn thers dbefore with its illusory -
identity, prompting me to false efforts and stunned for the lack -

of anything to surrender to, always referred dback to its miniat-



138 -~

ure will, which is the personal will, not the grand will which

is there from birth and slow of growth, altogether invisible end
never in harmeny with th personal will, which prompts solutions
and keys and short cuts and good ideas all the time, &nd never the
total necessity that lies outside as cbjectively as the sun, end
about which there is no arguing when the time comes, to vhich there
is no alternative and for the satisfaction of which no idea is any
good because no idea has any relevences, Befare, the self alvays
got its invitation, 'Speak!'. But now it got the invitation that
couldn't dbe refused, to listen. - ,

1 can remember sitting at a terrece-cefé in Beirut, outside,
under & cool awning, high ebove the road that runs by the beach,
locking out to seea on a glittering, ﬁgécious morhing soon after 1°'4
arrived.from Beghdad, I was talking to somebody but the state I
remember was.that of looking out to sea across the dright, shining
buildings, and containing 1n!2pat4moment the vhole of my life, not

————

its events er—eyen—ibe—beme

V.
but 1ts proper meaning, that was light

and glittering and hopeful like the sea and the road below; I sat
perfectly still in my wicker chair, with the torturod weeks of
Baghdad well behind me, &nd the morning secemed endless, Thers was
this picture that haed no imsge at all---the essential moment of a
vhole life,; summarising everything in such a way that no words or
) ' like a breeze
images were possible, being only & breath of 1nt1mation/fromitha
sea, stirring the striped avning above us and svweeping away the
noises from the road below., It hed something to 4o with books,
this moment--~~that was as near as it came to & definite. thing:
the smell snd touch and shape of books wes there, the strange,
aved moment of vriting that was always full of trembling and
fear, the sct that came from & spell end yet cast & spell when

it was done, every day; the invisible light in the moment of
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writing; ‘that was there, the invisible image that touched &ll real
sights and sounds and penstirated them to where they lay together in
one dream, always with this hope and terrific clsen gladness that
could never be impaired or drained away but stood fér all time,
teking in any sge and state snd remaining ebsolutely the sage;
that picturece--moment-=eseecmad helf out at sea, where it was dazz-
ling-blue and calm with bright white foam now and then on same of
the slow breakers, it seemed held up above the sea, in the air,
touched by the town as well, not separate at all, but getting some
of its bustling reality from the edge of the toun where there were
boats, trucks and customs-houses on the harbour, vhere there was'a
"smell of good morning coffee and the garlic going into the lunch-
'dishes, and the sound of gulls, and the hushed, gutteral, clandest-
ine sound of Arabic.-
well~ ,

1% was perheps the firiz??eal moment of ngi being that 1
remember, - The mesning of wonr life was caught and enclosed in
a state that being real wasn't in time at all but without beginning
or end, only anchored to that terrace-cafd and the pleasant striped
avning for want of a place to be. '~ And yet the presence of those
things round me, the sea down below, was so strong that the state
didn't seem possible without them: they clung to that moment so
strongly that‘they'werewpenetratéau==ﬁ;===ﬂ=ltﬂiiii with ite««no
longer awning and gea and the sounds in the street, but the ways
and motions of a dream of life that is like a glimpse»of creation.
That imege. had something to do with my future, what I would do,
and also with the past, but in such a way that it mede -pma and
present and future and past, and also any achievenment, any act of
doing, meaningless, Yet it was a guide, also., It was a help
to my will, end a proof of my will, It was a sign to me, of the
way + would go about things. It was%a moment of relish for all
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sorts of work ‘I would do---Work not yet formudated or even
imsgined; 1t was a substitute moment for Working---the peculiar
dream-work that you need to sustaein the actuel, live work; it
was the warmth that provided the later glow, and illumined every-
thing. It was strange I should have it then, just after the hot
weeks in Baghdad, &8 if to say, 'Now here's your freedom egain,
most of it made for you and not by youe--don't Just walk into it
again and take it for granted, learn from this moment what your

‘meaning is, try to keep yourself as you were in Baghdad, keep your

surrender, keep the thinking-will down, let the dream-will through,
don't let the world put it to sleep by offering $ou the other thing,
thetggggfin which you can shine and move and impress---keep this
inege as your authority, keep what belongs to you.' And yet it

vasn't articulate, It was far removed from & decision of any

" kind, It was only & moment that seems to me now to have said

those words, ' And that moment had something to do with feeling

clean-«-with the bright cloth of my tropical clothes, the see-bleached

awning above, the clear air of the harbour, and the sun that poured
down in one huge, uninterrupted avalanche of yellow light, not
pausing for‘ény corner and yet not scorching the heart out of things
as it had ‘done in Baghdad.

That I would ever go to Italy and live there wvas all*nnknown

toc me, But the friend I was with had relatives there; he was

- e o —————
L1 T e LR T
.

part-Italian. _
After three or four days I walked dotwn %o
the harbour and got my ticket, on an Italian boat, It would stop
at Naples, after a call at Syrascuse, and 1 decided to get off the
boat at Naples and teke @ train up to Rome,

It was 8 gleaming white boat, quite small, with tiny lounges

like those on the c¢ross-Channel boats,. I sat in one of these
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for hours on end in & halfwdreaming state, with the sunlight pouring
in through the doorway from thc dsck and the engines throbbing
quietly underneath, on & smooth blue sea, I ﬁemember'anlItalian
f’amn'y--«anﬂ elderly man and h_:l;s wife with a young girl---who sat
there qQuietly, seeming in the seme stato as myself, hardly ever
talking to each other dut gazing round in sn intelligent way, .
politely attentive to everything but at the same time essy, in the
way gouis Iteliens of tne educated classes have, their expressions
fine and rested, o shade intimidated by the foreign world, with e
fear of not coming up to its needs, soff that they seem to have a
fine and clear perception, StetmiTrIterTrtiTInT, thfghgh cbhnecent-
rat%;; on the subtleties they feel they're supposed to show, an¢

also through a real subtelty, a certain minuteness of intelligence
that goes with good nerves and the ingrained fear of vulgarity that
you get ‘in the peasant countries. I wanted to talk to them but I
knew no Itelian then, znd I kept on lesving it to another day as

the boat drifted on; I gazed end resd and dreemed in the flashing
white sunlight coming in from the sea, with the noise putting my
nerves at rest, s¢ that I secmed to be talking to this family
elready, underneath, in the throbbing silence, and in the light

that would be there for ever, in the sea that w and
didn't bother about anyone, and in the cool, rock-dry air that came
across. from Greece, the sky tha?t had seen gleening templés with

huge pillars and merble Apollos standing in the sea &nd other ancient
things that made words unnecessary and meant that this quiet Italian
family of three had come close to me and &n act of. recognition had
passéd betveen us, in a way none of us vwould quite Ye able to
realise, though the peculiar organic and silent connection would
always remain, having solved something in each of us perheps that

we could only recognise slowly, after many years. I remember
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tke man's slight, pointed -beard with its .touch of grey, and his
delicate, small, penetreting eyes, reticent and shy; he was at
a frontier of life, perhaps: and I remember the girl with her
unmoving, clear face, her eyes quite still as she gazed across
the room, hardly moving, always with a certain wondering caution
in her, like sn animal, her expericnce untouched yet, unattacked.
The mother is vague to me., 3he was a shedov to the others, accome
panying them, inside them all the time, fully given to their rhythm,
and so her face was vsgue to me, her actual lines were ﬁnnecessary
to the act of knoving her.

I liked these statege---rare enough then---of complete, half-
dreaming scceptance, without the noervous attack and foresight
education had tried to tesch me. I remember & similar state in
Tel Aviv during the war, close to the beach, when I was eating
fruit at a café-toble ew=tf® on e kind of cement ¢learing that
sloped down to the sead, on & hot day in the late afternoon, one
Saturday, with two 'or three other soldiers. I remember how the
underground numbing misery of being a soldier lifted from me for
a moment; leaving its twinﬂaathe,sp&endcuf of having no identity,
herdly .a name, no aim except to survive, hardly a wish except the
wish in dreams that doesn't .even hope for possibility, the

Al
of never asking Why, the tension to scunds .like a&an animel; the

splendour kept ;ﬁz twie}miserg’from rotting égg'body and e resolve;

it vas nature's way, there were sorrow and pain but no melancholy,
the thwarting misery from my former 1ife hed stoyped—::gg?ure sav
to this. Two years or so before that 1*'d fallen in 2=, vhen I
was still at school, in the country, and the two of us hed separated
'in that catastrophic way young people have in a world that has
nothing healthy to tesch., In the army 1 carried her photograph
about everywhere, I locked at.it until it ves no longer & face for
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me but miliions of little spots on a piece of paper, I touldn't

remember her face any longer, I deydroamed about her every night

before I went to sleep, I filled up every spare minute with her

image in the daytime more or less all through the war, I searched

the letters I got from other people for & little mention of her,

what she was doing, even if it was terrible; this, too, was

somsthing thet kept me together, it was the good aoeompﬁéyang

dream, from a wrong and bad world---~I had to take that world's

odd ocures with its errors. It would have been better if I*d just

had desires and purged them with whores, this is a better world,

but it wasn*'t mine. . I belonged to the falling-in~love world.

 And B0 I never reelly enjoyed a woman all through the war, it was all

catastrophe for me, I was never united to the Woman I should othere

wise have come to know in childhood and sustained through all the

first desires of puberty; Woman for ms was & gnawing end itching

licenoce-«~a dream that took half my prick while *love' took the

other, so the poor little chap got nothing real out of it for himself.
There was no real desire in me in the war, there wasn't in the other

men, either; onoc or two married men seemed to have it, and to satisfy
it, But most of tho others were like me. Since the falling~in~love

world is necassarily the masturbationsworld, desires weren't all that

urgent. Soldiers scemed t0 prefer & smoke and & talk, with something
to drink, in a tent or & low bivouao, with the rain or sun outside
and the sound of the country, or in a big hotel léunge turned over

to the army.‘in Taranto, Bari, Ancons, Forll, Naples. There wasn't
sex, Everybody had been prepared badly for the world he wes in now,

which really had to do with the mysteries of the body end the earth,
with the spur of death everywhere, for whigh-~-oven for deathwwsve wereé?
slorious enough, Yet there was a gleryzto be had, and it was
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the opposite of war---the opposite of shock: all the time I
was being sheken and torn under new shocks, in my young body, ascl
I was being hesled as well,

People had no stature for each other---that was the world
the army had come out of, & world where a man mustn't lift his

head too high, and thus & world where his sex, vhich is his glory,

V'~
tg—sense—ot—the-futura——tintg—hés—sprrfommupitts was dameged and

humiliated, And so, while a soldier was learning glory in his
body, through the fruit he was eating, the ﬁaryellaua nights spent
aveke dlose to the Mediterranean, through the spur of death and
the smells of the c¢ountryside, the first glimpsgs of a world that
didn't banish him intimately, he was officially insignificant and
nothing, Jjust a unit of murder-work.

So many people ended the war with thigiizgxag that they'd got
through, dut with the contradictory feeling that they'd glimpsed
something they would never have again, which they didn't understand,

which seemed sven to put them on the side of war, except that they

had yearned for peace;=ua~ﬁ»ﬂ?—-;ﬁgﬁvawwyeqmyéscaﬁgyunqﬁénagmﬁuahié,
O e e W . L e tiﬁre was thie reminder that Smthigg

wrong seemed to have been going on in their pre-war lives---that

this wrongness would perhaps continue now, once they'd settled down
again, something they didn't understand but which amocunted to a
total criticism of themseclves and society.

And so there was a lot of restlessness and misery after the
war, especially as war-conditions didn't stop dbut went on for
ten or fifteen years, with all recl seése of England---of Franceee=
of Germeny--~of Italy---gone, except as a dream, a deydream of the
past, with American armies and weapons keeping the actual material
frontiers intact,

The é;%ttling-down took place, gradually, there were children
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to look after, the intimacy of wives and home, the little sights
and sounds that after happening regulerly a year and then two and
then five and then ten became as inflexible & part of the cutside
reality as the stars and the sound of the sea had beéen in the war,
and thén the ¢hildren began to grow up with no knowledge of what
you meant, with their ysarnings that made your country seem & real
ocountry again, because it was the scene of their early wonderful
desires, 86 that the tiniest Gofner that sesmed to have been'dia;
sdrded by war was mysterious to you sgain, through their yearnings
which found the smallest place eénoughe--8 possibility of heaven |
averywhere.

And then working people were better-off---the process had
started in the war, through highei wages and the atrength of the
trade unions. There whs & terrible weariness with the old life,
the old false aceents of the suburban middle class thet hed governed
overything before the war, the old division of life into class-shadows
that no one really took seriously but which had seamadlte gorrespond .
with exisfting interests, the old Wwerld where unimsginative people
thrived and i:zg;gﬁ was another word for NO---there was such wears
inoss with it all. Working people begen to flood into the middle
¢lass, children went t6 school in thousands; the country seemed to
be concentrating==-in those years after the war---on this one thing,
the giraduation of working people into middleée-~olass life; and for a
time there seemed & ochance of & new middle ¢lass, But it wasn't
80« The old shadows didn't disappear. Only the real interests
behind them had gone, But the shadows were still thores Something
strange happened. The settling-down went on quickly but with peoculiar
dissatisfactions everywhere, underneath. Things weren't
quite rights Life wasn't quito---authentic, as it had
boen once., The authority seeméd to have gone out of peoples

I3 .
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Yet thingS'a;d‘seem right., Cn the surface they seemed quite all
right, No one gave any evidence--~in talk and books and plays and
things like that--w~that they weren't all right., The old names
came back, the old faces, some of the old annoying accentse--strangel
together, vith good wages, new schools &nd all the paraphernalia of
a new reality. There waes irritation underneath, a th%%rting of
life on a magsive scale that was much worse than before the wer,
and wh;ch sent not Jjust lonely men abroad dbut thousands and thous-
ands of ordinary bright people, until England hed the highest emig-
‘ration rate in the worlds

‘The atmosphere wasn't of something dbad or hard. It had been
much more so before the wear., There was 8 new quietnesg over every-
thing. There wasn't the old bad struggle, with hard-faced business
men on top, the sense of violence being done to life all the tim ,
through reckets and hidden scandals and dirty political dcals and
the rough handling of poor people. There wasn't the old sense of
power being brandished everywhere, And there was & big change under-
neath, in people. TYou could see it. They were turning to some-
thing new. But it was smothered, All life seemed smothered now,
in a strange way. People's faces dbegen to look smothered--=to the
outsider. There didn't s;em.power--nanywhsre. - People begén to
look less authoritative---not simply less certain dbut lsss authentic
in the pores of their skin, not Just in their gestures dut in the
cast 6f their features, They didn't seem to be developing proper-
ly, freely---with real struggles. I noticed this more and more
after the war, Only the real old clasa~-f§ho-st111 had a few
remnants at the top~-~kept a bit of the old atmospherse of author-
ity But in the ordinery middle-class positions there was only
2 sort of fancy-dress authority, @ kind of imitation.of the prewious

world which was kept going by something other than its own efforts
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and ideas, They didn't seem to need idees. It seemed that the
English middle ¢lass gould be kept going officimlly, like a sube
sidised institution, without dreams or disturbing ideas that tould
change its organisation, The violence and hardness, the aéésa of
rackets and harde-won authority, had moved o Americé,

Englishmén oame to resemble politcemon~~-kesping everything in
order, marking times Théy were the quistest, most Just and decent
and obliging policeman in the world, they didn't wear uniforms or.
ctrry weaipons«-~thedr traditions (another subsidised reality) prev;
ented uniformi end weaponss But 8t1l1l they were policemen. There
was a vay to do everything, & way to say it., There was & gggggg'
quo to maintain, in elmost eévery field. But what was this status
guo? It didn't seem to exist. And 8 certain puzzlément grew in
poople's eyes, They were telling you the letter of the law in
. the sgervice of--~what?

And I felt this the more as I begen to live abro;a. I began
to see my country olearly, with a peculiar troubled loves

It seemod that there was a forrmla for everything., VWhere
thors was a question of power being exersised--~in offices;
mostly-w=1t hed to.be enclosed in & peouliar smothered formula
that was frightening because it was ghostlya—-unrealg There could
be no sign of & living and talking person in this formula.

Actual persons were smothered., There weren't persons any more but
credentials. And these aredentials seemed ghostly, too, and
therefore ffightenings They saemsdko come from nowhere.

They were marks on & pieee of paper.

Tboan remember an interview I had for a fellowship at
0xford---I had the idea then of becoming & don so &s to 'give
myself the time to write books, but it was a brief idea beceuse
T realised that horror is no gatéeway to freedom, on howavey safe &




salary. . I can romombep, in#be horroer of the quiet long cvarpeted
room where the sendidates were interviewed by about a dozen dons,
that I talked to persuade them how I was going to change the people

I taught, I thought this was what teaching meant, provoking to ¢hange:
on my right I had a *philosopher', a fairly young man with en un;
healthy, pufly face, so deeply smothered behind concepts that his
words seemed to come 6ut through endless fluffy filters; and I can
remember his quiet, aarééstic vdica, which seemed to me sirengely
yollow like Jaundice at the time, because it summeriseéd so much of
the poison of irritated and muffled violence that had accumulated
through the war and through the years of substitute-péace afﬁerwardp,
I remembey his. voice asking me whether, after I'd done my work ofwew
er--smigsionary zeal, I would.ﬁe prepared to teach my pupils & little
philosophy perhaps?

Officially I had a hope in oleven of gotiting that job, but
reelly it was e hope in a millien, It was the zeal that stood in
my way, not my real unfitness, whiﬂh was ignorances.

Englishment's clotheseethat was enother ewful thing, They
hadn't changed sinoce the Thirties, not as far as ordinary.men went.
They began to look greyer and greyer. It wasn't just the warewe
beoause this particular thing didn't get better with peace.

If anything it got worse. People crépt round like be#tles undey
a stone, cheered up by a stale ocup of tea at the station-buffet

or msiec from thée loudspeakers, or an announcement.from. a voice
which didn't imow what accent to keep end so was fake-genteel.
Some ne¢essary belief in self, some power to carry the head high,
had goneé. The less stylé you had the better for you in that
world: - unless of coursé the style had & formula, and if it didn't
1% was soon fitted into one, . The policemen guarded, presgrved;

'but nothing changed or was born. Nothing offended
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because nothing was risked, It was sll shedows and gestures,
The truth wasn'i talked; You vere free in an uncasy way, too
free---smothered in indifference. Issues seemed temporarily to
have disappeared, There was no real argument about anything.
There éas no resl politics, since there was no ‘real political
choice, all the political power was formed and determined outside
England and outside Europe. ©Politles was just how much money
you should get for how much work, hovw meany slums §h?ulﬁ be pulled
down and whether a road should be built: you ﬁégéﬁéézrget the
young arguing asbout 1it, because it vas all sdministrative, there
was no real fight in it any more, all the fighting had been done
by other generations. And yet this truth never really transpired:
it didn't come out; you would think, from all the institutionel
talk on the radio and in the films and newspapers, all the talk
that pouréd from people who showed the right credentials, that
everything was as esuthentic as 1t had slways been, thet there was
nothing wrong., The real truth---that England was not an independ-
ent cougtrg:@idn't come out., Politically it was c¢bvious., But
it didn't go further. The important thing wasn't even that indep-
endence had gone but that its loss wasn't recognised or ever dis-
cussed., 30 it wasn't fought for. Yet the loss was there, in
the most intimate and personel way, Above all it showed in a
horror of Style---u:n'.na;;ém; will to smallness and drabness, like
a cancer at the centre’;r life, Yet the body itself wasn't really
111, People themselves~--~in themselves---didn't seem like that,
It was like & common unwanted identity, coming from nowhere,

And because the lack of independence was unrecognised, 1its t»ﬂmukﬁa.
was dresmed., The English didn't dream about the past partic-

ularly, much less about the supposed grandeur of the nineteenth

century which most of them and their forbears had got nothing
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but misery out of and which had treated them as less than slaves.
They dreamed daily life. The dream-atmosphere began to envalop
everything. Thegx dreamed ﬂhatltheir own lives weren't—--na;urally
developing 11Ves; They dreamed that the man agbove them had éuth-
ority, which he didn't. They dreamed that things wore being looked
after, vhich they weren't.

I can remember.distinétly hov my own hopes vere smothered.
I came back from the wer with a terriric avid need to read and de
alone, and though there was this.desolate loneliness in me that
camma from an interrupté& youth, it wassomething that only;gnawe&
at me intimately, it didn't,hindér the concentrated dblazing att-
ention I gave to anyéhing I eould lay my hands on by way of books.
That went on for two years or more, in one exoexmuy feast of read-
ing from early morning until late at night, in neérly complete
solitude, with outvard misery and fumbling, but with this dbuilding-
up going on 811 the time, invisibly, reneving a!%—my povers of

collest
mind after'%sa years in that universal youthful miéi_erness thees
war

But then, quite‘éuddenly, it came to an end, I came to know
people. ity solitude stopped. . I was avare that---quite suddenly~-=
the old world hed coms back again.f The old faces were there again,
for some rcason. - The future was mﬁffled suddenly. I kneg I
would have to fight myself out of this world. That wag hov my
time would be spent: not fighting in my work, vhich is the natﬁrgl
legacy of life, but fighting to be free to fight. |

~ An ertificisl world hed .coms into being---suddenly. I
remember feeling this sitting in an 0xford pub with a friend one
evening-~~it was one of those dull summer evenings that have a
disturbing and nervous excitement, when the clouds are low and

stifling aﬁd there is a strange pleasurably grim light over every-




thing, It was an 0ld pudb with a low ceiling, on the outskirts

of the oity: I can remember looking out of the narrow window frbm
the wooden bench where we were sitting, and having the sensation
of the retﬁrn of old, dead shedows, to which I must now show a kind
of idiot and out-of-joint respeect, and talk%in & language that
wasn’t my ovm again, and play in a theatre whers the scenery was
dusty and frcw%py and I didn't know my lines, for a quite frivolous
and yet dominating end; it wags 2 atrange vague sensation which I

conbtins

only XEErtesmi=ITNEIITnt. t It NnAT years later, when the truth
had clarified a little. You could say I felt the return of the

old middle class, which had been put back into position---quite
suddenly===to peiform its police duties of preserving the gstatus
Qquo, which, since there hadn't been time enough since the war for
a new one to develop, had to be the old one. But the idea of |
class 84 dn't enter my head, It wasrsimpl& a sensation of the
total eclipse of hope, almost a conviction that through an event
unknown to me, outside, my struggle would be deathly hard, from
that time on: and in @& strange way unnecessarily so, in & way
that didn't belong to the story of my ovn development or/kﬁ; to
the actual nature of the coun%ry all round me, but came out of
the dblue, gratuitous, unforeseen and completely out of Joint with
the needs of the time. *

Perhaps 1t had something to do With the friend I was with.
Tle were friends without having enything in common., ¥We liked
each other---without liking the otherts world. ‘e were together
but no ideas joined us, no fight of any kind, not the slightest
identity as Lnglishmen, nothing but a curious, fascinated loyalty
neither of us could understand, We---liked the look in each
other's eye.

It gave me the sensation of having to listen--—-from NOB ONw==-

A
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to 1mbeeile talk as if it was clever, to the story of petty
invented desires as if they were passions, to the socund of worme-
wood as if it was music. I would have to listen to the invisible
leaders of England--;humming to thémselves, marking time, passing
the day, because they hadlnothingfnew to offer. Real life was
now irrelevent. Ié went-on like a roaring wind that no one alle
oved himself to notice. They danced, joked; drank and fucked in
this roaring wind.

The greater the change actually going on in;the country, the
less it seemed it was ﬁentioned. The greatest change of gll wasg
perhaps ;n matteis of class, so that class wes a word coming to
sound more and more forbidden.

: By sahsation in the pub was a misty ong---=the first sense of
real vagueness I'd had since coming béek;?/u:: sat there speeche
lesss Ve hed nothing raai to say to each other., I gazed out
of the window on to the sad street in e forlorn vay, realising in
those few moments thatithe 0ld rotten society had come baék, like
a ghost, not real but ther?, powerless but domihatiné, obliging
but obstructive. Everything was there again as before the var.
Nothing had changeds Yet it had all changedQ--from.royalty to
foods« The country had changed from top to bottome---dut this
dream was put on top éﬁd made to fit, much to everyone's inner
perplexity. This dream said that---royalty was the same, the;
svish hotels the same; and titles, and Working peﬁfle with their
grievences, and slums, and being left-wing; ail'the old life
was otill there But,it was now more free and easy (being a
dream}: artists and people like that could nc% got C.B.Es
(thqy could be counts of & British empire that no longer oxisted
aﬁg:g;d never interested most Englishmen in eny case), & Chelsea

lay-about might lunch at court, you yourself might even take &




cup of tea with a peer of the realm. It was 8ll easy-~-«no.
struggle: because 1§ wasn't real, Nothgng had authority any
more, Yet it wasvstill there. |

In those first months after ‘the war I worked and thought,
prepared ‘my future life, marshalled my forces---for anything but
mists and vapours. But now E.started dreaming as well, 1
dreamed that perhaps those lovely parks asnd the country palaces
wore stilldintact; that somevhere perhaps, in. offices, in the
clubs of 5t, Jemes's, people were really thinking end deliberating,
that perhaps’ 1ife hadn't lost its flavour of authority after 2ll.
It was an iﬁiaﬁ-drenmxthat grew on me without me having anything
to do With it-s-a kind of eighteenth-century dream that missed
out the immense smoky cities, It was part of enjoying the country-
side, Somewhere---across thet hedge,fby that road---a hundred
miles avay---the 0ld authority was alive, Juet because it was
dead, _ '

I can remember staying in a country house with its own park
and 1ake ags a rich squire for whom the locel tenants rang hend-
bells on cnristmas morning. )&I used to sit in the hall and the
old library when nobody was ebout dreaming the place alive,
because it was dead of the real community that had surrounded
it once,. It noeded the dream. Evgry little object--~the sun-
light coming through the bathroom window on to the great ?ietoxian
bath, the feescoes, the huge rifeplace in the hall, the gun-roon,
the massive oak staircase, woke & dream, The owner probably had
more money then any of the grevious owners. There were probsbly
mare servants, more lavish food, a cellar more full of wines and
port and champagne, there were better stables, the dairy was a
peying proposition, the roof didn't leek, there was hot water in

every dressing room. The owners were business people, they




worked hard, their week-ends were lively and hearty. But wihat
d4id the house mean? What was its authority? Vhat was theirs?
They -had none, though they had power, The peal authority wvas
Just vieible at the edge of the park-~~in the council houses,’

It was in the policeman-who came to the house o enquire about
gun licences and didn't say sir. It didn't go with pover.

And so & dream had to be supplied---of the time When people carried
authority in themgelves, when there was excitemont in the rustle
of a dress and the sound of a veoice. It was all mist end un-
certainty, Those hearty, lively people had authority. But yet
they di@n*t. The house was power, yet it was just a shell,

Uy years -at Oxford were the most degrading éxperience of my
life., A sickening dream like Jjaundice, a bad ané slothful dream,
spread over everything like 2 permanent chill light.,  There life |
wag all mist! And I remember the chill -and misty days there most
vividly, not the lovely sunlit ones. One or twWwo nice images
rema ine=wa glimpge of a meadow at the back of Megdalen full of
snaxeééiﬁeadf é;%%illaries, supposed to be one of only two fields
in all England vhich have them in abundance, in a blaze of deep
tiger-skin colours, And the flat land by the river whsre ponies
grazed, out towards the Pike, The river at Christ Church, with

willous and low stone bridges where theore's hardly a souad,

These were sights~-<I remember sights., There vwere the long dinipg
halls.with tarnished pictures on the walls vhere we’ had dinner,

and the grey mediseval stone, the panelled rooms. But it was

ell drsaming, 21l endless dreaming. whatever was pleasurable

end soothing had something to do with a magnificent dream.

I used to sit in theARadeliffe Camera dreaming over bdbooks, trying
to dream the place live and reel again. The reality for me—--

the only one--~was & tiny room on the top storey of & house
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iﬁlhe Viatorian part of Oxfoi&'where I spent & whole ysar alone,
That was the real non-dreaming life, before the . jJaundice spréad
from the city on to mes For years afterwards I couldntt bear . |
to think of that chilly ¢4ty of masturbating youths for long;
its lovely old buildings squashed and shaken by the lorries that
trundled through. It was when I started to fesl identified with
the ¢ity, and to meet people, that I felt my life had collapsed.
A fearful kind of histeria came over mes It hadn't been there
befores I took & room near & maternity néspital,.and when there
was scmé noise £rom the ¢hild on the floor abovew--it was a'aoaped;
up little hole of a house-~«I used to dash out of my room yolling
like & maniac, my eyes starting out of my head and my fat¢s flushed
angrily. I used to shake and tremble after these strange dbursts.
of abstract horror that came over me, The father of the child
was some sort of male nurse at & mental hospital, appropriately
enough; and he would come down and look at me with a strange,
wan preocccupation, his mouth open, saying, *What's the trouble??
But he had his shouting bouts, toos \hen I talked too mch in
" my room he would shout down, *Ah, shut your bloody mauthx'. A
gay little housel

And that had happened suddenly, For two years my life had
been all books and hard work, and thens--life burat all over mo
like yellow vomit, One morning I dashed out of my room yelling
before I was dressede~-I stood in the hall absolutely starko,
with the couple upstairs staring down at me with astonished fades,

That Oxford meant as an experiende I didn't know=-~what the
devil a1l the oclubs and functions and *May Ballst as they wers
called meant was beyond me like delirium, There were apparently
tgontlemen' &t Oxford---a fow,; though where they'd sprung f£rom
after two hundred years of industrialisation Christ alone knew.;
But there they were, and I could have been a Mongol for all
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the mouthing and chuckliné and drinking and aying and naying
meant to me, At the very end I went to one or two of the
'parties® and even to a Ball, snd at the Ball what with the burn~
ing torches end the great merquees.and the lawn with faery lights,
the wémsn_in their gowns, a little dream came to the rescue and
attachod itself graciously to my memory of the whole town, for

e moment or two, in the ebd and flew of the jaundice of the dey
and the sleeping hysteria of night and the numbed misery of &
kind I heda't even known in var, even in the years of puberty

dn the streets of London.

Thot
Eﬁé Itelien boat docked at Syrecuse for &an hour or so, close

to & narrow promontory, ané I remember the deep dblue water and the
gleeming white sides of the beoat, in the utterly calm.southern day,
with the sunlight pouring down on to the great blocks of cement in
the tiny harbour, with low houses close by rather 1ike houses I'd
seen on the outskirts of Baghdad, 3Sie¢ily didn't seem such a 4iff-
erent world., Aﬁd the boat with its twinkling port-holes and smooth,
varnished deeks looked so neat and perfect agninst thé blue of the
wvater., I strolled up the rosd a 1ittle way, nodding to é group

of people standing by their house, curious and watching., Then I
drank & glass of thick black wine in a little cantina exactly opp-
osite the boat, in a dark, windowless room with a stone flcor and
0ld wooden tables, and flies everyvwhere, reminding me of southern
Italy during the war. This tiny glimpse of the very edge of -
Syracuse made me think of Greecce and the Arad countries much more
than Itely. There was something in the way the stones and pillars

contrested with the water, something of the same air &s in Greece,




a touch of the same golden light, e breath from a great invisi dle
asEAntInate element in the sky, like a god,

Then we went on to Naples where we arrived quite early the
next morning, in a different brilliant light, more yellow and int-
imately and personally suggestive than the Greek, less golden and
infinite and stirring-~--but stirring in a different way, towards
a more intimate relish and excitement, After sitting in the
station cafe for an houzﬁziyh my bags ell round me I went on to
Rome, I remember thiﬁAbafé petticularly, its long bar and its
wicker chairs in a gFeéat spacious hall, with the tall doors wide=-
open on one side; I found myself in & state of oEEEIete ease and
composure, perhaps with relief at being out of the Arad world;
but it was more than that~--I think it had something to do with
Italy, a certain sense of arriving beck in my world, and that
here was my world, although I couldn't see why at the time, I
could only have made historical comparisons, about the Roman empire
being the embryo of Europe end so forth; em&%w knowy the int-
imete and personal connection that was awaiting me and which asvaigs
everyone brought up in the Christien world when he passes through
Italy, although there may be no act of recognition, only a hidden,
almost unfelt assent, nearly ancient. I can regember sitting in
the wicker cheir of that spacious café Just as I remember the
terrace café at Beirut a few days before, In Beirut there was
ecstatic recollection, so to speak, of the future, & sudden
heartening and exhilarating glimpse which acted as a kind of guarantece
of the rightness of my life, without words, in a few seconds,
while in Neples it vas a state of ease without thoughts or the
slightest ecstasy, without past or future, only a long-drawn-out
state of pleasure, not even revery; 1t was completely organic,

just as the connection undernsath it (to Italy)=---which I knew




nothing ebout---vas organic and would have to be learned orgén-

ically, with deep inner changes as physical as secretions you
don't see dut which take place every moment inside you, changes
that are never signalled or known by signs beforehand, but vwhich
give their result quite siiddenly, making a fait accompli which you
then have to recognise and adept your mind to; guite different
from the processes 1 was used to in my ovn world, where the mind
did the signalling and warning, and achieved conscious changes,
and pushed ahead &1l the time like am explorer, but without the

long physical training and composure the explorer must have,

In those years after the #Iar—--the ten or fifteen yaais-u-
we were like prisoners, we were yearning intimately all the time
rér'a freedom we couldn't define but which we had once had. And
it wgsn't that ve were prisoners df e violent or negative rsality
we could fight--~the terms weren't clear enough to fight. hat
were We prisoners of? Ve couldn't say.

The imprisoning thing was unreality. It was like a blanket
in front of 1life all the tine, numbiﬁg our senses & little, slways
there between us and the object. A terrific importance seemed to
be paid to gestures---in place of reality. Some had the gestures
of an upper class, but everyone knew that an upper class no longer
existed. And others had the gestures of & lower c¢lass---you even
sew working people taking on the gestures of a fictionel working
c}ass, Wwith politicel-pamphlet géstures; you saw educated people
from the working classes keeping thelr old eccents f§g;cial effect,
as you saw emancipated people from the middle classes taking on

workine-class accents for social effect; you saw men too pale
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and thoughtrul to be farmers making the gestures of farmers and
living on the iand; you sew bank-ménagers meking the gestureé of
benk-ﬁanagers, customs-officials those of customs-officials, doctors
those of doctors---none of it had quite the living substance, the
personal gii::ﬁg force, And gestures bdbred themselvéa. Your
clothag were a gesture, your accent wae a gesture, your ideas were

a gesture, your sex was & geéture, your walking into the Dorchester

| hotel could be interpreted as a snobbisi gesturé, you walking into
the Dorchester hotel with your collar unbuttoned and no tie on could
be an effective counter-gesture, just as your walking into the Dorch-
ester hotsl with a starched white collar and carefully knotted tie
could be a gesture counter to the counter-gesture; your taking
lunch in & working man's café could be & gesture, your not belonging
to a elub could be as deliberate a gesture as belonging to one,
yaur.gesture of taking = taxi everywhere could be replaced by the
gesture of never teking one, your gesture of taking a holiday in
Cannes when you wanted one in Brighton was equivalent t6 the gesture
of taking one in Brighton when you wanted one in Cannes; your
gesture of weering old and gi:g;yclothes in a Thirties style because
otherwise people would think you were pﬁtting on airs unsuitadble to
a ten-pound-a-week clerk was the same-as.the gesture of wearing
colours that jarred and ahoekedc;;ust to show people you ﬁidn't
care being only & ten—pound—a—wéek clerk; your gesture of looking
to the left when royelty passed on the right was equivalent to tho
gesture of saluting them{ your gesture of being & bit of a gay

dog because you felt too respetdeble was the qquivalent of the
gesture ¢of being respectable becauss you felt you z::e too much of
.a gay dog. More and more life became an arena of public roles,
where every man had to cerry his gestures like a uniform, and

where nothing inward existed any more. Thus, being a soldier,

~
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being at Oxford, having a job, not having a job, marrying and
. nat
having children, not marrying anqﬂhaving children, going to the

theatre or no% going to the theatre, walking by the river at night

or taking e bus or flying in en eaeroplane or looking at television

or kissing someone hullo were all gestures, they all carried an
indescribable stain of not being gquite reel.

There was & suspension of the inner rescurces of will and
desire, because a gesture had been made without corresponding
necessity, thus making a dumb and underground accusation of the
vhole being of each creature, so that for a moment he stood fixed
into his own gestures and would need a drink, a party, an hour
or so alone, an act of love, a thousend-mile jourﬁey, to break
that fixture and regain the original life that moved and changed
inside him and belonged to the mysterious real world and to no
pudblic capacity whatsoever.

You hed to make endless mental allowances---the man you
were talking to who hed the gruff air of a workmen, leaning all
over the teble with hie glass of beer, might g; from & well-to-
do family which had shel tered him too much; the delicate man
"who only liked tomatoe juice worked a lathe all week., Gestures
followed counter-gestures in a kind of delirium that took the
place of life and hid sll reslity and direct commmnication
between people, and spread an air of things-not-being-done when
they were being done, and of being-done when they were not being
done, There were brisk wooden business men who used a classy
aécent to get the shirt off your beck, and there were those Who
‘made the gesture of grabbing your shirt dbut then gave it back
with a smile, Haturally & trade in gestures grew up: making
the proper gesture was helf the battle, you left the dirty work
to other people until it seemed that no dirty work was being
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done anywhere an%more; only gestures---the gesture of cooking

food in a restaurant that wésn't-raal food at all but a few ideas
thrown together to meke the gestu:evof a meal (dfter all 9“32;1Y
Ananted to eat out as a,gesture)-a;potatoes cooked tvo days before
with eyes and all, peas dyed green to look the part, meat 2 week

0ld, o slithery ssuce made with colduring and flour, aﬂd & nice

bit of deep~frozen fish tasting of nothing, cooked in fat so stale

| that it stank (but stigks had little chance of getting thiough that

J ghostiy world of gestures)---a gesture materialised into edible

form, strangely abstract---rather like eating a bit off a'categorical
imperative--~s¢o that the poor eaters had an‘abstraetilook. faintly
bewildered at this 'good old English faré'. ,

Food, 1ike a bed, is basic to 1ife and tells a story about
its author---you can't get round it: and the food inuEngland\
became so unspeakably grotesque end foul (unless you knew where to
'look*, as the phrase was) that it was like a galloping consumption
all over the island, spreading further the more it 14id the vietim
low, Foreigners began to wonder if the English reelly'had taste-
buds like other people. &

If you complained the waitress always said that Nobody Else--w
the ghost that was always dbeing invoked---had complained. This
Nobody Else skulked and crewled from one gesture to another,
actually believing in the gestureowgrld all round him {though his
organs inside éidn't share thevbggﬁgir, end setting such little
store by his ovwn tastes that in tﬁ; end he had none, feeling sure
that They---the top gesture-makers---couldn's be wrong, there
must be something wrong with your own palate if you didn't like

own

it. For in a world of gestures you had to lose sight of yongélf
-

in some way, yo%Acounted for nothing, you were only valuable for

your gesture and otherwise you had no voicep no whim, no taste,
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no 8illy desire that peopie should ceter for in any ways You were
on sufferances, Of Gourse, when you went On The Continent you ordere
ed coffeo and got real ¢offee, you ate when you liked. and what you
1likeds But that was only another gesture---a 8lightly. classy one.
it was a holiday, and Going On the Continent meant taking time . off
from realitys IEuropg-~-your owm o¢ivilisation---wag a playground.

~ Even the national béversage, tea, tried to bhecime a philosophical
jdea in that periof. Thé greatest Christian tea-drinking reople
in the world, with every tea in their shops from Darjeeling to Lapsang
end Orange Pekoo and Assam; teas with fliquory* blends and *winey?
blends and *scented®'blends, only ordered straight tes when they
weﬁt into a ¢afé, No restaurant thought of advertising all the
aifferent types, or of running Earl Grey, strong Indian and Chinese
blends as three alternatives, Even for your straight tee you
1né;r1gbly got slop---water kept boiling in'an urn for hours(a crime
for ten), the pot unwarmed (as you ¢an detect by the small ledaves
Tloating on top), sud the tea a cheap growth,

Working people everywhere had more money now: but éne thing
théy oouldn't buy was quelity end finssse, Here the shedowpf an
overpowering history fell on them: dquelity and finessé had been
a monopoly of & small and beneficent oligarhhy for hundreds of
yoars, or at least since the eighteenth century, and wore atill
assoolated with a oreature who no longer existed except as &
¢onvenient historical gosture---the gentlemen. And since the
country wasn't developing organically---gince, in these postewar years,
it complotely lacked a directing and thinking class, tho absence
of the gentleman with his repertoire of fine tastes msant the
absence of any market for the goods he'd liked. Instead of
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spreading to the working people who could now afford it, the
merket died out. You would think the middle class would have
kept it alive., But in the middle class the cancer of the emptiy

gesture was stronger than anywhere else,

The looks of abashed and grieved wonder on the faces of waiters

and waitresses in that period are something to be remembered---
tea now, at three o'clock in the afternoon? Good God, no! 4
drink, outside licenoing hours? a glass of water with your mashed
potatoes? some bread with your chemical gravy? & sSalad? some ice

T wanrleis ——

in your water? TBREPR were like policemen:EEErRElOevonoRg
A

vtézf‘you
wvanted anything to eat you had to have a clear criminel sheet:-and
to keep pretty Quietj Egtting out a scream, vomiting, spilling
your gravy or complaining in a quiet voice could have got you arr-
ested, Even the foreign restaurateurs in England learned that it
didn't matter vhat you served up to Englishmen., ‘hen 1 was at
oxfiord, one mild Sundey, I had a ‘foreign meal snd went to the
station to see sonebody off---and spewed the whole lot out in one
yellow jet across the platform. I felt perfectly all right---in
fact, getting rid of it was the best part of the meal., I was told
aftervards that the food came down from London in big ice~bozes
and hod been cooked six weeks before. The meals in college were
pretty rough, too, although I can't be sure of that as I had no
taste=buds at the time, like most of the peopla;round me. But
I've been in Oxford colleges since, and there always seems to be

a sort of stele fat-stench round the dining hall, it seems to have
got right into the wood panelling. The same for Cambridge, ;oo.
And pecople look perplexed. (hen they go in to eat they loock like
people going to their eé?ution. vWhich in a way they are.

I shall never forget Angelo and Francine after they'd eaten
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at a fashionable (meaning the gesture of serving goods in a classy

way) stores in London, on their second visit., Y¥e met them in a

_tcontinental® café afterwards, where theye compensated for their

experience by eating a poor imitation of an @pfel strudl (Vienmna,
¢ity of my dreamgz) served by a nice<looking girl who then hovered
over us trying to say that our time was up---8 queue was forming,
there were other prisoners weiting to present their clear sheets,
Anngy, at the fashionable store they'd decided to eat---I'd for-
gotteh to warn thep. They'd gone upstairs---low lights, csrdinale
red striped wallpaper and all that larke---very classy., 4nd a
murnur of talk, twell, whgn it camg~«~they thought they'd try

the classic dish of the nationel cocking genius, fried becon and
eggs with half s grilled tomato thrown in as a ceoneession to the
colour-scheme--~the whole lot tasted of soap. It didn't suggest
soap---it was actusally 11ke eating soap. DBut even this wasn't
the worst thing--&they'd had an English restaura§§7%erore, after
all, and their taste-buds had been inured; and they pushed their
plates aside. What worried them was the sight of a well-to-do,
furred, clearly sophisticated voman opposite them tucking into

the same sosp-dish like a workman at his bread and cheese, - They
stered and stared., She was dressed: Sso well! She secemed to have
such good tastel! Eyes not unintelligent! A commanding manner
with the waitress, And there she was vashing her tummy-out with
carbolic soap! They asked me--~how could that be? And 1 said
perhaps she dreamed the tﬁ;ﬁf::;fhe had a wgzzggwclosing her mind
to the tsste of soep. Ehe;ﬁa=h==n dregooned as well, they. said<—e
Call over the stores, like soldiers! Given little tickets and
told to queue here and pay there:) Angelo looked deathly -paleg

That
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was how such a thing would affect him---strike him deathly pale.

A gesture-England was, nsturally, a dead England., And
perhaps this was the idea. Perhaps the whole of Europe was,

80 to speak, spuriously dead---each country in a different way.
Unknown to most English people,_England vas becoming known in the
outside world for sall sorts of things it wasn't; 1t was bécoming
embelred into a kind of dead reputation, a fiction. England was
now a 'traditional' couniry, or an 'imperial® country, or a 'siiff’
country, or even an ‘eighteenth century' and 'picturesque' country.
I used to feel this in all sorts of ways when I was abroad, It
was like suddenly not deing yourself. It was clear tnattzbgééiEQQiZ“
I was associated with & tremendous grandeur---an. imperial history.
But this was strange. ©So little of that had been heard about in
my own country. But it wasn't so much what qualities were attrid-
uted to é;;, as that all these qualities were unreal, Especially
in Europe, one country didn't seem in real relation with another,
The English had equal fictions about the French or Germans, the
French had the same sbout the Italisns, and so forth. HNothing
was working naturally. _

Underneath, England is a turbudent and ardent country---but
this stopped. There vwas an awful quiet. People said it was
because the country was exhausted from the war, 4nd this was
true, But exhsustion from war---as you could see in Germany
in the first ycars after the war---makes the energy for pesce,

That peaee-energ;?g%arted up in England. Then suddenly it
stopped.

Really it stopped in the rest of Europe, too. You hear
people talking the came way ip Italy and Germany---~hov everything
looked lively and hopeful in the ruins, in the first two years
after the war. but that this suddenly stopped and the old erowd
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was back. A new world was expected, but it didn't come. Or
rather, & new world appeared to be there, not a better one necess-
arkly, but tho whole feeling was new, But instead an old world
came back which the inmates had to try to decipher as dest they
could and which foreigners régarded as rightful end euthentic.
I had no more idea of what this old England was about than I had
of bird-habits in Borneo. Had it ever existed, this fiection?

Burope wasn't so mich fixed in dead ideas as in fiotions that
had originafed thousands of mileés away. For these tiotions were
American, |

That was nat&ral énough, givén the enormous power that America
hed accumulated not only by its geographical vastness and natural
wealth, and sizé of population, but by means of two world wars for
which it had provided the arsenal, without being attacked itself or
suffering great depletions of manpower, Those were the bare facts,
Twice Europe hed been an almost-dying beast; and twice Jmerice had
beon untoushed. Two wars had bolstered up its society (its rich men)
at the minimam possible cost. Thede wars wore really basic middle=
olaess arguments about civilisation which involved America as much as
other countries; America ¢ould no more sepdrate itself from Europe
than 1t dould separate dtself from the English language which it
spoke, or from the forms and habits of Christian thought which it had
inherited, or from its own fears and urges which were exaotly the
same as in the equivalent middle-olass sotiety of Burope. It ended
the second of these wars with a money-power at least threc times
greater them that in the rest of the world, because the rest of the
world wasg largely in ruins.
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But the presence of America in Burope after the last waPewe
though America and Burope were basiocally the same world, with the
seme problemse-swas the presence of 8 foreign and sometimés hostile
¢iviiisations America dould understand Europe as little as the
middle class in any of the Europeen ocountries dould understand its
own history, its own people, its working class or its peasani%y;
and for exactly the' same. reason---that America enthroned the
European middle-class ideal worked out in the nineteenth dentury,
namely the definition of the human oreature by his work, and of his
position by the money he got for it, It was a simplifeation:
there being, in America, no oveirshadowing historical presenceé such
as an old noble or peasant class, or even & proleteriet in the
stfict sense,

You ¢ould say that America wes middle-¢lass Christendom as sn
island to itself: the embodiment of the grand nineteenth-century
theme+~-life as production,

Its fictionel attitudes to the rest of the world spread, until
each sountry was typecast into & role foreign to it. Germany waseee
mirderers: the actual question, what is there in the Germen chareacte
er that mAkes for murder, vasn't thrashed out; it was put inﬁﬁéola
storage for time and prosperity to heel, E[}glané was the splendid,
¢olonial, 1rr1§§ting allye Francé meant intelligence, decadence,
whores and good food; & bit of the atmosphere of the gay nineties
(Montmartre)s Italy---the little paradise garden, with.a quéaint
tendeney (for & paradise garden) towards commnism. It was ell
a not unattractive dream, yeally. And esich country had its corre
esponding diplomatic¢ role:. Germiny was the hired bully (ageinst
Russia); Italy the 6lown; England the majoredomo or gentlemen's
géntleman. The hajor domo rather locked down on his master
(and was turned into & lackey for his pains); the bully déspised
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him, and the dlown=--the wigest of the threge~~sinmply milked him,

It was & bit of a mess bsceuse 1t hed nothing to 4o with the

astual countries, namely the peoplé living in them. It was a
#trange world we had to learn ébout all overcegain, as if we'd never
grown up in 4t. The Italians never really got to grips with their
own fascism, nor did the Germins with thoir nazism; nor did the
French and English with their old commercial fumblers still surviving
from the Thirties. There were little clashes with Amérxeana%;.

we all had them: 1little misundergtendings in which we gaspea;-;;
Frénchmen, Englishmén, Iteliens---&t boing taken quite naturally
and without question as cericatures, I shall never forget a'young
German who had dcné his post-war pilgrimege to America in scarch

of freedom saying to his wife after I'd made a Jjoke, spluttering
with happy laughter, 'And in {hat accent, toot* Thers was even,
now, an authentic English language; bdut not spoken any longer by
Englishmen,

The publicity that poured all ové:r the world, but especielly
over our part of it, in not only scoial but also intimate and
porsonal ways, was basically that America hed received a longu-éué
ethical reward from God, .and that it was now the earth's rightiul
Tuler. Yet“;it was strangs: ¢this wasn't en empire, olearly.

It had the ethical élaims.of empire. It did rule the .western sces
and upper spades. It was the richest country in the world. Its
interests hed infiltrated everywhere, and it had the power to bring
down foreign governments, éveén English omes, Bui: .8t411, the actual
composition of Americs seemed to.prevent it being an empire in

the customary nationelist style: becéuse it wasn't & neation like
others; 4t was the embodiment of an idea, to-which people from:
everyvhere emigrated. Yet this idea was an ethiocal one, that there
was something wrong with the rest of the world. So while it
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¢ouldn't have an empiré in thé proépor senfe---bectuse it had come
into being a8 a protest againat empire---it had an invisible ethical
empire which brought into being a Burope that fitted thée Amerscan
image, Sinte its basis as & country was ethical, it could have no ,
alliege~ano e@@alag Ameri¢a always addressed her ethisal inferiors,
a fact which was never realised in England until too late, when the
country was isclated from its own world, Eureps. A&erioa wag en
empire without owning up to it. And that ambiguity traced itself
all through our lives in thoge years

The soul of the World-~sespecially Durope---had passed into
the American scules America was the spokesmen of the twentieth
century., This was the ethiocal attitude supported by the most
gigantic publicity-sarvice that had ever existed, .Simple pooploses
in America as in the rest of the world--ewere baffled end confused.
And in our world it had the effect of meking us feel that real 1life
wag evading us all the times The ethioal authority had been
transported elsswhere: but by power, not by right.

The publisity wam't swellowed, quite: it was gulpgd down like
the lump of porkefat sailor boys used to have to swallow once, as
an initiation; it couldn't stay down for evers. And as the Amsricen
ethical idea turned the rest of the world into & fiction, it had to
turn América into a fiction a$ well, in order to do it effectively.
No society is an.ethical achivement., Always and everywhere it is
the kingdom of interests. Ethics belongs to conscience, which in
the end is always private, end contrary to society: oconsoience is
precisely the turbulent fector which changes society. But this
was hidden for & time by the shattering publicity of power and
success that dominated the world, America became the promised lend,
ethically., &t the same time it was an integral part of. our own
world, it had the same desparate problems. 4And it was an ally;



which vas perplexing. And in the end this perplexity worked
against the publicity.

People with the new éthi¢al authority after the war were
unsble to make themselves felt; which is another. way of saying
that the natural social evolution stopped. 1t was a pérfeet
ghance for mediceritys

In this world-publicity, America becfme another word for
modern. And the wreskage of Europe aftéer the war gave this
publicity @ visible suppért. Somsone travelling from Ameriocs,
finding a half-ruined Europe, remembered not the-war but ﬁhe'etnical
lessons hefd been.taught in childhood as American history.
Europe wAs now visidbly the fold! world. But sometimes the traveller
preferred this: he preferred the told! world to.his own. Hore -
he invariebly showed the other side of the same toin of othical
publicity: he deploréd the tAmericanisation' of, sey, England
and France---in ugiy roadside gas-stations which had actually been
put there thirty years before; he deplored the fact that"aven'
in Europe---the seat of wisdom and traditione~-they were now go&ng‘-
in for the ‘modern' (namely, American) habit of pulling down builde
ings more than a few deoades olds It even began to seem that
{ndastrialisation hadefirst taken plaéce in America end not in Europe.
e f£irst railways, the first mines.and spinning mills end steem
engines had no longer éome about in.England over & hundred years
before but in some strange wey had been the moral property of
Jmérieca, Those pioneers.of modern life had been Americens ‘in
spirit® if not in residense; even Leonardo das Vinei .vwas &
tAmerican'; you might hear someone sey, helf in jest.  8ince
Ameriea was an immigrant and not.an organic naﬁivn it could always
be described as & spirit immenent here &énd thord throﬁghpuﬁ

European history, until finally it had lodged in one‘paiticular place
\
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as the climax and raison dtetre of that history, in an Hogoliean
sort of way., Few Americans, by being American at all, dould
avoid the allurements of this publicity.

In e peeuliar way this had the e¢ffect of preserving Europe
in its essential quality--<as en inner dream, Under a kind of
invisible and benevolent miltary cosoupation this dream thrived
and even glowed warmer than before: Europs syﬂéﬁ mended its cities,
got rich again. The dreom wis supported by reality but not
disturbed (or changed) by it. So it was a trifle academic as well,
Rather like being characters in a pantomime, It was & nice feeling.
Pantomimes are nice; there was an audience---the scenery was clean
and golourful, the stage had the hest squipment; it all felt Jolly
and safe., But still, there was a funny feeling whon you went out
into the street. You couldn't dream &l) the time. But without
the dream life was incomplete.

I remembey. the hours we spent talking to Angelo in Parils,
after they'd moved there~-~listening to Verdi or Sthubert or the
Beethoven - sonatas, talking about Dante of Leopardi, vhom he'd
Just started to read, like.a child learning its first steps, with
that extraodrinary total ignorancde that Italians inherit. And
Europe as &8 warm, vivid dxeamwalways geemoed to be there---in the
room@~¢1n the shade from the tree outside whose leaves touched the
* windows, and in the sounds from the courtyard below as people walked
by and children played, and the 1ook of the French book%massed on
Angelo's shelves in their paper covers when the sunlight came in
briefly in the morning sometimes, reminding me of my first frightened
visits to Paris years before, whiéh had had the ecstatio’ horror
of youths It was always Europe in those taika**&ana an older
Eurdpe, when thoretd been less treffic and the food had been dbetter
and the sky had seemed lighter. Ve were looking baék all the
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timeesweto a8 kind of nineteenﬁp dentury glow you sometimss feel
in Verdi-«-orimgon and gold---with hansom ¢abs and the sound of
hoofs on Gobbles, and lantern lighté--~vhich also happened to be
the period Angelo's little house was built 4n. Every time we
heard a plece of music it wes an actual end presont experience;-;
of thoughte~-and yet elso it was like looking into a marvellous
past until the two things---the present thought and the past faot-~
were the same: ert was the past onclosed perfectly like & womb,
or like the glowing centre of all 1ife, pést and 8afe becauseé it
éould never be altered or reduced., And then, wWe were #o much
Europe ourselves, the four of us--~French, Italian, German, English;
we wers oach of endless curiosity to the other, a vast source of
strangeness and difference.

But Angelo always said, ‘'Burope's finished. Europe's dead,'
Ho felt thim contradictory death that was going on all the time,
under the dream, so that the dream was more completely and safely
& dream then it would heve been otherwise. Like an Italien he
aceepted it: he didn't look forward, he didn't examine it too
closely; 4t was Just the status guo at the time, and therefore
all of reality. More and more, too, he said he aidn't care for
America, Ho wasn't interested in it. The country irritated
him, more and more, And that, too, waes en acceptance---of the
other side of Europe that was by no means & dream although
equally 1nvisiblé¢

And when, in the end, Europe was at its famous point of
recovery, end the governments were beginning to meke their own
political decisions again, even ocoupied Germeany, that dreem of‘
Burope--=the glowing, inner Europe--~far from beaomﬁng materiale
1sed in any sort of triumph suddenly collapsed. Durope bécame
real, with all the dirt of politics again., Paris seemeod bleakean

/ to P, fpa a,
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a capital of power politics egain. And at almost exactly that
time the friendship between Angelo and me collapsed too--~before
we knew what was happening. ‘

3

More and more in those deadly post-war years, when & wrong
dream of Bngland began to swell and roll and envelop everything
like & mist, the resl objects of life-the sights end sounds end
smells thet heve their only seat in the single human creaturewu;
seecmed to bocome less and 1e8s distinot, and tricks and feints
end guises and tinkerings became greater and greater until the
whole of English life looked like én emergency-job to patch some-
thing up for reasons that weren't quite olear, and on behalf of
a atatué quo that was less than an interesting fiotion,

‘Wherever you went you met one of these tricks, and for years
I took them seriously. It wasn't the fact that the wer had
wrecked the economy or that the country had lost its empire: on
the dontrary, people were richer and happierew-in the current sense
of happy. 1t was the faot that a genuine life wasn't coming out

/ %o P. 103,
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of individual people, in talk and struggle, The dream was
neoessary for people not rQSponaible for their own lives,

At one and the same time as the Englishman was acknowledged
to have qQuite a position in the world, he had none, which wes
a perfect Gdondition for tricks and dreams. And eéwrybody who
hed a middle-0lass job hid behind these tricks and dreams at
some point or other; He had to. At some point, in every
middle~clags job, there had to come ths seoret, conviction,

*I'm eorrupts*

You only had to try and get sombody in his gftxee. or
write to him, and if there was any kind of *position' attached
to his work-~«1f & 'position! dould be dreamed into it---there
was always é trick you were supposed to go through and to oo
understand, I myseir never really got to understand these ‘
tricks, which were like police-formulae éxcept that the policee
force was inoffectual and designed to guard a fiction in
which nobody believed. There Would be & secretary with &
‘peculiar fluting accent designed to show *positzen’ at second
remcvé; or a letter would be signed 'in his absenag* for
someone you knew was warming his erse at the gasfire all day
and cracking dirty jokes over the phone with another t*position',
And if the letter was actuallypritten--~dictated of ¢coursoes-
by the anition himself, it was inveriably in that deed
tone ﬁhaﬁght to be suitable (in a period when the individual tone

/ to P, 103 a'.
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of volce seemed strudk out of 1ife) for the Making Of An
Impressions And so the farce woent on---the recipient answered

in the same tone, which he thought was the only one understood

by Position, especially if he was & Position himself., And o

even middle-class_ycuthé vho hed started school or college with

a certain delicats goodness and sincerity and equality of approech,
for no people have a more deliberate sense of eqnaliﬁy then
middle~class people, began to find themselves fixed in a mduld
thich they didn't understand, mich less liked, but which on

the whole they thought was the mould of authority; except

that it vwas & hoax, Thoy arrived at their Position, but with

a faintiyy a?artiea air, as if there was something unreal about

it, which there was, But they went on: father or mother or

uncle said. this was how things were done---of Gourse. But of
coursel |

| The i@ea.was that if you wanted to show your Position you went
in for & certain withholding of feeling, and mich reliance on lotter-
heads, and secretearies with appointment books, and a goneral tone in
your letters that while you faveured your clients you didn't need
theme This went on in the smallest business, as if the only thing you
needed in order to establiﬁh-yourself was an air of some kinders
preferably the air of seeming to dress other people down slightly,
so as to ¢reate the suggestion that they came to you instead of
vice~versa, That wes dream-business, conducted on.the assets of
the past, which had secured & large enough client%la»to take care

i
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of the next decade or so; after that there'd be trouble---which
there was, A

Then there Were the titlese-~the most obviously fictional
element of the whole fietion: petrons.of this firm and that society
and this clud and. that agency, the lord so-and-so, the'mérqqis thds
and the Sir that, NBE and CBE and Christ alone ﬁ;;;a what else.
And if you Joined this institute or that association and paid your
little whack every year you could have certain initisls behind your
nspe: & Position! And that was the question at every turn of
life«~~the man who blocked the door everyvhere you went (invariably
on an income that hardly kept him in pride) had it on his lips:
what was your positdon? what were your credentials? At the
customs--=who vwere you? ‘hat right had you to.epproach him,
even if all you wante@ %o .4do was to buy his refrigerators? I
shall never forget & young Arsd merchent coming to me in Baghdad:
'withla,l;tter from an BEnglish refrigerator-ccnpeny dn his hand.
He wanted ¢to know what it was all sbout.. For while the letter
didn't actuelly turn down his offer to pay good money roria number
of their rofrigerators, it pointed out.theixr Position in the matt-
er and wanted to kxnow his: it secmod to say in effect, who are
you to be writing to us out of the dblue like this? who 1is your |
bank? what are your references?., and of course you mst know thai‘
we don't allow cre&iéz And all in the dry tone of FPosition.
Hot really of patronage, becazuse the writer himself was hardly
visible, especially ass someone else had signed his letter for him
( his Position didn't ellow him to actually sign the letters), with
the use of those 11;tle initials pe.P., in case the client should .
think he was being addressed -directly. Direct talk seemed to
pass out of England in those years., And probebly the man with
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the Position was neither surly nor patronising in himself, but
just lacked his own voice, he wouldn't have known what $o say
without the formula, so it was detter to plsy safe and couch hime
self in @ deedly, stark, grey langusges The only pleasure in
that was what he got with the secretary, dictating the dead letters,
un-ing and ah-ing and let-me-seeing, with his fingers together in
front of his face, and many arch frowns and quizzing looks, as the
business went slovly down the pipe., At least the English enter
disaster with a certain quixzotic irrelevance, and much less worry
about material ecircumstances than they're given credit for: it is
part of our greatnass,

Since his Position wes no position at all, since it didn't
spring from his own §§§§§: energy and naturs dut went along from
dextiry day to deathly day in an office~routine that had its form-
ulae already assembled like a mechine, there had %o de the dream
as well: the one fed the other, with cumulative effect. DINian,
sat in offices play-acting lMen Sitting In O0ffices to the tune of
thousands of pounds of wastage a year, in a bacchanalia that has
something attractive and aristoecratic aebout it, The fridges this
first-class actor was trying not to sell viere getting better and
better, because at least the engineers and the workers were doing
their job, however much tea they were supposed to drink. And
this created a great national perplexity, a vast scratching of
the head as to why these foreign markets kept falling into the
hands of people whose work seemed no bdetter, In industries
where there were vast potentialities, and which Were making money
hand over fist in other countries-.-industries like bdook-manufact-
ure, ¢stering to millions of English-gpeaking people all over
the world, and to millions of poor.bastards on the home market

vho were undergoing the misfortune of an advanced education,




- 106 =

firms went bankrupt right and left, ani pulled in their horns,
and cut down on this and éheese-spared on that, and developed a
new pinchbeck etmosphere at a time when on the face of it the
teconomy', that peculier ebstract of modern life, was booming.

Chenge hed to come from somewhere. But 1t couldn't come
from the middle positions. They were too busy telling people
that oh, this could never be dene that ray, or} but that's quite
impossible, you'd never get vory far with that---leaving the
dead, bare office routine to do it all, in its om way, in the
silence end bareness and starkness of & place where living creat-
ures no longer existed except in brief flaming moments emong them-
selves in the evening, in a scheduled squirt of sex after the
deadly journey in the train Immttmsg=twtenr and the deadly hours of
Doing It The Right Way were over.

I know nothing more awful in all the world than the sight of
the hordes of pecple pouring into the big London stations at night
and then away from them in the morning, they're like the last
hordes of mankind who have given up hope, whose little frail desires
and yearnings have been squashed nearly out, to the point where
only & cup of tea is & help--«slovenly &nd pale and sad and
shuffling and v’tired' slaves vho serve what they don't understand
or even care for, with a daily self-debasement which in the end
is all a mistake and dreadmli.y unnecessary, because it doesn't
ez hieve ths ecrackle and Sparklg of woalth it was meant to. I
don't think the sight of workers pouring ocut of a factory is
really as terrible as that, It is terrible, dut workers keep
something closed in their faces, they keep it in reserve, you
heve the feeling that thore is something contained in them all
the time, there is a glimmer of optimism in their eyes, a tiny



glimmer they keep as closed as possible, and there is the strange

mechenical satisfaction of their work: 1life mast have some satis-
faction, though it may be & terrible satisfaction. 4And their

homes are marvellous., You can glimpse them sometimes when you

walk paste--the homes of the younger ganerations, with striped walle
papers end tiny chandeliers and walls a different colour and fitted
carpets and tables of clesn, sound Wood, @ll in a decent and straight-
forvard taste, oheerful and mith en intimate sort of relish that "
meites you gasp sometimes with vicarious delight; and Working homss
have ‘always done that---always taken the intimate part ‘of the current
taste, even of Victorianism, and made it in the form of a tiny
palace to last a life-time of dreams and daily secure happenings
that are identical after ton or twenty or fifty years, as they
should be in all worlds that haven't gone insene.

This is the great change in England since the war---the

massive invisible rovolution: tho change in working people,

And this is the audience and merket that people of Position failed
to address, except in its dirtiest and loweat tastes, through the
verious forms of journalism. That messive invisible change seemed
‘$0 leave hardly any merk on the country. Looking at 1% from the
outside you would never think‘léjgappenea. A whole organic dev-
elopment that should have taken place in the first years after

the war, when the working class was beginning to stretch itself

and look ebout for the first time, at the threshold of & new kind

of society, was stopped. And people of Position were suddenly

there vho knew not the devil what was happening. llore than any
other single factor, this was the cause of the growing sense of
bankruptey at a time of apparent boom: the proper energies were
leashed up. |




= 108 -

On the surface nothing happenedAexqépt that people got a
bit more prosperous, This was ﬁhé basic fact--~an enormous
relief giom worry for most of the people in the country. And
the fact wes hardly nbticed. It was the basic political faet, too:

all the talk by the intellectual servants of Position about the

loss of the British empire and its humbling effect on the country
had nothing to do with th;,péality at ell. Not only wasn't the
loss felt---whatever *loss’ might meen in the cash terms that are
supposed to dbe the womd of modern socioty--~it was hardly seen.

The empire, to most pgbple in the countiy, hed never been alive;

so thgt its death brought no tears. Ifost of them had never been
to any part of it. At best they had relatives in one of the domin—
ions, [ost people were 1nd1fferent to the Position of the conntry

Rod
abroad because they had never particggated in meking 1t cmkgot any-
aslont’

thing out of it, except in ways they &% notiéjiv This indiffere
ence was the basic-cripplingAfact in the country's recovery from
war, Everything was left to the men of Position, vwho seraﬁbled--
but only when they had to---to save the leavings on#ﬁhe plate,
You got thtamextradéé;nary éontrast in England between an optimist-
ic and more and more contented class of:eommon people, who had now
won most of their battles, with more money in their pocﬁgge than
their parents had had, dut within living memory of the depression
and the means test beginning to look round them with the freshness
of a first genaration, with a certain wonder and excited caution,
doing things that seemed to hawe bacn socially forbidden defore,
even when there'd been Qoney to do it, such as élane flights to
Italy or southern France, going to the theatre outside the Christ-
mas season, buyin%%#pensive ciothes,agd so on; you had the contrast
between this class and that of Position vhose lives in comparison

were cramped, pinched, fetid and faded-genteel, with everything
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that was é¢lassically theirs felling into slow decay, & cleass
without idess for the future because they had no grip on the
present, and whose only ¢ollective rosource was a négative wﬁ&iness
and ssepticlsm---always saying 'no'. Every man and woman of
Position knew his job, apparently, and believed that if anything
was going wrong it would be noticed by somebody higher up whose
authority had never been questioned, There were ExpertSws.and
Ways Of Doing Things. But that was the fallacy. Nobody highere
up 4id notice. The dream was allepervasive, It included high
and low., The bankruptey lay in actual life-ourrency, not in cash;
so it wasn't noticed, Not until she ¢ash was affected,

In some way, this was the ¢ase all ovey Europe-«-with différent
treppings. The myth was put sbout by the sons and daughters of
- Position that Europe was fin&é?ked-~an told womant that was now
managed from the New World, The English found that Americens
treated them with @ magnenimity no Englishman gave them (and whioh
they gave no Englishmen): 4t was said that the Americans now
displayed the out-going, imperiel generosity which hed once been
an English gift. They capitulated easily to the American publicitys
myth for the simple romson that thoy themselves had nothing /6 to
offor their own countrye«-its problems ware beyond them, and so
it coomed better to leave the conflict of life to America.
Besides which, America was a middlesclass paradise., Thet is,
the collapse of middle-class morale hadn't shown through there
yet in clear money terms, It was & good place in which to shelve
the actual middle-glass problems, and leave their solution to
those lonoly and neglected oreatures in America who felt that
it wasn't a paradise at all but howling hell, and gaid 60,

I can remembor my own bafflement when I heerd those stories,
everywhere in Europe, that ‘we'! wore finished, It was a fgnnw

\
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way of putting things, I didn't feel finished, I felt I'd
only just started., There was an enormous emount to see end learn.
To begin with, I didn'g know Europe: Italy in the war, then France
and Austrie afterwerds, were my fifst timorous glimpses. And here
were these other people---theyt'd apparently *'donet Europe in some
way that went with Position---taking it all with & flat, blasé
fatigue. I didn't feel tired. I didn't feel old. I felt extra-
ordinarily new, After all, mine was the first generation in my
femily to reéd end write properly. That 8demed tOe--spromise some
thing. I jumped into the world--<having somehow survived school’
eduéationéa-ready fér enything. And there weré thouséndsSe--perhaps
millions-«eiike mo, And wonders did unfold. But all the time it
was against the graipew-hiaden end strangely unproductive of external
events, These other people-«-whose voices were ﬁhe only ones to be
heard cn the wholé---said everything was finished, 'We' were decadw
ent, 'We' hed explored ewrything to the bottom=~-there was now
tgoil~erosiont, Thoy were talking for me as well, It was Bhey who
went to the parties--«vrote in the nevspapers---roeprosented ‘England*
to the foreigners, ' °
Only Americans were fyoungt!. And that was how Americans begen to
look at you. You were suddenly & kind of old and wisé and half;
dead ?épropean*: my sensation that I hed come from the common people
gave way to enother one, by virtue of this carigaturing géze,
namely that I was in a mystical way eristosratic, which I suppose
every European is, finally. I was & *¢olenial' owner ofisome kind,
though I ¢ouldn't see how, One even began to hear that one was
tparochialt, because one hadn't driven across the Arizona desert.
It was & strange world suddenly to come into being, apparently out
of nothing: ocertainly out of no reality. My life was finished,
the myth said. I was a member of the museum, 80 to Speaki I
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was interesting, even fabulous; bdut not quite all there. It was
a little bit how the Aqstralians end white Jouth Africens and
Canadiars looked at you: you were}a huntin' and shootin' sort éf
feller, terridbly white, you know, from the old country, the mother
country, home apnd all that rot, you know, Only the ZAmericans,
coming from an industrial socciety, had a more realistic grip,'aﬁd
e better overall picture of Europe. 4And they were independent of
Europe. Or they hoped, now, that they'would bq. lluch of poste
war history is thq history of their attempt to bring about an
orgenic independence for themselves that was 1mpossib1g. This
explains the peculiar dual nature of their politics---the friend of
Eurcpe who at the same time trie? to break her influence wWherever
possible.

In every conversation I had with Americans, on every topic
from sters to lumbsgo, I felt this caricaturing elepent that lay
underreath and alternated with their sense of the caricaturing
element on my side. For as they turned me into the old, if wise,
tEuropean' who had explored all the roads which they, as the young
and pioneering, vere about to start along, I turned them into the
callow, if refreshing, 'Jmerican' who was arguing out the things
that had interested Europeen minds a century or so ago. For the
dream that stood between us was the ceme, It was a false dream.
Only‘falsa relations could grow from 1t. ‘

vAmericans flocked to Europe. Europeans flocked to America.
The dream that held both worlds in 1its grip was the same, only its
terms vere different. 4 change from cne to the other was pleas=
ant, 1f you were the dreaming kind. Aﬁérica was g-niee'hed for
the European to lie in, Europe a nice bed for the American. Anq.
because of this, the dream was given more and more chance %o |

become reality. The differences between Europe and America
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gV  vhich were cited in the dream tended toigg;;Zgggg true. . You

couldn't help beginninq to feel that, after all, the Americans ‘
over there really did seem to be aqguing and thinking things out
more and facing the dirty reslities of our timé‘ 4nd  people in
America, began to feel that really perhaps the Europeans had a dbetter
grip, as a people belonging to the past and therefore on safer and
saner ground. But there was a difference. JAmericans hadn't
capitulated to enything, In Europe certain people had¢, They -
had capitulated not only their own lives but &ll those around them.
The Americans didn't ask them to. They just aid it. -So there
was an unequal distribution of power; $he dream gained foot even
more., Since, at the end of the war, England's independence=--
strength---was greater than that of any country in Europe, hor .
capitulation was the greatest, bedng the most unnecessary. She
lost even that 1little bit of real England that the Thirties had
left. The war had turned her into a military springboard for a
huge western offensive. The peace novw turned her into @ kind of.
tvell-Tun factory. Her guiding lights turned to Americs beeanae
they were c¢loser to §§a¢§ world then to any other; they were more
American, in fact, than they were Englishe--they understood fand
liked) the smericans better than they did their own working class,
Therefore it is reslly Wwrong to say they. oapitulated. This 1s.
political talk---just empty words: They didn't have to capitulate
or do anything consciously. They were just elready members of .
the Anglo-&axon industrial charnel-house. y

In England the weether elways seemed bad now, even when it -
was. quite goods It seemed to get-an obsessive ho}d on people's
lives---as 1if, because, everything elsgfag finished, all you could.
do was stare at the sky. Even the royal family complained that

2 ot
it rained whepever thay went: apparently, they took the weather
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with them, oven to places that only héd a thimblé-full of rain &
years . The question you wanted to ask was, why with all that Commone
wealth, stretéhed across nearly & sixth of the earth's surface and
apperently well-disposed on the whole to the mother country, the royal
family couldn't arrange to have itself given & private holiday at one
of the spots where the sun always shone, meking & permanent.residence .
there, so0 a8 to keep that natural luzury which befits ceptains and kings

They could have done business by phone and the fambus *réd box? could
heve been flown out from London every morning. Then they could have
held up their heads for the vest of the country. But they had to be
'like everybody elsetw<-a ridiculous ides if you want a king et all, .
They were sorvantse--of e¢ivil servants, Above -all there was this will
to smallness and drabness in the country, getting at the roots like a
cancer, Envy stopped everything. And where & country shuns style
it must be governed by e¢ivil servants, Thore was & horror of arist-
ooracy, inherited from the Thirties, And this 48 all rzght‘aé long
as money 1s being made, All visions are aristooratic in some way,
And 1f you are neither making money nor having visions there is no
development . The‘furnituie.gets dustier and dustier: which is
what happened in England, as it will in America--vhen money is no
longer being made there and horror of aristocracy lingers like a
wound in its side,

In those dark years after tho war there was simply no way of
judging a man than by his Position. Theére was no real measure of
violende and struggle, no herd measure, therse was decidedly none of
the oleayr suftfering of the other eposhs, even the epocch before the war,
Since reality had really departed, scmething like a form had to be
clung to, something ooncrete, because the English always begin from
the conorete, they never go from thought to objectfgg; vaeeaveysa.

And the only available form was something left over/the paste~«but

which for a very long time had besn nothing dut a form. So a form
/ to P, 113 &,
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-==gven that from another sotiety--wwas suddenly introduced as
reality,. Your eredentials had to be gone into but nobody told you
that these credentials were just a form end that therefore théy could
be fiddled. - You only had to know how to fiddle, and if you wore
middle class you had probably hed this training at home or at school..
The peculiar dream-quality vwas that this £iddling wasn't olsarly
£iddling, 1t was apparently in earnest and yet the people who ppacte
ised 1t weren't in earnest. If you wanted a job there wes always
the question of bona fides. That wae how the old ¢lase of authority
had always behavede-=*Who 18 he?t That had been a Gonveniekt form,
for £inding out character: a quisck end reliable fomm. Now it was one

stage further on from & form---a 'formelityt; often, you were told,

a 'moye formality's Formality governed everything. And the reward
that came out of this was a vague privilege; not named very definitely:
a privilege belonging to the old class of authority exc¢ept that this
d1dn't exist any more, &nd hadn't existed for quite a number of decades,
But it was there 'on papert, And the country got more and more inbo
.the ¢ondition of a peaceful, if slow, treadmill whore nobody paused
from the treading to ask a few clear questions as to what the devil it
was all ebout. If it hadn't been for the peade--sthe ordorly and
intimate community the English ¢reate wherever they are---there would
have been total ¢ivic collepse,

A stale and shameful air got into everything. This shame was &
strange feature. You ocould see it in people's faces, It was the
natural sheme of the dreamey, the confirmed dreamer who has to face a
orowd, People looked more end more retiring, Visitors from
sbroad noticed ite-ethe English were extraordinarily teiviet?, seo
much thet they nearly cancelled themselﬁes out. If you stayed in

/ $0 Pe 114.
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the ¢ountry any length of time you got into this self-demeaning
hebit yourself---oh, no, thank you, yes, please, oh, I wouldn't
bother 1f I were you... |

Thg air was stiff with bona fidag. with police-guarded
srodentials and Positions that began to show the holes more and

more. The 'old gentlemen' with his family business who sent aoross
to the family wine-merchent in St. James's Street for his carafe

of vintege~claret (Algerian swill l&ced with suéar) and always took
you to the marvellous French place c¢alled Le Merdre where chemical
gravy was squirted on to platés and stomach pﬁm@b were available

in the lavetory, this gentleman who told an anecdote so nicely and
hed Just bungled a big job for you was wearing thin and stale even
for himself: ¢he whole dountry was so ¢learly geared to something
else, &nd hed been for quite £ifty years, but nobody could say what
it was, The only people to make & redl moral mark were the twisters
and fumblers and procrastinatorss It wasn't their feult, e¢ither.
The e¢ountry had fallen into their hands but they hadn't asked for
it. It had been handed to thém on a plate, For some reason
thoy'd besén loft holding the baby, men who would have been the
laughing stoock of their mothers and fathers had they suggested
trying to run a business fifty years bvefore, There was the possibe
11ity thet tho old class of authority still had some spuﬁk loft,

and knew how to ruﬁ things by & kind of inherited instinet., But
since a real olass of authority hadn't existed for over a century
oxcept in foreigyd historg textbooks, and only a handfull of families
existed with anything like inherited poviers of government, this
didn't materialise. There was as near complete chaos as you

could get in a country where social order was the f£irst requirement
in any situation. Pinchbeck ladies and gentlemeny began to
proliferate all over the country, in imitation county-clothes and
imitation county-accents-~-the men sténding in pubs dressed in
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hackiing Jackets just not quite right. with ascots round their
necks, drawling ooneapts that didn't even bélong to the world
they were 1mitat1ng. The order was all imagined to be there,
the securilty was téken for granted by‘%ha new pinchbeck ladies
and gentleman.who found themselves teken seriouslys) dy thosa‘rom
the lower classes who were Just getting their first glimpse of -
the outside world, But their biégest blunder was not so much
stepping into the jobs and being teken seriously, whic¢h they
couldntt help, as faking themsleves seriously. The result of this
wag. that the oountry lost ebout as much influence and power in
ten years as itihaa accumlated in three centuries.

It was rather like being under house«arrest. You had lost
eontrol of &our life, But who exactly had put you under house-
arﬁeét? Who were the warders? You ¢oﬁl&n’t says« You couldnt't
even 65y~clear1y you were under house-airrest: you cortainly never
saw the guard outside the door. | Though you heard gassipéa sviaehca
tnat he was there.

Only Europe wéas olear to me 1n thosge yeara-a1 nmeen the
Continent: a marvellous new 1andscapa I'd discoversd through the
war, It had been raped and shocked, but there was peace again.
It vas a daydream for me, like a women, wheﬁ I sat in that attie
room on the outskirte of Oxford a few weeks after the war hed |
ended, in the red-brick, at1ll street from Victorian tames‘with
its suggestion of utter safety to the point of death, I was 80
exeited in that room, with books ali round me, on the floor,
on the bod end tables. I hed a Little table wedged olose to
the window, and I Aould glande down at the street every fow
minutes as I worked., I ate there as well, wedged in the ¢orner
by the window, doing ry first thinking for four or five years,
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ecstatically relieved at being alons again, actually able to
decide for myself whether to go &o@nﬂtairﬁ end walk in the streets
or not, or go to a cafd in towm, or buy & book. I bought books
from Paris. I dreamed about the castles in Germany, which I'd
never seecn, about the tall pine forests and wooden farmhouses
with their overlapping eaves, and the valley 1eadiﬁg from Italy
through the Alps to Villach and Klegenfurt in Austria, whar#&'d
once felt, cominghout from between the mountains into flat green
fields, that I was arriving home at lest, though I'd never seen

it before; I dreemed ebout the lakes near Yuéoilavia. the O8siars
chersee and the Worthersee, and the little inns by the road, with
streams and elm trees, and about the hot vineyardstand tomato
groves in the south of itely, the broken-down baihs rich with
smells because of the heat; tho shimmering mountains on the
Garigliano, the ondless column of smoke that used to g0 up f:am
Vesuvius, straight as akribban held in the air on ¢lear, still
days; I thought of the olive grQVGs on slopes Jjust outside
salerno; my thoughts were all turned east, not consciouslyse=s

the east seemed astually to be in: the work I was doing, latent

in the bookse--and those memories seemsd to be my points of
referente whenever I sat down at the desk, I road Germem books
as well, I'd always wented to take 1énguagas at school

instead of classics; but I'd missed the chance, I tried to learn
8 fev vorbs and nouns of German now, Europe was @ new possibility
for me, an cocurrence for the first time, with that éiéshnes ou
got in en eutumn dawn in Karinthia or the Tyrol, with bright
nountain grass and the sound of cowebolls. It was & discoveyy
that had only been hinted to me before, in London, when I'd
yeerned to go cbroad. Now it was like a total act of thought
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that involved my future, my intimate designs énd wishes,
inssparable from the thinking I was doing, it didn't matter what
the thinking was. It was like finding my whole identity for the
£irst time, a necessary element in all the thoughts I had hed so
far, but which I'd never been conseious of« It wasn't that I1'd
folt isolated from it before, With nazism and the political
erises before the war you thought edout Burope & lot. Sho hed
been very closely there. It came from a sense that a separation
was growing now, Perhaps it was a last-minute embrace--eyou
dddn't know why at the time, ,

Beoeuse en artificial isolation 444 come about. It wasn't
éven & slow business, It was & matter of the first months after
the war, A source of life~blood wes cut off.

‘More end more the Continént became & holiday-place, Not
in real sonnestion. If you lived on the Continent you were now
tlncky',‘yéu were having it 'easy', you weren't quite inside life,
you were on a perpetual holiday. The pra&edent astablishéd by
the rich English in the Thirties was 8till followed, though the
81tuation had e¢hanged utterlys And this isolation was what
suddenly ended the flow of my thoughts, and ourteiled their |
energy, turning me to interim tasks, so to spesks That ¢haracter-
ised my first energy after the war was something that should have
hed immediate historical fulfilment, in me as in millions of
others; it wasn't Just thinking sbout Europe, it#as thinking new
European thoughts quite as & matter of courses Or rather, they were
simply new thoughts: at that time, they weren't 'Europsan?;
they are only so now--in the light of what happened ef terwapds ,
tEurops ! became the nams---dua to the artificial geolatian which
developod between 1ts‘eountries, and a1l round it---of & national
area, whioh it had never been befores ¥hen I dreamed about
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Europe in Oxford I was dreaming about countriese--plades,

Only &fterwards did the Europe we talk about nowe--an areé of
power politios--develop at all, And it developed by virtue of
ceasing to be & ¢ivilisation: becoming instead & hope and a dream,
in a decided physical area, ‘

Europe and my own country were the lendscape round all thought
for mo, and the energy of my thinking was the moral energy to change
and meke fyesh life inside that landscape, invisibly. It was what
thinking always is and must be.unless there is something wrong with
it: 1t must heve a country, a place, a home, & spot of baptism,
and such a thing éanst be made by & ment's lonely wiil. it can't be
made by peopleé Justldeoiding to get together and meke & donscious
society, it has to come from the invisible and undeolared will
thet 4s never in one man alone nor in o¢ne time alone but develops
like en organ, in the darkness of conception and birth-.-a state of
community which no mind cen be reéﬁonsiple for or even becomo
consoious of, except in moments of self-estrangement. I mesn that
my first thoughts after the war wére a natural and domplate act,
thoy were propey thinking, but later they wers not; later their
struggle was with e ¢ertain puzzling unnatural element that kept
soming in, they weren't ¢lear with a decided moral direction,
they had to desl with obstacles on the road---which blocked the
sight, The probleéms inherent in all thought were no longer the
only ones, the question kept coming up of whether it wWas possible
for the act of thought to survive at all, and'qf how to keep ons's
faculties in line for the other mental offensives, and of what
strange new mengces might not be blindly at work inside us,

My thinking and reading went on as before, but there wés & peculiar
new dlock to the moral aspect, to that morel energy which sees
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opportunities not for action but for expression: and these
oppertunities seemed to digappear. Nothing Seemed shared any
moré, There seemed no authoritative and objective experionce,
of the simplest things. Unresolved ideas lay ebout everywhere,
from ¢lass to God, and were Just left lying there. 4And yet the
prdb%%ms behind them were what G;g!operatins on life all the time,
disturbing and halting end negating efforts; only they weren't

E]

8o to speak officially recognised, they weren't supposed to be there
although they were there with increasingly strong presemce, &0

that in the end they odme into life like inenimate things, not
thought-out as they should have been dbut livéaeeut pa;nfully ané
drearily in their contradiction. There was an invisible orisis
going on all the %time involving the whole qQuestion of the future
and validity of the middle class, the whole question of whether

the world it had made was going to brsak up not from war but from
shere basic unhappiness. It Was this 6risise--involving all
Christendome~ewhich was postponed for twenty years or 80 by the
existende of a middle olass as strong (tnét 13; wealthy) as any N
had been in the nineteenth dentury: namely, Amariga. 1ERrOops tuse
as she now wage-scould 1eén on the lest surviving facet of nine-
teenth century ocdvilisation, thus turning 4ts problems baqkrg
century without any of the zest or conviction felt et that time.

I began to be aware after the war that having an attitude
towards America was now & complicated and ambiguous matter,
‘Resenting America was in somo way low-class noWw. There was
something shameful about it. Liking America wes rather high-class
now, You might not wanﬁ to do either, But sone aﬁtitud? was
inoumbent on you. There began that Americen fate in post-war
foreign relations of being identified in overy countyy with the
rich and classy., This was the basic contradiction in Amsricen



influence---it championed the underdog, it héd a sore resentment

of Class eand Position, but whe:évar it viss felt 1t bolstersd up
both; end smothered the natural resourdes of reel changess That
48 the fate of rich poople: they never get to know the realities
anywhere; they're guided and chaperoned; they meet the c¢limbers
and apologints and charlatans, What Americen influence invariably
d1d was to finence a fictional and sometirss attractive past.
outside America it represented the opposite of schange &nd newness,

An element of sheme entered into one's contacts with Americens.
You didn't want to sqﬁm to ask & favour, And they brought that
etmosphere of rich people---of having something morelly contaminating
sbout them: the atmosphere of & dream-world, & rich one, rathex
artificial and tinselly, It didn*t matter if an American dressed
himself 4n a torn shirt or hung around bars or Set himelf up as
& bohemian in Paris or Rome or got into brawlase«sthe stigma of the
lest weslthy middle class was alvays there. Fareigners were alweys,
to some eéxtent, like & proletariat‘Spréaa befar/é#Eié%giih even the
bettor«off oness It was in the Americants gestures and accent.
ﬂgéy'bagan to have the srtificial quality of a kept class.

Thus, the myth worked both weys: 4t stopped the development
of the countries under Ameridan influence, and it stopped the
dévelopment of America itself,

Having an attitude to America wasn't like having an attitude
to another country. Som¢ people hate one country, or think they
do, and some another, They always have done. . But this was
different. It began to be clear in those first years after the
war. If you had any attitude towards Americe, whatever it wes,
1ike or dielike, .reserve or plain spectatorship, it involved
nearly.everything elée under the sun: 1t was & moral attitude.
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You were asked, it seemed, for approval or otherwise, without

your wanting to give either, just as you wouldnt't want to give
oither in the case of Japen or France or Itely. You can't
approve or disapprove of whole countries, You ¢an travel through
them and hate the sizeé of people's heads, or approve of their

love hebits, You oan find their food good or their lavatories
intolerable. You 6an adore, say, French women. You can dislike
the noise Itelions moké.  But it doesn't involve you in a whole
moral position. You wouldn't have to dreg your whole 1ife in,
moeke a kind of lifc-gonfession, But that seemed to be involved
in_ the case of America,

That you were really aalléd upon to do was to approve of
middle-class life. That was the besic thing. To soms people
this was easy, to others impossible, to yet others ambiguous and
puzzlings But to everybody it was élementarye--like being asked
to subseribe your name to & petition from £ifty or a hundred years
ago which you thought hed been argued out and forgotten even before
your birth., You were suddenly asked to record & vote against |
slavery, on behalf of egqual rights for women, for free education,
poor relief, sgainst olass privilege: alil the measures, in fact,
of nineteenth-century industrial sotiety. This meant that you
had been subtly eonstructed into an enemy of the measures! No
wonder smbiguity was the keynote of nearly every conversation 1n‘
American company.

Criticiam of America (meéning enything Americen) began to
bear a kind of guilt with 4t. In those first years after the war
there was talk of ‘envy'., You mustn't envy the Amerioans.

Théf was strange. Then envy was taken for granted=«-it was
‘taken for granted that they hed scmsthing onvieble, thet is,
better? Thy? Hitherto they had jget been another country.
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Now they reprasnted & whole better life, You mustntt feel
superior to them, either, - That was another strange thing,
Who said you had ever felt superior to themee-that the thought had
even entered your hetd? A high-olass Journalist playing the
squiré in Shropshire might write an article about it: this antie
Amsirican feeling had to stop, he might say; the envy and Buperia:;
ity were painful. He seemed to be talking for:-himself: ocould that
be? He seemed to be saying that he had felt the superiority,
and sew the grounds for the envy, but stopped himself because
America was paying to ¢lean up the ruins in BEurope (as well as
4 handsome sum for his-syndicated ertdcle). It seemed that the
tright people! were séhooling Engl&nd«Q-aa their prototypes were
schooling every country in Rurope~-~into & kind of acquiescence |
they themselves found advantageous, It was their world, apparently.
Their world was being kept alive. Not ours, Ve'd never felt
the superiority, or seen the grounds for envy. Nor did we see
why we were supposed to appleud morally beceuse e few people got
rich out of Amorican business contasts. But we were definitely
boing schooled. Things were hushed. A kind of oensorship orept
into 1ife. ' And 'we' were the majority of the people in Englemnd;
or, at ledst, this is my guess.

All the Right People hed taken trips to America, or were about
to do 80, It was quite a high-class property. count§ ladies talked
about Conneéticut and Ohio as 1if they were a stone's throw eway,
certainly mueh closer than Calais, Of course, they l1iked the 'old
country?, &nd always came back o it, but things were 8one so mach
better in the States, didg't you think? The fold country? was
dreary and slow, having been snubbed &nd dressed down and shamaless-
1y used by these very people for fifty years or more. These
people seemed, in fasét, to have sunk their own country, without
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being asked to by the Americans and without being admired fo

it by the Americange--a fact whioh took some yeers to decome clear,
S0 that & dreary 'old oountry' really did come aboute~-and seem
to bo of advantege to thems Theldr own power didn't dwindle a¢
onoe, though% they weré inoompetent to exersise it. It only slowly
fell avay, over about fifteen ysars, like rottén skin. The farms,
the old family businesses, the manor houses, only drifted into

the slough instead of ¢aseading in as Soon a8 the war was over,

The county people, the imitation Gounty people, the fiddlers and
procrastinators and cadgers and bunglers *rolled out the oarpet!

for visiting Amoricans, That was the expression. To the visiting
Americean they were everything from eighteenth-century squires to

the *splendid Britishte--whichever rols the visitor seemed to
fequire. They could fulfil any of the caricatures: thore vwas
apparently an endleas stock of acting ebility in the 0Ld World.

The American (His Excellency the Ambassador, perhaps?) get his suité
on Savile Row, his ties on Bond Stroet and his bowler hats you-knowe
where, and he waes Served by & shopkeeper who talked and behaved as if
it wag a hundred years before even his own time, and:looked the part,
The American rarely know that he alone was keeping that shopkeeper
off the street where he deserved to go and would have gone had his
market been left to the natural tastes of the English and not been
subsidised as foreign pentomims,

But invariably the American felt swindled, He played the
American~-=-whatever caricature of -himself he was supposed to fulfil,
And secretly he boiled and resented, s, sesretly, his Inglish
agsociato boiled end resented, For the ones who talked about envy
end superiority towards America were the ones who felt it
most. Their capitulation was the greatest and most shameful.

They were capitulating for the whole of ¢ivilisation,
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Fellow=-¢onspirators burn and boill sécretly against ¢ach other,

Above all, the dream was & real material benofit to most
English people, which was why it lasted so longs The medioore
in their pozitions thrived on it; or at least ticked over,
which was all they could afford to hope. It was like a game of
monopoly in which one player hoards all the money: he paralysos
the game for everybody else, but by producing stagnation all round
him he eventually loses, little by little, the money he has hoarded.
The mediocre only knew how to hamg on to what they hed: <they
aian't wané adventures because then their powers would have baen
put to the test and theig money risked,s They ocould sqy,na--;and
414 to almost everything=--but they had nothing to suggest for &
possible yes,

But the dream was useful to working people aswell., I saw
how my own mother and father began to téke on stock Rorking Class
Attitudes, as they'd neveyr done before., It was like whizzing
beok £ifty years. The world was suddenly full of toffs, country
houses, thigh socciety® and &ven the honest masses: all with the
growing support of TV, it seemed. England became like & dad
American £4ilm about itselfs And theye wore 'protests'--eageinst
conditions and ideas that had gone out in the Thirties, Fictional
proteats against a fiction.

This pileture of an old sooiety meant that working people,
though they now hed more money in their pockets than ever bdefore,
had no new thinking to do, no fresh ideas to adopt and above all
no responsibilities. The tupperf' olass was still supposed to
be there, looking after things with its strident menners and
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its inherited know-fow, irritating as these were, It mmde parrote |
¢ries easier when you wanted more money, It made the labour -
struggle simpler: 4if you Aidn't get the money you &sked for you |
went on strike, though the rest of the country might go to the |
devil. You naver tried to influence the medioerities in charge

of things, You didn't try to join them, that is, shere their
responsibilities, It was orugger to say that they alone were

in oharge, and that they were to blame,, Disraeli's ttwo nations!

were kept alive now as & matter of interest on both sides.

)

America was now the ‘neweomert in politics: and she had
twice saved Furope ffom her own 'mess's The myth spread until
it was no longer questioned: millions of dollars went %o propagating
it in in évery form from films to private telks People forsot
thet an American president had been guite as responsible for the
Versailles treaty afger the 1914 war as either the English or
French prime ministers; that one of the major reasens for the
failure of embargos against Mussolini after he invaded Abyssinia
was Amerioats wish to keep her oil flovwing into his country
that perhaps the strongest voite for the release of Germany from
the Versailles cleuses limiting her armements in the Twentles was
that of Americay All this was natural mistaken politics, which
is the inheritance of every country on earth: but we were now
told not only that there had been no mistakes in the eassé of
Amorica, but that she had had no politics at ell, _

Above all, people forgot that America was a crude laissere
faire capitalism, not a missionary force, It was, in fact,
more like what Europe had been a century before than what it was
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like new, Like other empires, this one exﬁen&ﬁd its area of
influence with the help of missionary zeal. In the same way,
world markets were soon eedoampanied by world erms.

In this period German 1deas-~=the philosophy of poWeF---had
subtly more and more influende over Amsrican thought: there was
the growing megalomaniad of Ameriéan aims, corresponding with the

growth of Americdn arms; there were world schemes and eéholarships.

there were international research organisations, there were cultural
exchanges and plans for flights to the moon in a sort of Walpurgis
Naght of abstraction and sublimity; discernible were & certain
Goerman scorn for the human ¢reature in his intimacy, a certain
German awe of power &and auccesa, and a haunted German horror of
failure and rejeotion, so strong as to paraylse Lk ell but the
most conventional ambitions; abeve all, a certain Hegelian sense
of being the chosen nation of hiétory‘ A& 4f Hitler had given his
gonius to a whole ¢ontinent, to be put into an accéptable Anglo-
Saxon rationel end liberal setting, where its disguise could be
conveyed most effectively.

In twenty years or so the country that purported to bring
‘with 4t a higher moral 6ivilisation built up a worldd power es
watertight as eny empire., Never before, even in ancient Romen
times, had an empire kept its power by such &n émphesis on war,
All we heard of in those years was war, Peacetime eoxcitements
continued to seem a little absurd, just es if a war was still
ony &n element of absurdity Atill clung to the intimate little
devotions one person paid t6 another, as if hardness was now the
incumbent humen theme,

There were politicel crises, orgenised or accidental, and
& mounting pudblicity of high moral attitudes that 'co%eided with
the mounting volums of armements. And underneath this armoured
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sy ¢ach oountry langutsheds The problem of Whet our civilisation
was hadn't been broached: an effective answer to Hitler hadn't
been given. In fact, there was & mere thorough mgbilisaticnbéef
war than in his day., Everbody was mobilised in his soul,

The enc¥¢lopedic definitidn of knowlddgs; the mechanical
definition of solense, the functional definition of the humen
creaturésf-w.verything that personified late nincteenth-century
thought-~<were suddenly launched on Europe as if tliey weore
novelties, |

Vhat characterised the 'ba‘rbarian epochs-««and the redson why
they are called the dark agése~-ewasg that the warship of light which
merked all other civilisation cessed égggg/them‘ In the enclent
viorld Jove, the god of light whose image stood at the top of mounte
ains, was what made countries and peoples whole and one: Just as
later on the hidden light of Christisn truth was whet made western
civilisation whole end one.

During the barabrian occupations history became dead, the
churches lay like museunms m with precious objacts that
aroused sensations of awe and auqums.tvexiaés; the paraphernalia
of Christian civilisation---manuscripts, paintings, misice«-vere
rubble which was at best marketsble, Tho 'rdal' activities of
life were those which sould be shown to have no dresam. Every one
was divided, basically alone, Children gréw up with strange gaps
in their perceptions: often in dumb resentment at what they felt
instinotively they had missed, At the back of everythingams
keeping thé 'peaoe';-wa,s the daily threat of violence: and,
locally, the practice. During that time it was isolated pockets
of men who hed ideas and wrote books and prayed for no dther reason
than thay they were interested in them, in monasteries which were
to a1l inténts and purposes dead. They kept Christisn feelings
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élive for the next generations

In those ye gjﬁqgmrﬁ Mmerica meant tyranny for meée It
meant & blotk to happiness and &evﬁo;mentz, It meant thet my
own countrys-wuhioh £inally and at/\very deapost point is mes
whether I like 1t or not-<swas running domj it meant that only
a mask wes being shown which would sooner or later be torn away,

I burned sedretly for freedoms I beli¢ve averybody else did,-, $004
But they never spoke about it. There was no ¢vidence of it,
Apparently the will was dead, The American was, if a tyrant,

& most mild and innocent one.

I hed a famished love for my country which certainly wouldn't .
have existed in any other epoch; i1t wouldn¥t have been nocessaryees
it would have lain dormsnt, It would simply have been & state of
being, not a claim, Now it seemed necessary if we were going to
keep our language golng, or any recognisable form in which to grow
up; 4if thers were fo be homes and intimacy egain, a safe place
from whigh €1l poetry begins, and without which thers are the dark
ages,

It made an intimate A&ifferencs to the whole course of life,
this lacks It made conversation stale &nd inbreds It robbed
every object; every face, every meeting of its authority: for
the simple reason thet f;he real suthority was being exercised
three thousand miles away,; But it wag deepezf then t:halm The
loss of authority was everywhere., It was the great new fact
of life, The truth in the end was that suthority wasn't being
darc ised from anywhere, |
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The greatest ambiguilty was that America was really ourselves:
& prosess in oursolves, It could fascinate us, put & kind of
Spell on s, These moments of fascination might be brief, but
they involved & dense of cesitatie self-lideration which seemed
to offer a ghante of throwing everything over---all our past
end therefore everything that heunted us from the past, the
intimecy and hidden organie formulae that streiohsd over our
lives like a web, the necdessity to make nﬁr citien again, the pains’
and shadows round us that feemed to heve taken on our awn personal
names: heady moments when life promiscd more then its dimensions
and seemed to become a reel religicus being, ingtend of som Lhing
always just short of---marvellously énd bafflingly shortee- of
religion; moments wheén even Society promised to be turned imbo
sone $hing fraternal thet would be without power or inequality,
with their aeaaly}stmga and intrigues. Spurious---this bid
to mfke God eompxehensible~a~but ve menufagtured the need
ourselves

1¢, instead of working out for myself why he London
ptreets where I was born heunted end horfifiea,me:far'yéaré
afterwards, I'd just gone away from them and told myself: that
from now on I was freod and wouldn't think of the past again, that '
would have been an Amorican aét, I would have mede & new %}fe, aipp=
arently, out of (apparéntly) neéw materials But my being heunted and
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horrified by those streets, instead of feeding me through the
tissues of experience and conflilct to make in the end a complete’
person, and a moral solution, .would have been thrust unler, in a
peculiar dark end ocoiled-up inner zone that only reached expressimn
through nightmares and strange unknown outbursts of the heart,
cells from & past now deathly decause feared and shunned, and -
nearly unconscious, in a bristling contained violence under eque-
ilidbriuvm; and that would have heen the American state.

In some way it is all of us. America is us jip extremis,
beyond the point where we can be rescued, Jmerica was the need
of the middle class to meke~==to try to meke--«an intact world where
only itself would de knowmn: no working people with their loving
acceptance of work and refusal of ambition, no peasantyy with its
daily blindness in the fields, no aristoeracy with its divinity of
person and 1ts wildness thet springs from inner form and seems (to
our world) to threaten chaos; no power beyond the wofkaday require-
ments of life, nothing but the material, the logic of production,
no folly that might disrupt the schedule; en intect and closed
world of opportunity, ambition, failure or success, civice religion,‘
and separate invioladble prides that will refuse the humility of -
being fully known and taken for granted in community. ZZEE:EES an -
experiment against whet came to be called 'neturet!, meening ( in the
middle class terminology) @ picturssque, blind, terridble and marvadlle
ous dbut always separate and besically irrelevant zone outside us.
There was to be no pover outside what men cculd underatand;‘ e
world apﬁarently made by men---that is, made conscious, ﬁit@bﬁﬁ'no
past, no passion or 'force of nature', therefore no religion,,ho“ﬂﬁj
invisible to engulf men's consciousness end make it their victim---

nothing to hold, imprison, derkem their minds. Their minds hed
to be the light shed on everything. . The body, the earth, the
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sky, the will, the desires--=all had to be comprehensible to the
consciousness, and arranged and ordersed by it. Nothing mst be
alloved to give=-=~to yield-««to the invisible ouéside world, to
the rhythms of the *outer' (dut neceséggily *inner' as well)
universe--=nothing must be lost in the dark, silenﬁé?marah of- the
blindly created forces outside. Outside was c¢haos; in the cone-
scicusness there was order; the consciocusness even brought orxdor
to the surrounding chaos, This experiment that took place over
centuries was to make men free of the invisible so as to give their
lives order, to stcp them being slaves of fears, storms, momonts;
it was thersfore a roeligious experiment, but conducted againast the
great manual of religion---the natural universe; it was designed
to rescue the consciousness from paganisn---from the terror of an
unexplained and cruelly indifferent.universe; and this it digd.
But its long battle left ruins: in the aftermath all you got was
men's consciousness in the world, aen's order---it put its deadly
mark everywhere, cencelling out the real order behiné} the world
round us ras ravaged---ingide us as well; ve were Sgrn in the smbke
and ruins after the battle. TYou could say the battle “ﬁ? to rid »
the middle ages of ita.paganismp-%:; horror of death, tg% numbed

pegan resignation to the apparent wild disorder of the forces out-
P
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fpess It was tn bring Christian drﬂer into asctual men's being,

instead of remgining as a desbarate,faith, a kind of sustained pass-

ionate hope. It was to fulfil the Second Coming which the middle

cges were always waiting for: the coming of Christ into men, not

as hope any mora, but 2? thgr?;rm.of'perception end consciousness,
And in the first terridble dawn after the battle, when the deed

Y

have still not heen removed, we have to vake up to the world again,

we have to get used to peece, look rcund us again, notice things,
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we have to remember the enemy has been dealt with, there's time

to look sbout and instead of mershalling forces all the time and
dregooning nature for the next zero-heur we can watch things. come

to life agein all round us, ve can sce how they grow and what extra=
or@i;zyy ingenious natural lives they have gpart ffom us: we ¢an
havgﬂsciencea--instead of bettle-order as knowledge~-~for the first
time. And this discovery had to be through the ymind because this

is the only intect faculty left to us after centumpes of battle on

the otheégzrﬂrg; have to dfscover the stpendous order that lies all
round us, in the soil, in the animals and plents, in the spase through
which we lodok, in the movements of things, in the tiny glends end
cells and channels of our ovn bodios: and we can only do it when we
know that we ars part of this order, &nd are not in bettle-order
against it all the time., It means religion, vhich is always surrends
er, And this surrender to discovery is vhat brings the middle

class to &an end, by a process it will take on itself.,

The charnel. house brought into being by that sxperiment is
enormously dreery. This is the dreariness of & long, treeless,
industriel street. You fesl it in France, in England; in Amerieca
it is in extremis, eaten into the flesh of life. It is dreariness
because the sky is changed---it falle back to second remove; it is
a8 kind of dead spectator to men; it doesn't feel created any more,
nothing hes that stunning and exciting cense of being created from
beyond us any meres It is like putting everything under a huge
plastic roof---once it was made of glass, at the end of the nine-
teenth century, ¢fg the last previous furniture in the ehepnel
house always looks innoccent to the g:sSEE% inmates. That roof
covers cverything, even the country»ida, 1% filters the light and
darkens even $he rain, It £ills the air with sounds made by
people, but not sounds of pecple. It always reminds you of
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pecple, you can nover get away from them: but psople as small
creatures--~ticking, unnatural 1ntélligences; as uncreated,

They seem to have oreated themselves, They're ail cgfﬁszusneiﬁ:d
ind here again you get the American mind in extremis—~zour‘euntﬂﬂk g
.géggiy‘evolweﬁ over the centuries, gone nearl¥ to madness, in &
mind that can never losé itself, thet is morbidly and irretrievadly
conscions, At the same timo, in the charnel house, we are response

ible for ocurselves. This is an advance. Ve have a new kind of

- freedom. It compensates for the dreariness, It mekes it pessible

to lock forvard and chenge things. In Itely and Cormsmy yon still
have & sense 9r‘ereate& nature round you, and of people being'part

of it, even in the industrial distriets, There isn't thg& earin-
5 :
b

oc8. , There 1sn't the other thing either, the full self-responsibility,

A -
the freedom., 30 the two facets of our great modern charnel house

draw together, &nd grow by eech other. The one sustains the other.
So that in the end the strange heady and anchorless freedom will go,
end so will the dreeriness., Thers will de the surrendexr to tﬁe

real, objective freedcm that lurks outside, in the surrender of the

niddle class, There is & freedom ocutside which we haven't ftuned to

yet. ,,
America--«or rather tnefpdblicityumyth we are in the hebit

of calling fmerica---is an attempt to meke the cne world work efter
0ll: the world of uncreated being; it tries to alter the drear-

and demolishing

iness by giving it & coat of paint, sp=—fe—=pcxR
it evefy few years for a nev building. It confesses 1ts own
failure, This is what mekes eny religion or art in America an
act of revulsion from the vhole environment, &n act of totel reject-
ion. It has to reject totally the wor@d of uncrcated being,

The -ideal middle=class society is without blind ¢ omnunal
sources, A society with the ninimm heritage, the minirmm inhere
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jtance, The perfeect end-product middle-~class world---the TAmer-
icat-==13 where there can be no genuihe inner developmont, no real
novemen®, no sustenance from the past and no hope from the future;
only an sndless accumuiation of pomer by each generation, and each new
generation discarding the last and therefore discarding itself,
with no soil in which to grow and refleet and nurse wounds because
the ploughing-over is constan%, so that ploughing-over is the only
reality, in a circular and repoftiitive med movement which has no
reason beyond itself, in & self-asseriion that repeate 'I am I am
I', and all fq;%hold in the objective-~-~-the natural and ordercdeee
world outside is nearly lost and is only kept by reforence to the
past or i%s equivalent (the world ocutside 'America') where vestiges
of folly and community and aristocracy can be found; each generation
being a nervellous imitation of what 'is going on ocutside or what
used to be or what is thought to be, in order to perfecct it or come
plete it or round it off, to be as it vwere the Logic Centre or the .
Finishing Laboratory of the Christian world. This *America‘ will
go dovn quickly as part of the middle-class upheaval everywhere,

not in deandence or degeneration .or any of the other famous nine-
teoenth century forms that are usually promised (as if there was the
oppesite of decadence anyvhere clse in eivilisation) but dy volunt-
ery change; not through displacement by another class, or through
violence or even less of po®er, but through & simple and clear self-
oxemination that will be forced by circumstances (namely, dy the
natural and ordered universe outside), and will involwve the death

of the worm of amdition, In this enormous mystical upheaval,

whose sppearances will dbe snything but~my8tdcal, the ninsteenth
century divisions of middle-class life into Europe or America or
Asia will cease,

America will then be a place, for the first time, as opposed
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to the realisation of e&n idea, Its great spurious ethical am-
bitionw=«its attempt to teach ethics through pover---is dasically
the spuricus drean of middle-class life everywhere: a disastrous.
and doomed illusion, which all great religions begin dy destroying.
*America’ is therefore the grset anti-religious society, precisgely
as the middle-class 1is the great enti-religious clsss by definitinm,
The American artist is in difficulties from his birth. He asks
himself . .to perform the most complete religious act outside the
church, but by his birth he subserides to the greatest anti-relig-
ious experiment ever conducted in the name of & religious end (and
a valid religious end). He canr only begin by denying that exper-
iment from start o finish, which means unearthing and rejecting
every principle he has imbibed since ochildhood, He can only
approach #art --=88 opposed to a kind of lond and splendid journ-
alism--~3if he damne the whele picture from top to bostom, with
himself thrown in. He has to see the Goom and collapse of the
vhole ?xperimant in every thought and gesture and smile all round
him, Short of that he can't got to the frontier where God 2nd,
not man shows him the way. At best he'll achieve what the Victore
ians achieved--«a bustling public statement vhare there @re men
end viwidé objects, &and plans, and & language to make you hop,

but no solace for us, nothing ‘thé.t includes us waifs and strays of
history, nothing from the God for vhom our 1ittle gencrations are
sand in the desert. wﬁére in the seme positione-~-the
same oxperiment was going gn all round them in its first steges,
so loud and constant that the lonely voice of thonght sounded, _
selfish, a 1little mad, shameful---dirty. The Vietorlaens, too,
were the spurious ethical leaders of the world, Their massive
error, too, was,the idea that the rich man can ever have something

moral to teach, The rich man has one possibility, vhich might
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Just seocure his own salvetion: prayer.. TFor the delights of
cormunity, like moral insight, are for the poor.

After the upheaval America will be able to take up its real
history again, and its continent betome a brooding mystery egain.
The land will get 1ts imer pulse back, you will see the extra-
ordinary crisp mavvel of the pilonesr-country again, its strangs,

hugeness, ,
half-forbidden skxamzgx 1t special light, the vivid:.colours,
the intimecy end sanity, and the nireteenth-century paraphernelia
of a nationel ecthies and indeed anylthing national at all wiil fall
to pieces., It won't have to try for & national identlty like an
outpost any more. It.will be its own world., It will Just be
there, as my Englishness ig here, whether I like it or not. A .
country is language.

The ladguage of a country is its heart---the physical source
of warmth and circulation. Iﬁjs ction is invisible &nd unplanned.,
It evolved through slov evolution, quite independently of the body
. in vhich it beats---independently, I mean, of the will in that
body. Its sounds come from ways of thinking &nd feelilng: these
are like rivers aend weterfalls that have made narke on the Tocks
as polished as glass. A language is already, in its form and
‘sounds, part of the thinking .of the creature who uses 1#: it
actually forms thoughts, as it bears the durden of thought to other
people’s ears, It goes cn in seeret, it lies in a Kkind of womb of
the past, it spesks in dreams, 1t ¢an be seen 1in 1ts syntax and
sounds in dreems, it becomes the fate and louk of thought, it hes
a sirange end terrible being in itself, like the heads of grand-
mothexrs and the smell of fir-pinc burning, the ring of copper and
the scund of ancient trees being felled; it is the countryside
where you were born. Its humen vehicle, sbove all, is the mother.

She bears the secret languege through the generaticns, .She brings



« 140 -

it in the first menths like & rune, with its strong glowing

colour and ancient imperative demand, The writer cen never come
into being, he can never develop. He can only be dborn. Langusege
is only his sign, for the countryside, for the fear in his belly
that this man causes and that man relieves, for the scunds that
heunt him early, end the erisp, chill air at night, and the moon,
end lanes through hills with hedges on either side, .

The English language always touches life concretely-«-it
touches things. It isn't reflective, It is orisp and clear like
stones and streams and the barks of trees, Its words are actual
objectas., People call it an empirical language, for this reason.
You begin with the living and touchsble world round you, you begin
with the intimate community of objects. That is safe, That is
the coin of poetry. ©Each lenguege is its countryside, and there-
fore its people. German is sweeping, lonely, primitive, like
forests, French is reflective, dazzling-clear like the light of
the sky in the Isle de France on an early summer day. Italian
names the feelings all the time, it starts from them, inadequate,
like the irreséstible ocutburst of a ¢hild., But these are locked
away from me: I can' only talk about English. I know a bit of
the other three languages dbut the secret of the womb is hidden from
me, end must always be. A writer always knots that a mam ha§~one
lenguage and one only. If he has two, equally fluent---he has
none.

The English language doesn't start with a principle and then
work towards the object., There aren't the facilities for it,

The English don't draw from experience clean @nd satisfying moral
incentives, That would be too static a function for the language.
The words have to bs in movement, above all in actual life, They -

resist the formal, They wbrk in and through deily l1ife, and
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achieve moral incentives in terms of what is to be done, . The
lenguage encoursges a kind.qf pragéay}c action all the time, It
is close to doing. Unlike Italign‘aﬁd Germen, there’;g one language
for all pufpoaesf--talking, working, qritins‘ There ish't a speeial
language for 11t§ra;ure. The language of tne common people is the
language of litgrature in Engl{gh; in Germnn or Italian this would
have to mean vernacular or dialect literature, German and Italian
require an enormous life-effort on the part of their writers, just
to achieve languege---that is to.say,,form‘ The form isn't already
there; the actuel doily lenguege threatens to drag them down into
formlessness ('vulgerity'). In Germany and Italy life and thouqht
were never joined together on & collective basié, perhggs because
of the lack of & complete and 1ntegra1.arietocrewya--tgat determinant
of the form of all society; In Frence and England you had this
aristocracy: to a great extent it came ) England as a gift from
France, through Villlem; 1in fact, this men gave England the fruits
of what he'd learned in his own country---a centraliﬁed aristocracy,
namely, monarchy as it came to be known
Therefore you have a fundamontal ditference of psycholegy between

on the one hand the French and English werldt eand on the other hand
the German and Italian world. It is the difference between the
organic and the provtngial cultures,

M Listening to Angqlo talking was fgr me the strangest and most
stirring journey into another world because I could always marvel
at how he started with the generality and then went on to the inst-
ance and situation, Tgis is a particular Sicilien gift. Ikalwaya
talked about things, there was always an example on my lips, all
ny thinking and talking were concrete in that respect, although ’
they might correspond with Angelo’a 1nFnbstanoe. The styles vere
totally difrerent' there were also fuydamantal differences of
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psychology vhich I didn't learn about for years, I think my

style was basically incomprehensible to him as well, In his world
things were what had to be held at bay, they were the opposite of
roflection and generality, not the source and material, 1In his’
world this ¢linging to things was like c¢linging to chaos; the things
all round---namely, daily life--=had no form of 22:1§in accord,

it seemed; they meant the failure to reach thought, they meant
vulgarity and provincial suffocation and imprisoning vapours and

the clutch of a dead and perveding past and superstitions end hyster-
‘ias; they meant being looked in self, which seemed not to have in-

‘ herited any collective form, dbut to be the seat---cspecially if

left undeveloped---0f ignorance and disgust. One day, after we'd
known each other for nearly ﬁen years, he suddenly turned to me and
said, appopos of a Judgement I'd Just made, 'Ah, I see, I SeC.ee

Now that's iery'Engliah. I cen see noW. ?ou go from particular
instances, Particular instances---thinggs---that means your percept-
ions and senses are your gﬁides, you learn from them as you go along,
there's a harmony for you in them, you don't form a Judgement of

1ife through thought, directly, you have to touch it at some point,
and only then do you know about it. And that's Shakespeare, t00.
Everything comes through touch.' Uhat I'd just done was %o say
something about two friends of his, one a Russian and the other a
Greek, both living in Frence. I said that when you shook the
Russian's hand it was like entering a contract: his grip had
something contractueally dinding about it---it seemed $o ask you

to sign’ somewhere, in a contract describing the terms of loyalty

and friendship. And the Greck's handshake was flesh--«garng---

you felt the soft and sensuous flesh right at the centre---it was
almost meat--~there was some overpowering attention to the sensuous

in it, It was rendy, so mch prick that the inner character seemed
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to have gone, the inner stiffness. It was desire so deep that

it was fathomless, therefore soft all the way through. And he
leapgon thig~-=*Yes, yesl Thatfs him{' He lowered his volcewe=
'You know, he likes licking ao-m;ch, between the legs.! And it
was so true of the Russianw---the contract. I had got to know
these men in & moment, through-e- handshake, not throhgh thought
and appraisal,
Soigemerrtss ™ And he added to Nicole, *You see the way h%%hinks?——-

one quick empirical moment and he knows them.?
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. But he didn't understand it any better, At leaat, I don't
think se. It was still a distant world for him, end one finally
to vhich he could never bdelong. He could only make an inteéllect-
ual recognition of it. Perhaps. Perheps he knew me better then
I shall ever Know, _ v, , -

ggg;as the opposite of his way., His marvellous calm and rounded
and e{;ga;c appraisals of other people were. Sicilian, as I came to
realise slowly. There was something classical sbout them., That
elegaic and calm and melancholy thing was already in his languege.
His language was waiting there to f£ill him, almost like & body of .
thought already there, not just an, instrument of words. Language
is never an instrument.

Angelo never really had patience with my halting Italian,
especially when I spoke it fast, and all the little halts and mis-
takes came pouring out, He ngver really taught»meanythin%@fzSgg
his language, He wasn't like an Italian---patient, easy, tez higg
me to teke it slowly. Through him I learned all the wrong lessons
of speech in Italian, I went at 1@# headlong instead. of open1n§:4;%

all the tissuesg(so to speak, and falling into a slower and natursl

rhythm, enunciating clearly and slowly, as if there was all the
time in the worlds I always felt his impatience---that dry,
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c¢lassical, unsympathetic scrutiny of the 'island*, as they call
it. In his languoge he was the 'island', not Itely, certainly
‘not Rome,

- N
ar

Thisris the limitation of the Americen languagé;;git is always
being drawn dback into the role of instrumgn&-of-thaught, with nothe
ing intimate---no distinet countryside---to serfe it, only refinants
and dreams and little poekéés of the past; Really, this is the
danger of all languege now, and the American is only language in
extremis, droken under the strains of middle-class life, American
has to serve the requirements of péople vho do not share with each
other the same forms of thought, the same vivid intimeey: 1t has
t$o serve Germans, Arabs, Chinese, Sicilians, Irish-~-vhoever the .
emigrant is, It can _only be an enormous complicated vehicle that
stands avay from the mouth and the blood, so to speak, like a mach-
ine infinitely regulated to 2ll the millions of different propositions
that have to be expressed, This is what makes it epormously diff-
icult to read for those who havgn't.been‘graome& to 1tew-difficult
for those who have, seme%imes, too. It is like looking into the,
Jogged parts of a machine thavlelatters and clicks while purporting
to dbe the sound of a humen creature. There is much more of the
past in imerican than in Englishe--many more old expressions, from
tgottent to *'Saylts *'Son of a bitch', which is :;%:rused in Eng=-
land now, was used there in 1733. 'I'll be even with you' scunds
specifically Americen now, but you can find it in Shakespeare.
There are dozens of words which weng?gonturies ago in Englend which
still have their old crisp force and tread in American. But still
the language is prevented from taking its roots in intimecy,
because of the ondless plcwgping—over. The intimacy of a language
is really born in the first primitive efforts of community, and

even though the American languasge was brought from elsewhere you
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st1ll got that intimascy---its rxnga—-in-tﬁe firsﬁ’pinneer-storiea.
But gradually this language bocame a pubiie medium, not the heart
‘and glory of life planted by the mothe?. Every lenguage has its’
intimate form thet is the form of its people, their habits and
dreems. But with each new immigrsnt this is brokep down in Amer-
ica. So_you really get hundreds of different lengudges there.
You get people writing in clear, puritan language that is really
from the seventeenth century; you get the machine-languege des-
igned for all purposes---for the production-sccisty; you get a
kind of Germen style, unvieldy and abstract; you may got @ sort
of Italian plastic vividness, The rhythm of American ié always
different from Edglish, too. Réally Ameridan is made for the un-
anbiguous social agt-==-it has the §w1ng of speech between sirangers,
but strengers who share something; so the langnage hés this atrange
sweeping and yet intimato ring. The stranger has to be put & his
ease; basically, everybody is a stranger. By comperison with '
this, Dnglish is the lengusge of & family. It has no deliberate
intimacy whatsoever but an infinite number of half-conscious signs.
The smerican when he hears:Ehglish hears, ossentially, Burope.

It brings out all his love and hate of Europe---it provokes the
vhole troubling ambiguity of his attitude, Just the sound of
English cen do tﬁﬁﬁﬁ It suggests thé’haughty, the authoritative;
the 1o€ﬂ§y, the immobile, the traditionel and fixed, the detk,

the past, the dream, the horrer. It is listening to the pest,

for the American. And so all language 1s, essentiélly; for the
middle-class world. All intimacy, all the derk roots of our
lives, our kisses and our s@eat---ore the past. And the past
lours at the middle class. it has to be deelt with, It can't
be avoided much longer. The nineteenth century promised that
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it would Ye killed off, once end for all, But fhis wasﬁ?t ful- )

£illed; Thq&ast can't go on being a sort of kiss one moment, end
1 :

& stink the fext, —ime

L FIPW,
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I remember living in the country nesr London, in Eent, after
the war, in a tall, slim semi-detached house that looked across an
ugly little strip of gerden towards the lovely Darent valley, which
vas alvays wonderfully still, Es a perfect lawn with the river
going through it like deep glass, under trees, I could see this
valley from the vindow where I worked. Jometimes I saw it at
devin, thvroom.was at the top of the house., I could see the
dawn falling on the misty grass like a dust, end gradually the
trees would open to view, stealing out of tha dimness, It was
ane pf those villsges that have hardly deen touched, except with
a little urben craziness like' a poor tide thhiibrings old bits and
pieces--~a little crime, some driftwood of melice, a daft old lady---
and leaves thept on the sand to dry.” Once all the pets in the
villaege were killed off by a menia¢, or perhaps he was the treasurer
of the cricket ciub., e lost our white cat, vhich used to follow
us about like a dog. Three dead whippets were left in & sack on
somebody's doorstep jJust before a village conre?ence was due to bde
held there to discuss it all., The village was the past, with a
Londoé‘madneas to keep it bright. The men used to travel up to
London to work, and tried to form a community on the week-ends—-=
like 2 big-arsed monster without arms or legs meking gibbering
noises. There were little quarrels---the journalist up the hill

vwas a comnunist, the bank-man down the hill was bitterly anti-
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communist; the wives vere involvede-ean insult at the PUDew-ngry
knooking on the bank-man's door to redress the insult---nearly a
fichts ao the boys went on, in the drcam-life they thought was
real, And the crickel cludb-~-they veore olways trying to peot you
to join, It was likeo an itch. They wanted you to scratech as
well, otherwise you didn't look right. The cricket club was like
a lavatory-pan for the evecustion of hidden dreems, hopes and dardng
gexual affinities-~~vhich should have got o the vamen but unheppily
for them didn'$. There wers those etornal-secming afternoons on
groens, vith the plock of the ball like & clock merking off evory=-
body's distrecs. As a peans of evacuation for schooleboys ;:x(mting
is much detter, I think: the horses are swift and lovely, there is
the hard sutunn weather, the mud end the menery of gloving manor
halls end log fires and 8irioins of beef and wild, godedarming Lnge
lishmen standing in their brecches ferting in front of the fire.
I've alvays been afraid of cricket, for fear of being hit in the
balls, It slvays seomed to me that you needed a big pad not over
your knees but over your balls, and vhen I vas chain-ganged into
pleying the game at the age of teolve or so---tt the galie_y where
I got my education, together with four welts across my backoide
vhich drew blood-~-I nsed to lean fordard & bit when the batemen's
instmment closed on tho ball, in cese I got it straight in that
1ittle spot vhere (I hoped) much ectivity was being held in store
for me., Of course, I ought to have been villing to give up every-
thing in the interests of what the school called public spirit, of
which ericket was for unexpleined reasons @ part, but being of weok
and mortal flosh I was anxiocus to keep oy 80X.

This public spirit, which didn't really have eny spirit about
1!:'5}2'11,; was also present in the villege., But the real villoge=we
the soul of the villege~--rosisted this, and at night it vas dark
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and medieceval, end silent, exactly as it rmust have been a century
or moroc ago, in the deys of the painter Palmer and William Blake,
vho were often thore., Felmer d4id a lovely picture of the antumn
moon over the village, with the mysterious hill riszing up to it.
That was ny third glimpse of the silence, tho marvellous sweetness
end intinmacy, that lie beyond men, and which we have temporarily
tried'te breek in ourselves. 'mg, ﬁ.rat time was at thoe beginning
of the wor, near the south@-cc?a A the second in the war itself,
ip Itely and Africs and Palestine and the Lebanon, and lastly Greoce,
The distress ofnsocioty oll over the middle«clacs world, fron Sile
esia to San Froncisco, was 60 rigid and fast that only two world
wors eculd bresk it. The rest hes to be done by menf thenselves.
Thoge nmonths in the village, with clean ficlds end woods and

orchards all round, and hills that made every end of the rcad
mystsrims, were a kind of r:malscence for mo from tho insanlty
of Gx&}d I storted wark in abaut tho mocst nisersdle job thero
was in London. I used to travel up cvery day in the sniffing and
havking hordes of pesple vwith their mst]}?’ neuvspapors and chapped
noses and smelly raincoats, as far as Chering Cross statlon whero
vie vere all spewed out of the train by an invicidble malévo}.ent\
force, to flop, stumble, staggoer, trip ond crawl tovards the main
iunatio oxits like the prisoners in FigHlio who haven't coen the
1ight for so long, except that we had no voices and didn't sing

0, Weloho Lustxf because oven the light had lost its Joy for us.
our lives wvere -tun mich death, wo thought we might do without the
lights. <o thase olR mon and ladies of vhom I tas one staggoered

out of the station not even like prisoners dut like the frecmen of
death. I supposc even & century ego England wasn't totelly given
up to these hordes, it hadn't entirely become the exercise-yard

of these hordes 'y if the freenecn of death have exarcise-yards,
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But since the var this o what it has become. Those hordes don't

give themselves airs, That is the one rule,. Fo pretences or goste
ures of being fully human, only lau-abiding end vwork-ebiding and
death-abid ing good people, gqing to their rosy homwe for the tiny
permitted kiss in the cvening, to make clesn the day. Though Then

I got back at night I didn't foel 1like Lissing anybody, I didn't

feel much like anything. All I wanted to do was to sit and dbreatho
the #ir from the window, and to drink in the country silence, and

to feel the dim, secret treaes outside and the orisp valley, and let
the thoughts of dead men---~the meal living doad~--flow into me, |
together with hopes that made me shudder snddenly with thoir shere
mznitude, And I ;ookeﬁ at everything--~the carpet by the fire in
my room, the ded in the corner, the cld chintz-covered chairs dconine
stairey tho books on the shelves. I thought of the intimete country-
lanc aut.r.me the dedroom windon, The kitchen thet jutted into tho
garden was like th® room of & ¢ostle, These were oll ports of 8
iife that other psople hed lived, or that I had lived befcare, and
belonged solely to the silent Enplend outside, that lovely gentlo
presence. '

Iy job vias to s8it in an office with tvo other men, vho like ne
vere brolen-hearted clowns, snipping piecces out of nevspapers and
pasting then on to @& booklet which vhen printed up in 811 ite
fatuity and staleness would go ocut overseas to goverament posts
vhich venldn't even glance at $t. Iy vork vas always finiched
oarly, if 1t could be said ever to stert, The only rale behind
1t vas that not & trace of the mystic humen breath should be
presont, on the finished product. And aftor that I sat twiddling
ny thumds. 1 smoked, 1 got up end went for a pee ebout once an
hour, I looked out of the uindow across at the adreary Victorian
mashions opposite, I thought about women. But I conldn't acte
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ually do anything, I couldn'$ think up @ plan for ny immeiiate
life; a plan of escape it would have to do, - I couldn't even

read, And the people‘in the corridor outside enziZthe ;ther. rooms
always cecmed to have oolds. The dim glow of the corridor was
like the glo? of a rumning noses 4nd nobofy seemed .really %o
spéakw I Gon't think I was spolen to the vhole time, except by
the broxea-hearted clowns, in quips and groans and asides. At
least there ought %o have been drinking or card games or ptrlour
tricks~-w-or music-hall fturns, orgies, nude cxhiditions. These
uould have given the work & nmeaning, and the mansions would have
got back some of their old robust nyctery, as they nuost have had

in Victorian tines, because people at least ato well then and had
naughty music halls, they vere strict sbout cex dut gt least it
was hard going foyr. them, a@ least they s%t11l had vhoros, ond the
best of them, even anbassadors, kept pictures of plump nulfe ladies
over their dbeds. But now, at & time vhon thoere was supposed %o be
the greatest liberality about the body, it reclly seamed to have
disappaeared, and sex didn't scem half as important as the morning
cup of toa irf one ¢ould judge fron the schoming and squabbling and
fretting there was about it, For porfect foulness this nmorning
cup of tos was seconded only by the afternocon cup of teae So

you couldn't even look forvard to thate Cne of the tall, mossive
roonms sho’uid have becn £itted out 9s a kind of splendid vhorchouco,
and we could heve haé a rumiing -duffet =11 day, with persicn carpets
on the floor and billowing satin curteins and dim russet lights,
end long settees with footroste where you could #it with ome o« the
giris, with one rule only---thot the vork %o be done must de done,
somohow,. That room would have boen the temple vhers we could
1ift up our heads ené get o little === A4iznity end splendour
and depth into our lonz faces; te ccul&/?%ﬂ{hn ag the creatures
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of God we had more to show for Mis ingonuity then snotty noses,
In all the time I was there I only remembor secing one girl, vho
hurried pest oclong the corridor one day«--with a handke‘rchmf in
her hand, I don't say that I 4&idn't soce more than one, i only
can't remember more than one, And the handkerchief was an inport-
ant part of the scene, It flashed as sho passed. Then she vas
gone and I didn't sec hor agains Everyonc seemod to bo hiding,
including myself and the other olowns. The chief of the wvhole
place &id the same, He camo into the dig office on tho othor side
of the corridor every morning (he had a carpet, & dosk and sonc
curtains---you got a certoin quote of things ac you went higher,
and that was his lot) and made & kind of pale dive through his
door with shere terror at being scen (moving, too) dy one of his
subordinates. Becouse he wasn't supposed reolly to be there,
not as hinself, anyray. He nas @-=-Position, And if he'd boen
geen by the subordinates there would have been tho question of
vhether he chould be called sir or not, ond thon the countere
quastion of whether he should oppear to want to be called sir,
sinco after all this was democrscy, ond who was he to put on oairsf
Yot because in fact he ras highor-up he 4id heve Jurisdiction over
them ote ete. It vas very ambiguous. And 80 there was the pale
dive, end the pale dive of his subordinctes avay from him. It
was not only embiguous dbut ghostly to0. | .

Gven the méne,y I got was unreal, I got just about onough
to cover tho fare to and from the village and the oxtras implied
by tuo train journeys a day---cups of stole tez, a pellet designed
for mlti-firing guns celled A Bun, & Wash end Brush Up to foree-
stall total collapse, and lotions, tonics, pouders to keep ny logs
wallkking straight. One day 1 realised I could have bemged or
borroved the same amount easily, and got my owm vork dons as well.

!
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I seemed to sit ebout so much in that job that, like all the other
clons there, I looked as if I was vwalking round with an armchoir
stuck to my beckside, whenover I did wallks It had an effect on

?ﬁ stance. But ve didn't reelly walk, any of us---7wo . only staggerod
and stumbled about with files under our armms, uncorfortadly avere

of tho inwisidble pulsing 1lifec in our flosh and veins which refusoed

to be put out dy the death all round us. I zcoon got boils on nmy
arse, the first 1'd ever hed, am}' ’gfmliged to ssend up at oy

work, vhich mnde a-changes I wead—be-ams I ganted to rest my

legs, you knod, I tried sitting o';z cushions dbut they were so

pd nful that I pmf_?:creiib}ming over ny desk as if interest vas
rooting me there. ln;sg were the end as far as 1 vas conscerncd.

I decided to get out, I suddenly dashed downstairs and phoned

ont of the bignest magezince-publiching concorns in London, and ‘
shouted until I hed got hold of onc -of the top boys, porsonally. ‘
d sounded so urgont and demanding that e).){ the underlings put me |
throogh, until I was all of a sudden at the tops. fnd 1 told him
at once, I was so ﬂo’ep%mze, the job I vas in wuas 80 ghastly that
in all humanity he nust put out a helping hand to e and give me .
a job, He made an appointnent for me at once, for the folloming
efternoon. -4nd off I vont the next day, to ore of those innense
pudblishing offices in Cowont Gardem; and 1 «as shown into the
cheirman's office, He vao a nice man, kindly and quiet, and

a1 to me, *Uell, you seem pretty desprate.' I went into on=
other spoech and ho told mo quietly that he thought, Just fronm
hearing me talk, that I would certainly go far one of these days,
and he'd try to got mo a job, but it was very hard, the times vere
vefy hard, what with people still .coming Bmok from the army who
wénted their old Jobs; dut ke would do his best. Ve sniled at
each othor end shook hapds; at loast 1'd got & lot of wind off
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ny chest. GSoms days later he phoned me at the office, to my
astonishment, bocause I nover expected to hear another word ,( such
was my buoyanag; and ﬁ ropeated that he'd beon very impressed dy
me, that he had tried vory hard for me but thore was adpolutely no
chance of gedting a Job for me Just then, it vas hopeless and unforte
unately he had no povier to invent jobs. So that was that, But
thic action won me my froodom. I applied to trke & postegraduate
degree, at my old college, an idea I loothed and detested, but I
got it, I hed won a reprieve for another oightcen months at least,
The oxtraordinary thing was that the bonau.jog;\%nly lasted aix
vecks, 1t was the longest timo 1 over stayed with death, dut yet
I Snsult doath vhon I say that, in tho manner of my epoch, for
death could never be like that, death is tho view you have over the
hill, the silence and rustle of vwind in the troes, the stream that
goes without you knovwing it and the sound of sheep and their dells
in the night. /nd this death was vhat I went back o in the count
ry ewery night, the resl ond lovely death,

Ferhaps the deadliest thing in that job was tho sight of people
queueing for cigarottes in a tiny shop near the office the size of
a rallway-compartment. There wac alvays this queue, of which I
nede myself one, ondlessly getting nearer. the counter and never
succeading in unrevelling itself, not until the offices got into
full death-nuing at about half-post ten and the last pale, snottye
nosed, vheozy freemen were safely locked inside. Tho quene vasn't
alive, 1t vwas bont and withersd and shuffling like the ghost of a
shabby idea, And the ghosts of people;a feelings wont on uriors
neathe-wanimating 1t and giving what littlo life there vas to the
quick murour of cigarette-formule (since there was a formmia for
evorything in life, developed in wartime, and you -wvere a fool if
you didn*t know it); and those fecolings undorneath vere var-like,
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they struggled like the ghosts of war for the tobacconistt's att;
ention, they preyed on her telepathically for a packet of Players
or Goldflake instead of Veights or Woodbines, for these were the
days of cigarette-shortage and they neesded the best smckoé to provide
heze for the day's géance at the dffice, And a strange reluctent
¢licking response took plage in the tobacconist-lady's faece, herdly
moving it, like a machine under the folds of her pale skin, deciding
to deny this one his Players, that one his Goldfleke, to give liber-
ally to that one &nd stintingly to the other, while the endless
writhing creature of ghosts moved towards hex,.

1 oan remember having & sense of the total uoliapae of England
early in the war, before it had really happened. I remember dis-
tinotly sitting in a 6afé one mdrning near a training ¢amp on the
outskirts of London where I was waiting for the draft ebroad., It
wasn't & horrible sensation, It was Just a calm end thorocughly
clear sense that this future experienc@e--cf the collépsese-would
come., It wes a glimpse of a future BEngland, You ¢ould see it
there elready. I could see it in people's faces as they came in
for their morning coffee; a more authentic look whish had been on
them a year or two before had gone. I remember there was a gless
fanlight, and & pleasant glowing light in the room from the sky.

It was & sudden conviction of the collapse of euthority. Just
authority---everywhere---had ceased to exist. I knew 1%, at that
moment. The experience might have no mesning. But that was the
experience,

And 1%t wasn't Just England. It touched everything else. It
was in the Americans at the seme camp. They passéed like strangers.
There was & ;gg;; of total and ebsolute decadence«-=so complote
that one could only see it &s the new life (because there was no
sntidote or opposite). |

Englend was raveged by Americeans, in ite intimecy. It was &
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ravage from inside; as if England had brought it on herself, It was
something she even seemed to have worked towerds, Ve all f£3lt this
ravage, secrotly. Some talk/ebout it. Most didn'ts. Thewe was no
love between Ehglish and Amprican soldiers,‘but there was no leve eny;
way, between one American trooper and another, one English trooper
and another, between Canadieans and Poles, New Zealanders and Aussies,
The vhole rotten modern world was there, Seething with malice and-;~
its chaperone-~-gentimont, .

There was & sense of tﬂe collapse of even the ﬁost intimate
moral fibre, even the natural fibre the aniﬁal has., There was one
goene, I remember: a drunk American soldier in Piccadilly, in the
darkneas late at night when the hollownoss of the ¢ity at war came
into its own and drove out everything but fear and rémorse, standing
in the shadows with & girl, his pants open, pulling her towards him
while he tried to masturba@e himself into an erection, his eyes closed,
almost a%%eep from the drink; end she was swaying with him, That
was the beginning. A new terrifying force hed entered, to which the
bodé of the foreigney was always & corpse. It was the new foroe in
all of us, Eé wore all foreigners.: It only locked like ravage from
outside, But it was in all of us. o were all foreigners, to each
other, That didn't stop at the end of the wayr., It romained the
basic oondition, It is 5&111 there in us.

That wa;fiﬁis sosn¢ in Piccadilly appalledfgfa Bagically it
was & glimpse of us all, I was twenty then and no formed idea,

A1l I knew was that I could either fight this new thing, or give
wey to §t. But it took me years just to find out how to fight
1t, ©England was finished, Peopls were finished, That was
all I felt,s It was perfectly symbolio that an American should
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heve given me the glimpse. The imericon Ure De---in cxtremis,

In tho war I fesred Anoricans liko nozis. 1 thought of then.
as 'natural® nazis,; the dorn mzié. when aftor the war, in Austria,
I zav e small troop of them wWalking dowm 6 hille-wthey su@denly
appeared closc to pe, their bayonets (I caow thon as daggers) clinke
ing against thoir delts, thoir ficcks thick and amundburmd, as I had
seon some of our S8 prisoners, I began trembling all over and hed
to stand still until they pascods It was like the shock of anbbbbr
battles I would have leughed o knon that I was trenbling @femm
nysolf.

This had nothing to do with the Amoricans I actuslly met. \
It wasn't cubstantioted in eny way. Ue mixed in vith the Toxans
just short of Cassinc, before the spring-attacks, over Cliristnas,
Cur ﬁe&tj Mv'e:fe close to eash other. [oesive German 88mm shells
rade e=—mapl=ef tho carth detteen us nov and thon. It was cold,
grey veather on the thole. They hed aecents that fascinoted me,
end on easy oir that kKept Graving me to thoir tents. But I stayed
avay on the nhole so as not to *"impose’, not realising that they
voren't Dnglishicen and that they talked 1o sirangers as a matter
of coursté. Go used to oxchange dully deef for thoir spom, - They
had tinned turkey for th-ﬁfstmas, end plenty of hiskye They had
the gift of reking & fest}ve o casion evon there, ith great holes
being heaved up all round us. This fostive pover had the flavour
of tho cleventh hour about it, whoreas our festive occasions, thich
had assiniler intinate glow, in tents lit mysteriously dy kerosone
lemps, en with vood fires improvised out of dbiscuit tins, vere
strangoly different. There vas tho saro intimicy in dboth, the
came glov and love of cccesion. But the Ilavour of Ingland was
the flayour of an island--~the light and sirangely free and indive
idual- island-touch whore what countedw--vhot mode the gloWe--vac
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tho stamp and personslity of each face, its ripples and ancient
merks, cnd the distinot and individual and fabulous ring of every
voice, And the American glow had something eloventh-hour about
it, quite apart fron the war, Their actuol physical closaness %o
oach other vas greater, thoy sat rmore round tho sparkling fire,
they drev up closer, mmch as if tho intimacy aidn't lie incide
then dbut 4aa a need almost like a fear; and theu' frocdon 416n't
lies in th mdivmual stamp of fapew=ein tho etrmty behind cam
griea--as it 414 with the English, it lay in acms kind of cternity
ell round them, somthing onormously spacicus that engulfed and
stallovod the fndividual marks on faces, and tho ring of volces,
end it was alvays like the last gathering of allchumanity, tho

laot gathering there over vas to be, surrounded by the feorful

and fathomless silence; thoro lay its eleventh-hour quality.

So it created & sense of tremendons relish---this is still the
mark of American intimecy for me: a physical relish, the crunch

of thinss in the mouth, the flow and coolness of @ drink, the smell
of cooking, the oxeising sound of soreone turning over the paes 6f
a book, the physical mc%ﬂng of the hunmen ereature into the last
glowing circle unith no reference to his position gs ovon the quality
of his presence. This lest is vhat counts in Durope-~-ths quellty
of tho ereature; 1t is vhat nokes groups and cubtle divicions that
are mituolly oxclusive ond alveys will bo, But at that furthest
exploration/})gttna uhiversal middle class, tho Americen group,
vhore everythim else hac been loft dehind, every dbit of aristooracy
end therefore all prooccupation with tho quality of tho creature,
vhero thore arc only the cnormous dbare plains ail round, and no
evidence that God oves you a glance, so that life reauy iz at

the end of its tether, at the oleventh hcur, the gamp is the fount
and tomb of pudlic intimmey. The camp, rmach more evon than the




» 158 ~

family, is the hasis of Anericen lifes

The European Lrsedom is that of the utmost irdividual
daveloprent, the f£reedom of unique quality in the human creature, .
while the American asks for freedom of action unencumbered by fear
of quality, as & shared right of all ¢reatures. When confronted
with ecoh other these lock like two typee of Lreedom, mutually
destrustive, But they are apbasite facets of the same civiliﬁatidqg;
They only become distinet by proximity: when they are put close
their difference is what strikes tho eye---they esch grow more
extreme by proximity. So tezuopean' freedom and ‘émerican' freedom
¢tome into bveing, axthausgﬁ they arent't mntual;ﬂexclusive at all,

The DBuropsan freedom becomes by ¢ontrast an anxiocus reference to
quality, the American an anxious reference to equality.

This division is & logical outdone of something that has bheen
going on since at least the eleventh oconitury, when there were the
first signs of what we know now as the middle ¢lasg—~-vhen townemen
came into being as & population distinet from the pessants and
knights and priests of the coamtryside (or domain) all round them,
There, in the growing difference botwsen the tewn perched alone on
its hill, hugged behind great walls, end the gilent domain of fia;ag
surreunding 1t,'ymﬁ had the first intimatidn of the kind of egonyew-
or vision, or joy---that has animated us ever since, Tho townsmen
becamé more ani more bent oh the deliberate organisation of lifewew
in sevwage arrangements énd education and finance &nd so forth, all
of which dépended on foresight; vhile ths domain continued to
represent the naturél and unforeseecable (the earth worked by itself),
and to dring thoughts of God and fate, based on a natural division
of labour bBetween the knights and the peasants, that 1ls, yhore vho ‘
defended the lend and those who worked it, Inside the tcﬁ#, 1ifomes
since it depended on trade---was arrenged and ordered and calculated
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for; outside, in the domain, it was simply inherited---the earth
gave ite substance, tho peasant worked it, the knight was fed in
return for his function. And tho towns broke the domains, They
broke the 4nvisidble hold on life, the depth of & present undistine
guishable from past or future: the domain's silences ‘They did
it by making oontact with each other., Their trade opened up &
completely different life«~~of movement ané, onée mors, secular
splendour, ‘Hietery’~f-tha ¢hronicling of events ag if they were
81l leading somewhere--estarted again for the firat time since the
Romen empire.

i:&xere was something unsatisfactory about the Ghristianiaing‘
of the ruins of the Romen ewﬁ&e. Faganism was aé?rbed««&useaa~a ’
by the ehurch., The old pagé; festivals becams part of the chrisy-
jan liturgy: the day of the sun'é birth moved easily into Christe
mas, Not only thisesethe form of daily pagen life was inherited
asrwell: the attitudes. You got the mass of the people quiet end
éggéi-like slaves, as if they were 8till under Roman lendlords,
Theve was still, basically, & sleve-based sooiety. Only these
slaves had a new faithe~ea faith for the first time; they took
it gratefully and blindly, And this was what the towns al tered.
They brought the practical Christienity: they were the first seed
of thet Evangelicaliem that ostablished tnaéiiiii-pcwerrul middle
class in Viotorian timed. Christianity had to be clear-sceing.
The blind feith could only be temporary. 4And this bore en element
of original truth with ite-«that Christ had always appesled to the
clear-seeing in men, This waa vhere grace lay, in being avere,
Each men, really, was to be his own consciende, prophet and saviour:
that was at the back of everything Christ said., There were no
fules in Christian teaching sbout how you should live each day,
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apart from very bare ones: nothing like the advice in Judaism
and later Islam., . There was only & new dignity: fLrom whieh every;
thing must spring (even.if it took two thousand years-<swhich 1t
 probebly will). People mustn't be blind any more. - It was the
sontradiction of slavery. Every mah had the power to sée, no
metter how degraded or wretched or even bad he wass Bobedy was
barred from this clear sights That waa the marvel of Christ's |
teaching; and why it was persecuted, And so the itch to resoch
thie clear sight went on and on in Christianity, spreading to
more and more people. It made for turmoil, which was there all
through the middle eges, although we tond to lump the whole period
toegther nowadays as an uneventful one. In fadt, the Renascence,
far from being & sudden revolution, was just the g’nouement. of this
long innoy turmoil. The turmoil came from wanting more and more -
to break the pagen forms that still hold life in gripe--even to the
point of breaking the intimate fabric that held all life togather;
and this was what .was doné in the end««-evemythmg was challenged,
every authority and dblind service, on the aasumpﬁton that God was
somothing &nside mon and that what lay oufjside--ethe earth and sky
and animals-~«vas & wildyeness of untremmelled paganism that hed.
to be broken and bowed, And we are in the extraordinery position
of cleering up the ruins (4f we can)-=won & battlofield wheré every-
thing mﬁmﬁte to us has been destroyed, not by an enemy dbut by .
ourselves., This 18 why I say that the last 80teweof OUr roCOVOYYwwe
18 an act of contemplation. I msen, you have to dbegin to see bgain
where God lies outside men, You have to see where those spaoes
and teeming, domplicated lives eren't willderness---aren't pégen
chaos., It mesns surrender, but not pagan surrender, whict% 18 the
only ono we know so far. ' \’\-\\‘,

/ to P. 1;)0\‘\5.
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RBurope came out of this struggle. It came from the friction
of townfﬁnd domein--«the striggle was Europe's story of development
throughfout the centuries, and what you have in America is as
pure a transporped ttownt as you ¢an get, with its lack of domain
even 4s a rememhered background, &nd its resultant emphasis on
production and forethought and the visible and arranged and apoken.
And if you put this close up against Eur0pe it makea her look
(especially in Americen eyes) pure-domein, &8s America locke from
our point of view pure-town. But this is fictional: both worlds
exist in both, in the same struggle., That camp-element in |
American freedom belongs at bottom to the domain: Just es in Thaer
Europesan freedamiphere ié a hint of the first oxcited movement of
the townss And 4in European people‘ycu have a natural knowledge of
America often without their having been there, becauss they know the
aspiration of pure-town in themselves.

'TBWﬁ* and *doméin® represent the two facota---a kind of ende
lo8s dichotomy-~of Christian feeling. The domeineelement is
alive now only as 1nner‘recolleétion. The Renasaenc? wagrghe
bequoathment of life into the hands of the town, and the uaxa .af
aristooracy-~~that is, the deliberate development. of qualityewe
begen from it., Aristocracy really carried the invisible
loyalties of the domain into town~life by means of money: but
the contradiction that lay in this---the liberation from enything
feudal that money would always provide«--was the destruction of
eristooracy. And the pormanent mistske of American society-e-
that tekes away all its stability---is perhaps the mistake that
this destruction was a levelling movement, whereas it was simply

the spreading of aristocratic values to more and more people, 8o

/ to P, 161.
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that a ¢lear aristocratic élaﬁs was no longer necessary (that is,
ne longer had so mich to teach)s American pioneers made the mise
teke of takiag aristocracy as external (dress, wealth, privilege)
and not yhut it was through the Renasoencoeewan &nﬁfbr quality,
absorbed alowly by the pooreat classes, - Every generation in
America has been upset by the dogged necessdty of making everybody
look and fesl alike 1f possible; and the most surprising lesson
for ¢he American who lives ebyroad is always his realisstion that
in faoct people are different, and thet his own psychology is &
special and by no means shared one, .

~ Esch destruction brought ebout by the town---the slow destruct-
ion of privilsge and eveén éd@leaiaatical authority, everything that
st1ll rested on divine righte--drew the humen oreature (oitizen)
nearer and nearer that freedom of ection which Christ seemed to have
promiged, Christ lived at a time of slavery. He spoke-to slaves and
heathen aliké, Every creaturs was splendid for hime-ethat was the
stupefying elemant of his work. It 4didn't mattexr how sqQualid, neglect-
ed, 1gnorant or even sinful @ creatureé was, he had the splendour of
being the ¢hild of God., If lifted the vast mess of people up to the
level of the religious right amay-e-an unheard-of thing. That
was the terrible flame that lioked its way through the dying Roman
empire, that was what provided the invisible quality of the
domain (Christ as the inner secret, as intimecy) and the visihle
quality of the town (Christ as rights, as the released explirer).
And while Zurope developed fully from this leavening and mixing
end struggling of town end domsin, América hed to rely more
end more on improvised and mental knowledge, because outside the
American community (town) you got not the domain with its resourdes
of long and natural experience but unexplored wilderness, where

inaction meant disaster.
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£o an Americen froedom was evolved vhich emphasised
the child-of-God splendour es a iind of sociel credential for
vhich every creaturc (subject) qualiffed, vhile Buropeen frecdon
emphasised this as a notural, mherite& cmdmﬁal 9ith no nece=
essary visible form or guarantec. Pro:inisy of one with the other
d4d only harm to each. It made a caricature of both decause it
was based on the ass'g.?ptian that heée vero two &lstined vorlds:
that was recquired by/\pmerspanttcs /(thm century.

The Anericon freedom wmas procisely what rovaged first Engliah
and ¢hen European freedom, in and after the lest war., I sav the
beginning of 1%; but I haed to wait 511 the end of the war before
I knew that the corroiing and corrupting protess had taken place.
At the end of the war, in England, thore secned only medioerity
left, 1iddle-class expectations had got smaller; nmiddle class
poople had become pettier and nerrower people, with someothing
stale and ambiguocus and shabdby adbout them, they were now people
tho played safe énﬁ small; eond any self-assertion was tadoo,
iny stylé had to ¢trim itsolf to the gonerel pottern, if it wanted
to £i% in. Thousands got outs The wWorking class wvas no help
in this decause it vas intact and stronger than before. The rot -
d41dn'¢ spply there. But the fact remained that only the nmiddle
glaes could give the country colour and dewvslopmente That was
the kind of @ociety 1t was, for better for for worse: working
people were onlookers,

In the wer, the tiny island hed to decome the aircrocft=
carrier and springboard for & vast offensive against the canﬁnent.
It turnedl into & kind of faectory. The distances dwindled, £F lavsf
coald all bo sponned in & fow mimates' flight. The stale ax:d corrupt
air of the factory grew, But the feoctory-ciement clone wesn't
the decisive one, becsuse the country had been going that way
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for nearly tve hundred years, and had dono nore damoge to itaelf
than could ever be fGone by &an outsiderli.n e few years. Yet the
srerican presence was precicoly this faetmy—elementm-ii vas
exactly the ravage tovards which Tngland hod been working.

These strangers weren't exactly foreigners,. I[Tobody considered
that they were even more poverful then tho Eprlish, ecpecislly
during the war, They vwere equal. They were friends. Yet
they were morc poverful; they were foreigners, . Their shere
nanbers, the shere weight of their ecquiprent, seemed %o argue

a greater power, But it wesn't talked edbout. Only in high
pleces was it a fact to de reckoned with, lLover down, &t wasn't
felt yet., They occupied whole ¢illages, ‘*smerican® villeges
in Englend were like ghost villgges; they still ert---if enye
thing. they're worse nov, seening to have settled into e perranent
m All the intimate life has gone from thems The houses,
menoiral stones, lawns, ere there as &lvays beforsz., But tho
places are deead. If's sn 'eir-force' villoge., The Americen
presence brought ohstraction with it---2 EESU=E¥ deod ole tract
e¢loud thet leid everything vaste like an enommcus spray of vead
poison. Yet thet abstraction was slready in Bnglish life.

You could even say it had decn ereated in Englend, in the first
ina&atr;\ial towns, Thet was the nature of its abstractiopceew
the deathly air of a dleak, industrial strect. Lot & trec, not
8 ﬁnshmhowever many trees and bushes there fctuslly were; they
seemed painted, artificial, irrelevant,

Yet the people who brought this weren't foreigners. Thelr
abstraction was something ve counld understand. Only they 4idn't
sce the intimate English freedon, they couldn'd recognice it,
even when they ednired its signs and offects, The signs of

their oun freedom wore so different, Here, &t the nmost intimate
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point, thoy were foreigners, It was csséntially a painted coene
for them, hec.ause the mainspiring of free choicoe in the Dnglish was
dumd end invisible to them. The scene was attractive to them or
dull, cecording to their teste. There, at thet point, you got
the clash of twro forms which delonged so intimntely to the sane
world that they ropresented the maximimesthe most ambisucus and
tortursuss-«problem for each other,. The tuo sides stared at each
other thinking they were staring st themselves; thon thoy realised
their mistake, But the nistake 4idn't ond the natter: you couldn*t
Just shrug the other vorld off as 'foreign*. The fact was that
perheps you were staring at yourself after all, only you 4idn't
understand, Basically, perhaps, it was lack of celfw-comprehonsion.

The nmidédle class in England had given up the ghost. 1Ito
intimate hold on the country---vhich had boen for from pleastntees
wos gone, and it had nothing morally to put up agoinst a vworking
class that complained sbout social inequality, or against the
American alternative which was to give everybodly the chence to
get rich. They d4idn*t belicve in themselves,  If thoy believed
in enything, 4t wes America. Historicelly, they had ravaged Enge
land and turned it into & sort of marshelling yard for goods in
the same way as the Americans hed done with their own continent.
They'd driven yoads through the country, drought into being & new
cless of uoge-slaves vho vere exploited with so much incentience
thet not even drutality wes involved: all uith one sacred idea
behind dt---mmking momey. ‘nd this sacred 1diot-god hedn't
been pushed over. It moent no real ides ot ell, no vision of
life, it meant Hou hed nothing st all, It meoant that at the end
you wouldn't even de gble to buy the splendour or coxfort you'd
promised yourself, bescuce the means to enjoy and the means to be
splondid were exactly what you had destroyed in your first vorkers,
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and what you hed destroyed in yourself to get them to work.

All you got at the end were stinking oities with too many people

in them, and as near chaos ag life could ges. That hed happened

in Englend,; and it would heppen in 4merica, The hour .of bankm ptey
had to be faced, And &t that hour you necded something in your
head more than the vision of & orisp pound-note or dollar«bill,
Since,; by your position, you were committed to orgenising life,

you hed to know to what end 1t should be orgénised, and why.

And this was where the English middle olasa folded up and made &8

if to die«s-kesping itself elive morally by frequent visits to hhe
‘new' world., All over Europe, .es in Englend, you got a middle class
whose position was unsupported by any philosophy except the nimge

. teenth century one of getting rich et aeny price, in which they no
longer belleved,

And the shame it felt wes & surviving tremor of feeling from
the pest, from its days of 'splendour' in the nineteenth century,
which in fac¢t had been days of no splendour at all but only the mad-
ness of money-making; e splendour which hed moved %o America &f ter

1t had done i%s vorst in Europe, through two wers and firty million

dead in es many years by bombardment, hunger end torturs. A 'splende

our' of that kind is certainly frightening in its turmoil-~-which

ic only its effort to maoke life ring and echo wWith the Joy it was
alveys essured money could buy; but joy 1s the tressure of the
unambitious. And these seme ambitious splendours are now going to
be repeated in upper space: we are going to *explore' the skies;
we're moving egain, we're propressing! Only the 'progressing' face
locks a trifle idittic now, with its perpetual grin., ¥ith its
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money, it will buy us infinity, of all things, Perhaps it
will meet God up there. But more likely it will meet itself.
Poarhaps this is why they look so much like idiot-children, these
‘explorers* of the middle c¢lass: as they prepare for the last
journey of all, to the tomb of the nineteenth century.

I can raﬁemher how a peculisor umexplained shame and ambiguity
used to occur whenever I talked to Americans, even quite intimate
friends, It would always be there, the mbiguitye--for me a
souroe of distress that got worsse and worse the more I tried to
think 1t out. |

For one thing, I was painfully aware of my accent, This
wagn't a ;gggéLthat mine was more ugly or more lovely than his,
It touched on that question of freedom. It touched on thet
theme of quality. Basically, it was & sensation that what
there was of quality in my acoent---what flowed from the history
of my countrye-.was being fiotionalised by him into something

clse: namely, privilege. To my own ears the ecocent might sudden-

ly sound peremptory, or too stout and decided, or ertificial,
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or courtly énd rounded and etylish, or dslicate or pompous of
superior of formal or plain gruff or negative, I felt turned
into someone else: but this wasn't the problem; 4t was that
I didn't know who the invented person was, where het'd come from,
Ho was supposed to be 'Englisht, But he certainly wesn't me.
The sense that my Accent was oven delicate or stylish was quite
a8 discovery as It*d alwéya been & b;t eshamed until then of it
carrying more of the old Cockney strains of childhood than was
dosirable; &t leést, my family was elwaye pulling me up about
it. And who knows that the American &1dn't.feel his accent wasg
being £ictionalised into sounding slack and unstylish and vulgar?
This was what our accents did to each otherewein terms of reée
fleoted conasciousness, It was one of many pointse~«though I
didn't realise it for ysars--ewhore our differsent freedoms
toushed each other. My acoent had come from the developed
quality of the single humen oreature--~in this sense it had
come from the aristocracy, 88 I began to realiss; for *Europe’,
as we now call it---it used to be odlled Christendomm«-is represe
ented by the single human face---tragic or lovely, strangely
| dramatic, & Michelangelo, And éne Arericants accent, with no more
than its roots in my world, had been forme@ by the urgent and simple

-

/ to P, 169,
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requirement to make intimecy with strangers in & too-spacious
land--~by & painstaking scciasl equality.

And with this, on my side, there went a sense of shems.
This shome seemed to accuse nse of deinge---to fictionalise me into
bol pg-~-a retrograde and snobbish and out-dated creature whose
lips verc nlwvays pouted 19‘113 defence of conrething from the past,
‘like working-clacs life or pessents or Arabs or noblemen, of which
tho imerican secmed (88 his port of the antithesfs) to have a ficte
ional idea, Iiy accent was only tho sound of these nogative
qualities, as the expression of ny face---defensive, often flushed
and pugnacious---was the sight of them. And these~claanesjaecmad
to happen gquite often, in Ingland, in Beghded, in Italy, vheraver
I vent, and to produce the vory sanc disteste and remorse afters
wards ag if I*'d ongeged in something whioh I hadn't thought out
properly and chich weould alvays get me inte the same blind deade
lock. 1 believe that while that poste-uar gtatus quo lasted
neither of us could resolve the problen for himself, without
this wviolent upheaval, {(lo Were neither of us free., ie vere
prisoners of the same universal middle-cless deadlock, and prise
oners can never think things right to the end. They can go &
long way, but there has to be tnCTmpech-wraw=mt nore than a little
sqgare of mindod through kkm which the 1igh;;;om%j. There has
to be some power of movoment.

It was like the vogueness of a drecem, though perhaps the
dream was greater on the Furoposn side beceuse our governmentsc
were little more than governments=-by-proxy. Officfals only

looked and sounded authoritative, becauso thoy know from the

pest hou it should be piayed. N =
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the some life as you always had before, But it wasn't your

r.Y
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real life. I can remember this sensation so distinotly from
those years, I used to walk or ocycle in that villege cutside
London, along the narrow, intimate lanes which are still thers
&g they were two hundred yeata‘ago, between broad fields and sudden
wooded hills, with old tiled farmhouses behind ocourtyards and
elm-troes: and there was always & kind of blanket of puzzlement
in front of me-~~there was & permenont element of shame, too, at
not living the right life in some way, at not having & ﬁlace in
1ife, in not being known for what I was, in not being eble to grip
with the real problems which I knew were there @ll the time,
Even the right and proper suffering seemed to elude moe,

Thére were all those roferendes to a past society. The war
hed smeshed up everything. Yet had 1t? The old things were still
there«-~the fine parks, the suthentic tones of cormend., Tere they
there? And you looked, After all,,England wasnt't Germony: we
hadn*t been smashed quite to pileces, Before the war we'd known
that '0ld4 Engiand' wag dead, that it had been done to death by the
noney~mad people, in the seme way as the old Amerioca had, But it was
-vegue now, this truth, w%aidh't-even feel as if ve were prisoners.
Yet thore was this peculilar sheme of romaining in our own countriefee
the sense that everything had been hopelessly compromised, thet
nothing had its own ineviteble 1ife. And you could see the shame
in every country in Europe~--the samé shame and sense of ¢comppomise;
the seme brightening at the idea of ‘abroadt, The injection af‘
power into Germany---the terrifi¢ new wealth acoumilated thereew-

- didn't elter anything: her middle olass was even weaker at the
end of 1t than thcséj;tner-eountﬁias. Real middle-class strength
mst lie in 4deas. And the turmoil of its ideas had ¢eased.

It soemed to have no more to offer.
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I believe tho first room vhere I felt completely freo cas
in Baghdad. I had a big rush-mat in that room--<and whonever I
gmell stravw inside 8 room now, from a chair or garden-toble, I have
a quick tingo of excitement thot seens to be telling me sbout
books and thinking, about the thrilling flavour of sitting down
with a book to read or write, about the glowing tomple cvery real
room is---obout freadon., Against the window tas my desk, vhich
I'd picked up quite cheaply ot the market off the main street,
and in the corner was 8 narrov bed vherc I slept in the afternoons,
And thero was & siraight-dacked chair vhere I used to stand the
gramohhone. It was a bare room, rether tall-ceilinged, and
long, with a door leading out on to a square bdbalcony vhere I sat
and read sometimes in the morning, facing the misty edges of Bage
hdad, if the cun wasn't too stronge. / tiny window was cut into
a corner of the roon rathor like a window in @ monastery. I could
soe the sandy roadvay outside from that, 4And fronm my desk-tdindow
I could look at the side of lemail's house. Jometimes his non-
gservant would be romping on the flioor with his tuo wives, like a
child, laughing soundlessly. The light was alvays thrilling and
stirange in the evening. And the lights in the house were dim,
g0 that the corridors uwith their arches had the look of & tiny
stone palace in the middlo of the desert, Ismail and I uwent
out tozether in the cvening smotimes, fleating off in his car
bohind the chauffeur, or he vould give me a 1if?t to ny college,
recking of esu-de-cologne efter his shaver, very clean-shaven and
fresh, his head 1ifted up, cverything cbout him ¢lcan and meticul-
ous, with & vhite shirt and a dazzling troplcal suit. He wacs an
enormous man, not fat though-~--Uith a long, easy, provliing stride
and a peculiar movemont of his mouth as if he was biting on & stool
bit 1ike a horse, He had fine, light bluc eyos, He told m
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that vhen he was younger end drank less he could pick up a

Nl’*
handkerchief £rom the ground ¥F his teeth going at full gallop
Frortalrocke . .
on. Fi=itta=immmess He vas & Kurd and spont the day in the rambling
offices of the ministry of justice, feeling contriteee-isubllyee
from a bravl the night before. He always got drunk after about

ninc in the evening, and his chauffeur vaited for him in the

car, helf-asleep, with dark glasses on even at night, becouse he

hed a wall-tye from trachoma, WQ had absolutely no conversation
togother, but ve enjoyed 1t: we sat in the caberets drinking,
talking to the thores in the little hotel-cum=brothels on tho north
side of the river, and sometimes drove out inte the desert with
our wives, to see somo gypSy dences., He always got drunk on these
trips, winking end movins his head sbout end putting his tonguo
out, end on the way back in the car he elways made &8 quick pass
at my wife, m to put his hand betveen her legs.  Hext
morning there wWould be a sober little note of apology, written in
a copperplate hand dy one of the street-vriters who astood about
to de hired, vith their ink and peper ready. Or else there would
be & present of dolmers, the Aradb csikes, or a chicken, or a bottle
of wine. His wife, a fine-looking Egyption women vho heted the
voil-habits of the city, got jealous of my wife and sent her a
1ittle note in French one day soying sho'd always thought English
wonen vore ladies: she couldn't sce why her hushand made 8o
many passes at her unleds she vwas entouraging him. She ought to
have soen him at onc¢ of the brothels, He used tg: noke a dive
at one of the girle, give her a hard pinch in tho pussy so that
she let out a shrill yell, then swing hor ¥=® on to his laep,
making his peculisr movement of the moath: /;a genial, extraordine
erily mognenimous and tolersnt look in his eyey

In that roon I felt free of & blanket of perplexity there
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hed been over my life. I wasg myself, Thiz moont that my problonfees
the proper ones that every opoch holds in staro=-- came to mg fast,
and in the time I ves there, vhich wac lcss than e yenr, I got more
done then in the previous five yeers, I believe this vas becausc
1 was in the pure domain-life, in the grip of the invisidley une
atained and unlibterated by enything niddle-~class, excopt what was
& ¢lear inport from ah'é»gﬁ. The straw on nmy flooy, the echo of
iy gramophone acrocs the room, Uith 1%s sounde that seemed nuch
strenger and more outlandish than they would heve deen in Lurope,
the Goor on to my baleony, the sounds on ry doleony ot night, the
movement of the ctiff leaves of palm treecs dolow, the vaolces at the
edge of the &?‘ sinning, the scund of a drum, & suddon hot dbresith
from the amttmam deoert that started at tho end of the garden,
the dask of & dog, & cloud of sand dbohind a passing car, $the clap
of hends from the next house for & servant, the vild rcar of
radios in E1 Raghid strest;) at the centre of the town, the twinke
1ing lights of the minavels from across the river, the drom,
swift river itself, the vile snell of dolling turnips, the chinke
chink of deads in sercone's hand, the vhirl of fans, the sound of
bare feet on the pavement, the crisp, drilliant sutumn mornings
vhoen the sun seemed to shine through dazzling gleos in one immense
cagcade of happy ligzht---all these things were like the opening
of a physieally religious vorld €0~ vhere the giant inhidbitions
of public and men-imprisoned gofs had not yet worked, I was
free as ny ovn sooiecty hadn't let me be for yoars.

1 remember other rooms, dbut none like that vhere the sense
of a sudden freedom was so strong. It was 1like really 1ifting uap
my head for the firat time. In England it hed felt ac if my whole
body hed been in disuse., There was & stranre kind of spiritusl
excitement to be had from not ocwning & dody, but yom could hardly
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be yourself: you vere conderned o a-kind of pleasureable
spectatcrshipe. You learned, in England, not to belliove in the
bodye. Thot wasn't from any puritanism---e¢xcept in so far as

the whole industrial history sprang from puritan feolings.

" It was from there being too much work in the airA So mach. that

work now seemed more or less impossidble; really, not much of 1t
seemed o be dohes ork iz nourishod by lsisure and spurrsd by
dreams. It erecates schodnles but is ultimetely destroyed by
them; and this is vhat seemad te have happened in Englaend.
Schedule hung over everything like an invisible girder, it vwae
even in poople, in their taut pudblic nerves vhich geve little
reflection of the lives thay' had underneath; public life ond
intimate life seemcd divided now to the point of & chronic perd=
lysis of action. If you 1ifted your hecd too high you vere
likely not to get it knocked off, which would heve been proof of
some philistine envy at work, but to get it bruised on & girder.
You couldn't dlamo the girder, nor could you rezlly get annoyed.
All you could do was to keep your head ducked in future. At
home 1t vas Gifforent: there you unsproad. But in public the
fearful girder of work seemed to be the only real operating
thinge It merked out every part of the day---into work-part
and lunchepart and tea-part end then in the evening losiure-
part; 1t marked off feturdey from the other deys, giving it

the peculiar half-thrilling, half-saddening sense of 2 half-
worked day; it feoll like a hlow on Junday, rexiering it an
empty factory, meaningless, desorted and smelling faintly of
roast end Yorkshire., Befors the war, therc had been an active
and spiteful philistinism, the busineg-classes and their serfs
hed still been strong and ne}gative But now there wasn't this

schedule
harsh and bdbrutal air, Only the stmzyphkers remained, the in-

e
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visible girders.
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