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The road outside hasn't been asphalted and is a blinding
dusty strip in the morning sunlight. I've seen a salamander
twice, darting across the pebbles; and a Little Owl sitting on
@ milestone in broad daylight, staring at us, craning his neck
round; also a grass-snake, and a weasle, There are many
cuckoos in the woods behind us, and sometimes they sing on the
lower note only, three straight notes like a train-hooter;
and nearly always there is a nightingale at night, quité close
to our window, quite alone. There are foxes in the woods but
we never hear one bark., Sometimes & pheasant or woodgrouse
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flaps away close to the house, with an.échoing cry of alarm,
There are warblers and wheatears and stgﬁechats; meny house-
martins, but I've only seen one swallow so far, The house-
martins swooped over the house for a few days after we arrived
but they seem to have lost interest now. I was surprised to
see a jay yesterday with its wi%—col@ured breast, flapping
down heavily from one branch to another, We look straight
across at a wonderful property where there are vineyards,
cornfields, grass fof forage, olives, tomatoes, maize, and &
stream hidden among saplings; the crop grows between vines,

Two families work this land, which divides a valley and two hills

in a checkboard way; and the padrone lives in town. From here




the house looks Austrian, shaded with trees, with & steep

slope in front of it. The owner hacs let it go to ruin 2nd

won't allow the peasantes to use the vacant rooms. e went

over these yesterday---the beams were propped up with tree-~trunks,
the windows were hanging open and birds had made their nests in
the hinges; there were rat-holes everywhere and the furniture
weas encrusted with filth. All the pride has been knocked out

of the land for both the owners and the peasants. They are in
the hands of middlemen, who pull strings and influence the politics.
The cities are living on the Italian earth like vampires, giving
it nothing back., Hence you get a big communist vote, because

the communists promise a state agricultural programme.

I suppose the charity and harmony in Italy come from the
common people. The aristocracy was ell but destroyed by the
Counter-Reformation. There was some faifn activity in the
eighteenth century---the baroque; but the cause of this was in
the north; it was European, After the Renascence there remained
only the common people. They were the presence that pervaded the
land. That was how Italy became the land of sound nerves. The
aristocracy had been anything but hermonious; they'd been sane
and sound for themselves, like the Germens; but not for others.

Qur house stands at the top of a short rocky path above the
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road, and has a tall cypress outside, shading a haystack,

There used to be a gateway into the courtyard but there is only
a bare space now bwtween sturdy walls where weeds &are growing,
and the cobbles of the little courtyard itself are sunken and
split. When we first came into the courtyard, on a sunny

afternoon, with not a sound in the whole valley, it seemed a
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world on its own, glittering and quaintly talkative in its
silence, especially with the pigeons that flew from one perch
to another over our heads, gazing down at us with slightly
turned heads. Brick steps led up to our door, under an arch
which must be four hundred years old. The brickwork and plaster
are crumbling, and the tiny windows of the house, looking down
into the courtyard like ancient people, are crooked and filthy.
But upstairs a Ealizzigi has been made, which ng”means a few
rooms With marble floors in bad taste instead of the lovely old
red brick. The narrow balcony upstairs, with french windows
behind it, makes the house look as if it had a steeple as well,
and one expects a clockface and bell, TUnder the balcony there
is the stall, with two oxen, and on the other side of the court-
yard, humbled and dark, are the peasant-rooms; these, too, lead
from the archway at the top of the steps, But no peasants live
here now, A man called Manelli comes here evefy day from the
village on & motor-cycle; our padrona calls him Menelli and the
peasants all round Gigi. He looks after everything---the oxen,
the chgken§£)an§§%3e podere that lies on the other side of the
road, a field of about three hectares which slopes gently towards
the stream among the saplings. We often lean on the terrace=-
wall---hidden among the mgllow roofs of the house (it has two
levels)-~--and stargﬂ across at thi? field in its mysterious
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shadows, with ineclines and sudden ;ips that make it impossible
to know, even if you walk in it for an hour, And immediately
underneath the terrace-wall is the roadway, curving round the
side of the house, Over to the left stands the terracotta-

painted palazzo and peasant-houses of Altopasquale, to Which We

belong, $o0 to speak: they cluster together and dominate our
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valley in a way that sometimes seems fussy and sometimes,
especially on & moonlit night, immensely serene. And up the
hill behind us, in the woods, there are one or two other houses,
including-that of Paolo the shepherd, at the very top, on its
own cool plateau, A narrow rocky path goes up from our house,
covered with fossilised seashells and snails and mussles, all
in perfect é;gﬁ, only rock now, From its field below the road,
our house looks like & miniature castle, behind massive sloping
walls; it might have been & defensive position at one time, in

the Mtddle Ages, This was the road to Volterra, and there was
- -

an unending feud between that town and ours.

In the darkness last night, 8} the rocky path above the
house, we met Giovanni for the first time. He lives in one of
the houses hidden in the woods, near the shepherd. Even in the
darkness we could see that he was blond in the Italian way, With
rather curly hair and freckles: his eyes were large, and he had
a frank, gay face, He made & sort of speech (the first of many):
we must come to see him and his family; he had heard we lived in
Rome; certainly the air here was invigorating and healthy, far
superior to eity-air; his family would ma&ke us welcome; We would
find them friendly folk, and in this part of Tuscany, once you had
made a friend, he was your friend for life, He shouted all this
across the darkness rhetorically, standing on one of the bare,
slippery, volcaniec stones that mark our hill, His vbice rang out
in the still air, with the sky clear and bright overhead. We
nodded in a bewildered way and the moment his speech was finished

Qa
he stlked off up the hill with a dramatic 'Felice nottel’
A

The speech gave no idea of his gaiety, and of the soft,

flexible intimaey inside him: of his frolics and puns and devil-
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may-care laugh. e put him at twenty-two or twenty-three.

e saw his home today, Everyone calls him Gianni,

The house is tiny, long, intimate-looking, with an outdoor stone
staircase like ours, The dWelling rooms are &above, It must

be mediaeval, They hate it: *dirty and inconvenient'. A worker
from the town who happened to be there said with a scowl, 'I
wouldn't live here if you paid me!} I'd blow the whole lot up
tomorrow,! They can't understand how we cen admire it, and they
laugh.

He has two brothers, Lorenzo who works in town at a wood-
factory, and Alberto who looks after the podere with his mother.
They have oxen, and three or four large fields with grain, vines,
olive trees and some fruit. The woods slope up directly from
these fields, making them look idyllic, The wheat is just
beginning to get high. Alberto is tall and gangling next to
Gianni; he smiles, shows bad teeth. 'A good ladl' his mother
cries. 'He works hard!? And Gianni (who doesn't work hard)
smiles and winks at us, She is a tiny, dark, wrinkled woman

with blazing eyes and no teeth. She shouts and makes everyone

laugh---'ljadonna cane---' (& favourite curse)---t'where's the sickle?!'

They work endlessly, even while we are there. Gianni's mother
is shrivelled and dried-up with work. She lost her husband in
the war and has brought up her three sons alone.

The two oxen &re kept roped up in their stall under the
staircase, Gieanni calls them 'veal' and, smacking one on the
rump, says they will fetch over & hundred and fifty thousand lire
each when they're ready. They never see the light of day, never
have done, At the age of ten months or so they will die., They

tug at their chains, He says some people put them out to
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pasture, but they fatten better in the stall, He clearly hates
them and beats one of them with a switch for breaking away from
its chain. The chains are weighted down with iron loads so that
they won't move too far, They have just room to turn their necks
and look at the door, but they can hardly raise their heads, unless
they lie down,

We walk outside to the vines which are growing like trees,
separately. Gienni wents cleaner work., He strolls along
between us, rather poutingly, flicking at the grass with his
switch, He has bright eyes that flicker quickly with emusement.
He responds to everything with amazing quickness. He has dreams:
the land is & drudgery that never stops, he says,

With no religion to mitigate it working on the land is hard
and ugly. Peasants know this, in themselves, They'd like to go
to church again, I think---though most of them wouldn't admit it.
Only one or two do: seeming to speak for the rest. The men
hang about outside the church doors in great dark clusters on
Sundays. It is & matter of pride not to go in: you're a fool,
but more than that & betrayer, if you do. When you go into &
church you betray your class, Sunday used to bring softness into
the week---thought and art, They look wistfully at the church-doors,

some of them, There isn't softness in the country amy more,

The longer we live here the more I think of certain things
in the city---the intimate light in a cafe in Vienna, the settee
by the window of a'Salzburg tea-room, the glow of certain streets
in Paris on & rainy evening. Before, I never thought I would

ever see & valid reason for the city: +through being born in one,

I suppose.
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It has been raining for days with low misty clouds hanging
round the house, and there are uncanny thunderstorms st night,
lasting for hours, rumbling continuously among the dense clouds,
Wwith sudden blinding flashes, and crashes that shake the house.,
I'm here alone for a few days, The oxen underneath the bedroom
stamp and shift their chains, breathe out with a great puff every
now and then; when they feel peace, after the silence of the
night has fallen, they slump down with a thump into the sitting
position, The pigeons flutter their wings suddenly, shift in
their loft,

Lgsg night Gianni and I went to the local film, Toto the
comic was playing. It thrilled me being in the long bare’hall,
like & palace dreamed by people far away, with youths down in the
stalls whistling, talking at the top of their voices, chewing
chocolate, smoking, putting their arms out on the back of the
seats, crossing their legs over the seats in front.

Before the cinema we went to Poggibonsi, which two years ago
(people say) had ten thousand inhabitants and now has over forty
thousand, though this ia en exaggeration, The roads are being
torn up, there are smoky trains passing through, an &ir of hurry
and commerce, crowds going to and from work, cars jammed in the
sidestreets, the cafes full, Italians love this and their faces
kook different there, lively and optimistic, Noise, light,
company---these are what they yearn for,. Their lovely valleys
have no culture,

By the time the film was over the clouds had gone away and
there was a full moon in & clear and serene skye. The air was
brisk and biting, as it often is before & dazzling sunlit day. The
valley outside the house looked mar¥ellous and reapt, in the hush.

There were deep shadows under the olive-trees, and the saplings in
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the dip looked black and mysterious, The lights of the town four
kilometres away looked bright like lamps hung out to celebrate
something in a biblical country long ago.

lihen I went to sleep the moonlight pouring into the room
through two windows seemed to fix everything, including myself,
into a single motion?iess unit.

Yesterday I watched a chicken pecking away outside the wastepipe
from our kitchen and thought to myself, 'You'd better look out---the
shops sell poisons freely nowadays---detergents, washing soap.! And
this morning the chikken was dead, There was a great clucking from
the other hens which brought me downstairs, and she was just mo¥ing
her claws for the last time, lying on her side, The others were
already in their dark house, in silence, and they haven't emerged all
dey. Their silence is real and active, as I feel when I go through
the courtyard. Animals have & world of feelings we neither know nor
respect. The beasts due for slaughter know more, perhaps, than we

. think. We ere so gross and numbed that we depend on the slaughter,
in concentration-camp conditions, of millions of creatures every day;
and sometimes with such cruelty that if we knew about it we'd renounce
meat overnight, some of us. In the old deys an animal was killed in
its due time, after a life in one place, How can we go on feeding
the world with ghosts---from our wars, our famines, our slaughters?

The pigeons were curious and awed at this death. They gazed
towards the corpse from the barn roof and didn't flap about as usual,
Then Gigi the peasant came and threw the corpse away, The pigeons
flapped sbout again ®nd went to and fro from the olive grove across

the road as usual: the hen had ceased to die, HL
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;////”;>‘ The barber on the square said yesterday that the unusual weather

wes due to missiles. He said the scientists knew it influenced

,)'/' the weather but a#id3d kept quiet @bout it as they had done

about the effects of atomic experiments while it suited




them, 'They weant to advance,! he'said, ‘even if it means
sacrificing humanity.' He said he'd never in over sixty years
of life known weather like this. It has been raining more or
less continually for six months now, and there was a tWo-month
freeze-up in the winter, Nothing like ith;ecorded in Italian
history, either, !

Gieanni, on his way this morning to cut forage for the oxen,
said he thought the cause wasn't missiles but nuclear weapons.
'There's an enormous explosion,' he said, 'which displaces
thousands of acres of'air, end moves dense blocks of cloud,’
He mede a little speech about it: +the missiles were, hGWevér,
a logical necessity of the exploration of the universe; but the

nuclear weapons had no justification,

Gigi and I stood talking last night about oxen, after he'd
put them in the stall, I said I wondered why the yoke was put
across their necks, as it always looked so uncomfortable. He
said, yes, it was a funny place but it had always been done.

A horse, on the other hand, pulled with his chest. We stood
there wondering why this was when we suddenly tumbled to it:
the ox like all horned creatures fights with his head, butting
forward, so that his maximum strength is there, in the collar;
while @ horse fights with his hoofs, rearing, and his main

strength must lie in his chest.

Sometimes I step back in astonishment at what I have done

in life: I mean, in horror.,
The worst was when I had instruments of murder at my finger-
b the war
tips. I never committed a crueltgnbut I committed blunders.

Since horror was at your feet you stumbled into it all the time
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and only woke up afterwards. The memory of this didn't terrify
me in the years immediately following the war: more so now, when
they are all but forgotten.

The best thing I did, stending by a machine-gunner, was to put
my hend on his arm and stop him firing when & dozen or so Germans
passed unsuspecting & few yards in front of us, & helpless target.
I thought, in that instant, of wives, children, front doors with
people standing by them,

I thought I had found that house the other day, a few miles
from here. I saw the hill those Germans crossed, in front of the
barn-wondow where the machine-gunner and I were watching, our breath
tense, Nothing seems to have changed. I saw the tiny courtyard
where other English troops left their armoured car abandoned, after
being blown out of their house by Germen bazookas; we watched the
Germans come in on the tail of the English, and peer about in the

car, picking up maps, unaware of us so close,

It isn't the actual look of the Cathedral in Siena that
mékes it the most serene church in Italy for me but the mystery
that seems to combine bitter striggle and thought and commerce,
like a dust that drifts through the air; a certein sternness
and ferocity together with a compactness that come from unint-
errupted intimecy, and also finemess of imagination, in a
bewildering amalgam, The shaft of dusty sunlight on the

‘wall reminds me of where I was born---the tramlines, the squalidly
vivid shopfronts of London, the grimy houses, with that same
air of travail and intimate thought, combined in & strangely
mystical way, And the square outside the cathedral was like

the stern backyard of a factory. It throbs with struggle.
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and there is a sense of university as well, pale and lonely
work, the glow of lamps over tables, books, and the tinkling
sounds outside, & soliloquy with the past; and silence,
Commerce, study, independénce. But I shall never grasp
the fascination of Siena, Perheps she has been deprived of
so much: defeated by Florence, waterless, at the edge of a
desert, unvisited by any of the main military routes through
Italy. With the sturdy, dusty, intimate air you get from
being negiected,

I noticed the women in Sien&: a certain light curiosity

and expe€¢tancy that reminds me of French women,

Paolo the shepherd appeared yesterday with & calf of
seven or eight months. He had arranged with Gigi to keep
it overnight in our stall, as it must go for slaughtering
in the morning. *People want tender meat nowadays and are
prepared to pay for iti' he said. It was a cow-calf---still
tiny and babyish-looking, with loose skin round the neck,
end sensitive legs, her eyes wide and round. Today people
ate meat as never before, he went on, So one had to kill
the animals before their time: this calf would fetch twice
the price in another ten months, Not so long ago meat was
& special dish---for Sundays and holideys, That had always
been the §ase in his family. It was how he'd grown upe.

Now everybody, including his own family, ate meat at least
once & day and sometimes twice, And the huge cities had
to be supported. So more and more beasts were slaughtered,

in the most uneconomical way, as in this case, It was a
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situation, he said, that couldn't go on---unless they found
8 wey of manufacturing meat in factories! They'd found ways
of producing wine without grapes so---} The result, of course,
was that the feeding of the animals was forced. What used
to take six months, in terms of weight, now took two or three,
This couldn't have a good effect on the quality of the meat,
which lacked teste and fibre, and in the end it‘might have
an effect on the race itself. What was the result when you
not only inseminated cows and oxen on a large scale but reared
the young by forced feeding, with special foods, and even---
they had started this in some countries---kept them in batteries
like chickens, away from all natureal light and air? You
needed nature to meke bones, liver, tissue, circulation---
how far could you play about with her? In the old days
you put your animals out to pasture and they were slaughteied
when they were strong, heavy, full-grown beasts, The meat
was tasty and substantial, and if the pasture happened to be
good it was tender as well, But nowadays there was a madness
for meat and the madness had to be satisfied.

'But what a pity!' he said. 'What & pity to send this
beast off to slaughter when you could getvtwice or three
times as much weight out of it later, and more tasty meat, toolf
And he flicked the creature with his switch.

In the end, he said, it must lead to'aﬁat?l factories,
where the breeding, feeding and slaughtering went on in the
same place, But what would happen to the race? It must
get degenerate, Disease would start. The doctors, as fast

as they got round to one disease, would be faced with another.
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The effect of overfed meat was also apparent in people:

to be healthy for the human digestion meat had to be healthy

too. Just as we would go down the drain if we didn't take
exercise and never saw the light of day, but only gorged our-
selves, so will the enimals, But people won't think of that
side of it. They prefer to leave everything for the next gener-
ations to solve,

Paolo has a sharp, wide-eyed, Etruscan face, and shows no
interest in anything but monejzs He would sell me and my wife
quite mercilessly for a few thousand lire if he could, TWhen
he takes money he makes & kind of g;ép. Gianni says he has
become quite @& rich man in the last/few years, calculating every
cent,

He gave us bad cheese the other day, and also he charges us
ten lire more per litre of milk than the shops do; and Gianni
says quiegly, 'Philistine,!

Paolo only talked on the theme of healthy meat because we

started him on it: he doesn't give a damn about it in fact.

I remember when we were issued with gas-masks at the time

of the Munich crisis, a year before the last war started. They came
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in square cardboard boxes rather like Easter egg boxes (the

ones With lots of caramels inside the egg). I leaned out of

the window on the warm September day and watched them being
delivered at the houses opposite. Our turn didn't come the first
day and I remember}ag'WOndering what would happen if a war suddenly
started and they used gas: the people on the other side of the
street would be saved and we wouldn't. Then they arrived.

One per head, which meant we got five. I weas alone in the house
when they ceme, The geas-masks seemed flimsy, & bit of rubber

and glass, and I tried mine on in front of the mirror in the room
we used on Sundays only. I tried to measure the gravity of the
situation by gazing at myself with the gas-mask on. The elastic
held it round one's head and one could ad just the little metal
strep at the back to one's size. I stareé through the great
glass goggles. The mouthpiece was roundéyand pierced like tha&t
of a telephone. But it was impossible for me to penetrate that
lovely autumn weather to the point of gravity. I couldn't make

it real., Not only this but everything seemed in & stranée wey

impossible: a dream---all life, The shops were full, the
streets were hot and dusty, London was vast and full of the most
intricate systems---of transport and commerce and electricity
and thought end amusement----which it seemed impossible to
interrupt. Being brought up in a city was like being brought‘
up in a drfeam, The treams and buses and trains worked by them-
selves, the meat and vegetables that came to the table had no
connection with the fields; Monday was washing day, Thursdagzﬁhe
day we}had sausages. And the gas-mask was also something in

a dream. The political pamphlets I used to read said they were

useless---they wouldn't even protect you from & cold-germ.

And so they were doubly unserious: first because the war would
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never happen, a&nd secondly because they were useless, They
were perfect dream-things. I stood in front of the mirror
trying to look seriously like & child in a ges-raid. But jAf-f
only looked like someone in a rubber gas-mask, I gazed across
the street, wondering. I seemed to spend &1l my time wondering.
I wondered about reality: what was it? It never seemed to come
down our street. Everything we did was surrounded by a fond
and devout dream, that had grown out of the ages and had its
ecstatic climaxes (usually on Saturday nights, though Fridays were
good too). 'Lettuce' was what you chewed on Sunday afternoons,
at tea; ‘'sugar' was what came in thick blue bags. But there
was & perplexed pause now and then’Q) Were there wars? Wes
there death? I used to ask my mother both questions and be
astonished that she couldn't reply for sure. Some people clung
to the dreem all their liges---the real born eity-people. Thgy
even seemed to hide their eyes. The afternoon was the cup of
tea they had in it, Hey seemed 2 Say.

Sooner or later the city-dream grows too'big and the
perplexity in people's faces grows, until no one is capable of

meking reality any more with his own hands, and his own brain.

It has been raining agein, with thunderstorms and wind:
nearly three weeks of it. Pééble keep mentioning tast winter:
the deep snow Tuscany has nevér had before, the recurrent frosts,
over & period of two months. Biting winds as late as April.
For years now the old Italian spring that should begin in its

first intimate signs as early as February or March has been

lackinge.

A dreem: 1lying back in a cart behind the great flanks of
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@ horse, on the road outside, so that the cartwheels make a
grating and rumbling sound on the gravel; on a hot, still

day; my hat tipped forward over my eyes, the reins loose in my
hands. And the Elsa valle%f?gfher noonday hush,

Paolo the shepheré& won't leave milk any more because we
complained to our neighbours about the bad cheese he'd given
us: it was a peccorino cheese two or three'weeks too young,
so that quite three etti of it in weight were liquid.

I met him in the village yesterday, on the feast of Corpus
Christi, and asked him, 'What about the milk today?' He was
dressed in his best, with a neat trilby hat and feather.
tAh,' he said, 'IFbrgot it---today being & holiday.' They
';ére Just strewing flower-petals down the middle of the cobbled

street for the procession. I made & mock lunge &t him and

he laughed in his bashful way,

The peasant across the valley who is sometimes called il
mafioso because of his stoeky, piratic look told us yesterday
that at one time, before the last war, the procession of Corpus
Christi was a marvellous affair, with the square in front of
the church packed with people, and the church itself & mountain
of flowers, But the pope of that time decreed that communists
were to be excommunicated, he said,’so---ger forzal---all the
men begén to stay away; now you see the churches half-empty,
and the Corpus Christi procession is & thing for ce¢hildren,
who go carrying their lilies, dressed in their communion white.
People weren't communists because they didn't believe in God,
he said, but because they wanted hetter lives.

His eyes shone when he talked about the old Corpus Christi



- 18 =

processions,

I took a bath in the village-hotel yesterday and was
excited at the feeling of civilisation. I looked at everything
as if I'd never seen taps and tiled walls before. Qur house
has no running water or bathroom,

There were books in the hoéi dressing room and when I
opened one of them it seemed like an essential part of that
glittering and fabulous world., And just outside the window
lay the village where we were knowWwn to everybody, the lanes
dusty, the walls crumbling, with chickens stalking about.

-
Everything shone in the room: the Enhilwood (called compenseto)

covered with veneer, the uncomforteble signorile beds which
were made to impress the peasants outside but not to sleep
tired visitors, the wardrobe handles which were already half
off, shairs impossible to sit in,

I lay in the bath and dreamed about & pleasant city:
towns are the achievement of dreams, I ;g%géégi then pgéple
flock to them, to participate in the dream,and everything
collapses---the tender requirements of dreaming have gone,
And art tends towards the town---towards its creation. 5
hadn't realised this before.

As I lay there the sentence came into my head, for no
apparent reasom, puzzling me, ‘'Christ had en Etruscen smile,'

I rem;%ered a visit to Babylon. I had a sense of marvellous
liquid richness there but don't remember if this was from the

trees and the actual place or from the words 'By the waters of

2
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Babyldn I sat down and wept' that came into my head.

I saw no water there, Only trees and rich foliage, following
© a river-course that seemed to have dried up. And & dusty village
near by. Only the dream of the city remeined, hanging over the
golden ruins, t)uomﬁn with her abba drawn up to her eyes watched us.

Going to Babylo%%wmas like driving towards heaven &ll morning.
The road was bumpy and if I remember rightly went between trees at
certain places, close to & wadi, and across open desert. I saw
no one all the way,

I imagine Babylo%’the cit¥>nw1wellously cool after the desert,
with the sound of cattle-bells, and the air sparkling between the
roofs, with the same flat terraces that you see today in Baghdad,

Cairo, Beirut.

Gianni and his brother Lorenzo burst in this morning---are ve
going to Siena? Yes. When? In helf-an-hour, Cen Gianni get
a lift as far as the village? Of course he can! Lorenzo will go
on his motor-cycle, 'Be carefull' I say to him with a laugh &and T
a wink. 'Aht' Lorenzo says, taking my meening. 'I'm loaded---

son caricato---devo scaricarmil? I must unload myself!

'He isn't capablelt! Gianni shouts. 'His pipe is that
small---1"

'But full---Dbo buono---fulll’ Another great laugh,
swinging round on his toes, plump and red-cheeked with health,
his eyes beaming.

"Wo, no, don't believe him---he isn't capable---he doesn't
know what to do with it---it just isn't big enough---if there's
a vertical entrance or & horizontal one, he doesn't know the
differencel!

And here Lorenzo gives a bashful glance up the stairs to
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see if there are any women about who might have overheard.
Then, with another burst of laughter, they are gone.
It remind%;%f sunlit Sundays ten years ago near Rome, before
Italy broke campletely with her past. The same loud and vigorous

tones, and the stillness outside, the sparkling light.

Gienni claims that he goes to Poggibonsi twice a week and
spends a thousand lire each time on & tall, handsome Whore with
fine legs. He told me, out of earshot of my wife, that she took
him home with her, from & bar where they met. And he laughed
flippantly, described what a comfort her breasts were when he
drew her towards him, and what & fine thing & womean had---'though
not pretty perhaps.,' He made a little ironical speech extolling
nature, a smile making his lips tremble as he talked., E&=Iz=us

-~

gethe-vetiowesrnontsigs . all T hroluzh

He doesn't like the idea of 'going home' with & girl, he
says. 'Going home' means being officially engaged: you
approach the girl's father, and if he agrees %o your being
engaged he invites you home, and this is the first of many long,
tedious visits throughout life, He doesn't want that, he says.

giennile- mother shouts, 'When are you going to marry?'

When is he going to do a realAjob of work? He leaves the work

of the podere, as well as the cleaning of the stall, to Alberto.
Gienni is 'rash' and 'forward', they say. But he has imagination,
fantesia. He used to paint marvellously a&s & child; and they
respect this,

He has a special path to tread, they say, and they don't

know what this is. Nor does he.

He came With us all the way to Siena, He suddenly decided
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to,on the outskirts of the village. He seemed to feel it as
@& great liberty: and at the same time to want to hide it from
his brother. His family doesn'tcknow about things: he says,
He noticed everything outside the window as it flashed by---
pieceme&al, in the Italian way; without susteained inner themes.
And when he wamhi't noticing things he was asleep like & child,
with his hand round outr dog's neck.

On the outskirts of Poggibonsi he got excited at the hédeous

new factories going up in the fields. 'Bellol' he shouted.

'Bello da verol!

Gianni said when we first met him, 'I'm looking for a job.
There's no money here. I can't find work.' It was a dark
picture: +the ancient Italian dirge, that no longer seems to
apply. What are the facts? His padrone is a generous man
from Torino who owns & number of factories there: the produce
of the land---grain, maize, wine, olives, fruit and vegetables---
all goes to Gianni's family; and fifty-hhree percent of the
money derived from selling the cattle (about four head a year)
goes to them as well. So they have & house (which though they
despise it is solid, with massive walls and & sturdy roof) stand-
ing in a field perched high among the woods, for which they pay
no rent, plus all the food, wine and oil they need for the year;
plus an income from the cattle; while the padrone pays the taxes.
For this they have to work like dogs, but only because it is
a dog's life for them, spiritually. Worked out on paper the
family is better off than most industrial working families:
though it is true that these get sick benefit and pensions,

which the peasants don't. This is the great source of peasant

strikes this year,
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The peasant still doesn't know what it means to be
disinherited---to pay for everything he needs, to get nothing
by habit or love or natural right: he only sees the cars flash
by aﬁd says, 'Ah, signorit! The city-world is ‘'gentlemen'.

Give him palaces of gold, remove every trace of miseria
from the countryside, and he will still lie and dreem, 'The
city, the city!' just as I did the other day.

«hen we got back from Siena it was dark and we found
Glanni's brother Alberto working on the rocky path with
Paolo the shepherd. The endless flows of water this year
have ruined the gullies, and they have to be cleared every
Week or so.

Gianni had got out of the car fifty yards back, to
visit Altapasquale: he knew his brother was working here,
and wanted to avoid reproach., Alberto said quietly to us
in the darkness, pushing at his long spade, 'Did my brother
come back with you??

Everyone seems to grudge Gianni this journey to Siena.

I believe he makes much of his journeys with us, even the
ones into the village: it is & kind of new social position.
Sergio who lives a little further down the roa& with his wife
and son joked about it as Gianni got out of the car:; he was
standing in the darkness, spare and sunburned, and cried to
us with a smile, 'If you're going to take him to Siena, take
me as well} I love Sienalf

Siena shines for them, distently. And it has begun'to for
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us, too.

Yet everyone has a car or motor-cycle locally., Paolo
the shepherd has a car, Lorenzo has & motor-cycle; so has
Renato, Sergio's son, who works at a marble-yard in Certaldo
and is plump, shy and jovial, taking after his mother. Yet
they never go to Siena, much less Florence, much less Lucca,

Pisa, Sergio told us one evening that peasants have only Wween
s Predtinte
going to the village since the war: before then iilE!i%!!EE;Z
a et

four
them in the widiege-streets would have beegﬁremarkable' they

’
looked, behaved quite different/, wore quite differentjllothes.
His wife, Caterina, seems frightened of the village. She won't
go there. She must stay with her chickens, she says. And
her husband laughs at her, making her turn her head bashfully and
stiffly away,
sloudedd
Gigi opis® as we were starting out for Siena with Gianni in
the back, 'You're not teking him? = Let hiqf walki' Then he
laughed in his boyish, throaty way, through cigarette smoke,
half spluttering., He has a thick, soft neck and quick eyes
that sometimes look delicate, belying the gruffness of his voice,
H§ has hﬁggéggnmq»two sons and two daughters perfectly: he
satisfied th;;;;eam eE=re—town early, and moved there over five
years ago. His family is polite and optimistic, as if they were
the product of all his silent aspirations as he worked in the
fields, cursing the oxen and puffing at his cigarebtes, He
isn't really a peasant. He worked as a kind of fattore for a
time, & farmer, though perhaps more a go-between, selling and
buying cattle, But it wasn't steady enough. So now he works
on a day-to-day basis for our padron&, who lives in one of the
tall houses on the village-square and never visits the land

except once & year when the demijohns of wine are weighed and
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sold; she stands by with a little notebook, writing the weights
down as the men balance the stake on their shoulders and heng

the demijohns/between them,

The thunderstorms continue, Rein more or less night and
day, with bursts of very hot sunshine. Denger for the vines:
and the grain is late.

Paolo the shepherd brings the milk again: down ten lire
per litre.

I notice that everybody is delighted and flattered by Gianni's
presence, The peasants smile and chuckle---unwillingly., Renato,
Sergio's son, who is stolid, unbends slowly under Giannit's banter.
Giannit's lips always quivér With suppressed joy when he talks,

He says to us, 'How strange you should have come here} How
strangel?

He looks a little Scandinavian, I remember the same
look in & young Romen girl---the same wild, freckled, clowning
nature, with blue eyes that seem to open into space when they
laugh. Blond Italians---dashing, reckless people, They will
burn life right through. Gianni's father came from the Veneto,
and so (people say) he may have a touch of Austrian blood.

His father died young in the last war, transporting emmunition
for the Germans; he was walking behind the cart when one of the
wheels went into a mine; the oxen wefe untouched--<-had he been

walking in front of them instead of following he would have been

unhurt.

In Siena we saw boys rehearsing for the palio: beating
drums, throwing flags high in the air and catching them, swinging

round with their flags whirling. People looked on in an un-
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concerned way, We were fascinated by their costumes which

are identical in every way with the original mediveeval ones.

The Sienese eare fierce: you can see it in the eyes of their
young---a ceratin daring and impulsiveness, which isn't used now
except in quick family encounters and at the annual palio, Where
the winning horses are said to be fixed, sometimes cruelly maimed,
etc, The city itself has changed little since med%;éeval times.
The middle ages were its baptism, as they were the baptism of all

Europe, except that we cen hardly see it now.

I was excited to hear that the Etruscans settled this valley,

along the road that runs outside, immediately underneath our walls.

I went cherry-picking with Gianni yesterday, along narrow,
dusty lanes, high up among thick Woods and cornfields, where the
sun goes down late: it was just setting when we left, disappear-
ing behind a vast plain, like a table over the world. We passed
the lane where his father was killed, and they have put an iron
cross there, over a marble slab. 'B~-~~ Vittorio, died here
tregically in July, 1941.°

Then we went on to where the family lived twenty years ago:
a grey, tumbledown house with all its bricks and stones showing,
the courtyard overgrown with tall grass, the steps up to the door
entangled in weeds; & man's jacket half-hanging out of an open
window, We climbed a tree and picked & basket-full of cherries,
not quite ripe because of the late summer, Vines were tangled
with the tree, and there were clusters of grapes in embryo.
Noises came from the woods which I involuntarily téi?ught
were traffic-noises, but they were birds., Everything stands quiet

and withheld, in a dignity that quite excludes us,



On the way back Gianni was suddenly stricken with fear that
we'd been stealing. Perhaps he should tell someone---in one of
the local houses? But when we'd got to the road again he settled

in his seat and laughed: ‘'We're safe}l?

In the middle of the rain and thunderstorms last week &
priest said on the radio or television, *'Summer will come---and
stay---on June 17th.! That was three days ago: since the
morning of the 17th it has been hot with a blazing sun, and the
temperature is now normal for this time of year, I've been
reluctant to write this down, for fear of tempting the gods to
bring the storms back,

Two guesses about the priest: he has divine insight; or
he knows somebody in a missile-factory.

Due to the hot weather Gianni is working again, A day's
work mekes him disgruntled and resentful. He came after dark
yesterday, on the back of Lorenzo's motor-cycle, to deposit two
bags of flour in one of our outhouses, to be picked up later by
Paolo the shpeherd and taken up the hill, He tugged at Lorenzo's
sleeve and said, nodding towards me, with his flickering---and

this time rether hurt---smile, {Which of us is fortunate, eh?

-

Is he all right or not?! And Lorenzo disclaimed the guestion,
turning away. The work is an affront for Gianni: @& personal
insult. Like meny Italians he has a horror of getting his hands
dirty; the best thing about my work in his eyes is the fact that
I keep my hands clean, Hence the exodus to the towns,

Actually they get their hands dirtier in a factory or garage,

but it's fashionable dirt.

This morning he came bright and early, as I was washing
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the dishes: his face was clear and untroubled again, He'd

slept well,

Clouds again. I looked out of the window just now and
my first thought weas, 'I shouldn't have written anything about
the weather,! (This is how pagenism justifies itself).

And now the sun has gone completely.

Heard some Renascence music on our poftable radio:
dances, with pipes, cymbals, It was so lovely that all I
could think was, *'The grace and tenderness have passed out of
us; we don't know how bleak and damned we are; and we can't
discover---except by a chance comparison like this one.! A
man who three or four centuries aé;l split someone's head open

with his sword had more tenderness thean we have with our peaceful

hands, How many of us can weep?

The sun is out and resplendent. I lie on the terrace
naked, gazing at the woods that rise above the house.

The butcher the other day: 'You should go to Certaldo---
it's very interesting, the house of Boccaccio, and some wonder-
ful ruinsi* Absent-mindedly, not really intending it, I said,

'E bello?'---is it nice? 'Bellol' he said in a baffled tone,
staring into my eyes with his mouth open. 'No, no, not &t all-=-=

only the modern can be bello for mel! Solo il modernol

Gigi has long arguments with the oxen when he arrives in

the morning. 1Good God---Dio buonotl---what the devil have you
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been doing here?', as he pushes the door open and enters the
dark stall, 'Your chains all twisted! And look---look!
The mess down there! Up! Up: what a fine night you've

had} Porca la lMadonn&! Dio cane!l! Of course, they don't

reply.

When they're led from the stall to be put under the yoke
they look like queens coming out into the light, tall and pure
and white, blinking and wondering.

4after he'd teken the yoke off them this morning the taller
one stepped up into the stall without waiting, trailing her
halter-ropes behind her. Gigi watched her in silence and then
said quietly, 'All right---now you're going in---what are you
going to do?? He meant to say, how was she going to extricate
herself from the ropes? And for answer the beast stopped,
gazing before her, vast and queenly, letting out an enormous
breath, a tower of white in the dark stable, edmitting that

she was puzzled: and Gigi then bent down and untied her,

The romenic church at Cellolg'is dark like & tunnel,
with thick pillars down either sgge. At the door there is the
sign of Solomon's knot, Not one of the pillars is uniform,
The altarvis dark, dark---only just developed from & sacrifical
altar, Everything lies in the darkness of first thought.
There is the first calm and astonishment of Christ, after
paganism---the first moment. The pagan itches to sacrifice
perhaps---a twinge from the past---but inside there is this
calm, He has to learn it slowly.

There is & young priest with glasses, like @ Russian in
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his quick movements, With his talkative mother, tiny and
clear-spoken., He works on his two poderi and rarely seems
to wear a cassock.

After that first moment of conversion everything wakes
up slowly, like flowers in the morning. The sunlight begins
to pour through the open doors, down into the tunnel between
the pillars, towards the rounded altar, where there are slender
ancient columns,

Gradually the hill-top wakes up: outside the door there
is an avenue of trees, in line with the pillars, The sun-
light will be hot and blinding. It touches the church like a

baptism, It seems like the first light there ever was,

Paolo the shepherd is going to move soon. He has made
millions, Gianni told me, He did it by means of 'sacrifices';
a shepherd's life has no holidays, and Paolo never had less
than @ hundred sheep at a time, Five years ago 'he was
nothing', He isn't on mezzadria, like mést of the peasants
here, that is, committed to giving his padrone half---now forty-seven

percent---of his yield. He has made his money slowly, trickle by
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l@n his sheep's cheese, his ricotta (butter-milk curd), and his
cattle, sheep and pigs for alaughtering. He pays little for
the rent of his house, land and outhouses---perhaps sixty thous-
and lire a year, He has & regular deal with one of the local
hotels to sell them his cheese. Now he'll move to the village
and become & butcher,

There are three families on the hill above us---Paolo's,
Gianni's and a family working on mezzadria. In a few motﬂ@%?v Y
only Gianni's family will be there: the other two are moving.

Paolo's wife, & pretty young woman, has just given birth
to & child, and looks exhausted: the cheeses have to be pressed
every day, the sheep and cows milked, while she is nursing her own
child as well, s§§ has & flinehing, self-doubting look, &s if
yearning for society. 'It's so isolated herel' she says, There
is only the forest at the edge of their land; and the sound of
pigs rooting close to the house.

Paolo seems qQuite unItalian, But then a determined money-

meker never seems to belong anywhere,

Sunset: we walked up the hill and looked across the
whole vastness of the Elsa valley. The few light clouds were
bright yellow, like all the midsummer afternoons one had ever
known as a child, overlooking endless plains. And towards
the sea the sky was deep-blue on one side and the colour of the
sea itself on the other, an astonishing limpid green. The
hills over the Pesa valley were dim and peaceful in the distznce,
The houses down below, inecluding our own and those of Alt;pasquale,
shone red. There was & nightingale close to Sergio's house,

and a few cicadas, and the raucous sound of frogs, still enjoying

the wet.
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We were surprised to hear last night from Sergio that he
also is leaving soon with his family. That will leave us with
no near neighbours at all. His house, the closest to us, will
stand ;mpty and abandoned. Together with three other men §9rgio
has bought some land on the outskirts of the village, and a house
for all four of them, with separate flats, is being built.

He will have no garden to speak of; &nd he'll be five miles
further from ﬁ\j;‘s work. But he will have two rooms, & kitchen
and bathroom;/‘he's never had a bathroom before, He works on

a vast podere further down the valley: they have machines and
the property is paying its way. He is on daily hire and therefore
has more money in his pocket tham the other peasants: he is

a worker, as opposed to contadino, peasant.,

With friends yesterday at a tiny hillside church. Standing
in the garden there was a large terracotta coppo, & pot once used
for storing oil and now quite fashionable for ornamenting gardens.
Qur friends wanted it at once, to stand in their courtyard. The
priest, a small, resentful-looking fellow, without much heart,
erisply said that he'd bought this one from a nearby peasant and
didn't want to sell it. But, he said, we could try a certain
Antonio down the road, in the house beyond the wayside shrine:
he had several, and one of them was as large as this,

We went down and inspected the thing in the man's chicken-
house: Dblack with filth but still serviceable, He would give
it a eclean-up, he said. He was a thin, dark, erect young men
with the large Etruscan eyes; his face was able---I've noticed
this more than once here---to look suddenly questing and joyful,
though in fact it is neither in itself; Dt it seems & throw-

back to those first Etruscan years ef=grmle centuries ago.
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Even the common people had a culture than, or so it seems
from their naked dances; because nakedness has to be shared, it
can never be turned into privilege.
Wie asked him to neame a price: no, no, he said at once,
laughing shyly, he didn't have an ideal He would enquire, and
we Would enquire, and then we'd come béck after we'd both enquired.
We did enquire, but no one had any idea: the pots used to
be made at a place called Imprunetta, near Florence, and a few
still are, people say. DBut now they aren't used. But originally
they would onl{?igst a few thousand lire, They were only terra-
cotta after ali, without much design. It was only their largeness
%22 bowl-shape that_gzgiattractive. So we returned to the priest,fﬂJ?
jwa'was out working. Down to the peasant again. He hadn't
shaved for two days, and considering that he worked in the fields
all day he could have looked healthier. Tﬁg strange Etruscan
light breaks on his face as he smiles---yes, he's cleaned the pot!
We must come and see it} There it stands, remote and mellow-

looking, in the forecourt. How much will we offer? I say five

A
thousand, No, no, una scioccezzal! A trifle! Much too little!

How much, then? Well, he's heard from the priest that, well,
these things are---well, Quite in demand... We stand there
CeLere

patiently, waiting for the dirge we've heard so often te=snd.
I ask, 'How much?' And he says softly, 'Una trentina di mila

lire.' About thirty thousand. The prieét, he says, gave that
much for his. (Extraordinary thisl---a priest in his condition
gets forty thousand lire a month and has to keep & family on iﬁ;f‘
wauedty, his parents, sometimes a sister). He couldn't, by the
terms of his own conscience, let it go for less than thirty---
certainly not less than twenty-five---or twenty at the very

minimum. Such things were precious, he said, and he was sure
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of being able to sell the thing at his price later on.

And, he said, to tell the truth (this meant he was going to tell
@& lie, which he did), he was only offering it for sale because
he was moving house soon and didn't want to take it with him.

So we%turn away. 'Niente da fare!! After a few brief

goodbyes, during which he offers us sométhing to drink and we
refuse, we leave, A telephone-call to the friends: 'Offer him
fifteen thousand,' they say. We go to the priest a second time.
Again he's out: at work on his land. But jusé:;e drive out of
the courtyard he drives in: he doesn't pause when he sees us but
drives straight to his door. Nor does he even turn when we walk
over to him. He's used to visitors---in fact, they plague him,
because his church is of historic interest. Wﬁen I spoke he
turned from unloading the car and seemed to say, Oh, so you've
come to coo at my bare stone walls, have you, and gape at dirty
pieces of clay and broken torsos which should have remained buried,
and at my filthy villa that leaks water, and at bits of manuscript
and painted eanvas that should all have been burned long &ago in
the name of sanitation? For he didn't recognise us: We Wwere
Foreigners, And, Very well, he seemed to go on, if you want to
put on these airs, and play the signore who is really interested
in such things (I myself haven't the money to spare for touring
the world to cut a figure), I shall smile too &nd play my pert,
and coo with you, and show you my charming Italian teeth (app-
arently you find us charmingi), but by God I'll meke you pay for
it, if there's any paying to be donel

And I asked about the coppo. What price should we pay?
He stood there with his sleeves rolled up, his arms frail and
pale underneath the day's sunburn, and then he talked: Hirs%,

he was busy, he said, very busy---and therefore didn't know as
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much about these things as he should., Yes, I replied, you're

very much in giro---you go around & lot. 'No, nol' he was quick
to reply. 'I'm not going round---I work}' And he gave me &

sort of fanatical look through his glasses,

'I've offered the peasant five thousand lire,' I said.
'Not that it's my affair,! At once he replied in his dry, hard
way, without a trece of charity, 'No, no, five thousand is a

sciocchezz&! No, no, they're worth much more than that}!!

I said to this: 'I offered him five thousand, and he said thirty,
so perhaps we both erred, in opposite directions.' No, no,
he didn't think the peasant had erred at all: thirty thousand
was quite right. After all, these things were coming into great
démand (a lie), his mother told him how every dey tourists came
and e=claimed over his pot (& lie); they weren't producing them
any more (& lie); they had great historical interest (& lie)
because they were hundreds of years old (the biggest lie of all).

I said they might be only about twenty years old: thirty,
perhaps., 'Yesl' he said. 'They might be thirtyl® 'Or less,'
I said. '‘Even less!'--{he is confused for a moment).

'But the price of a thing,' he went on, his glasses flash-
ing fanatically, 'depends on who wishes to buy it and who wishes
to sell! It depends on the need and passion of the person buying,

=
and the more he wants the thing the more he has to pay for it!®

(; peculiar philosophy, but he seemed to be able to square it with

his conscience. He then demonstrated what liars both he and
Rad u
the peasant were (as if i?ﬂneeded demonstgpting) by saying that

in fact he hadn't bought his own coppo at all, but---with a
round, shrewd gesture of his fingers---'I simply acquired it.'
So we shrugged and started moving off, We'd heard that

through
old dirge too often to even want to hear it xkmmg in politeness.
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There was a great silence on the hill. I told him again that

it wesn't really my affair, I'd only agreed to 'treat' for someone

else, 'Ahi' he said with his little glint, 'it isn't for youl?

And then he turned away as well: 'I'd better get the car unloaded,!
Sergio and his wife Caterina came to us in the evening and

sat in our kitchen. we heappened to tell him that we'd been

looking for coppi, and about the priest with his trentina di

mila lire: he cried, 'Pols---I've got two of them---at least
tWwo---beauties!? And he laughed: ‘'Why don't you come to me
first? Everything is on your doorstep, and you go miles away
to argue with priests!t Tomorrow morning, he went on, we
would walk together to Alt%pasquale and look at them.

We talked ebout the Church,. He éﬂk@d what kind of
church most of the foreign tourists belonged to: the Germans,
English, for instance. Were they all Christiens? Yes, we
said, many of them were Protestants, many Catholics---all
Christians, 'How do Protestents differ from us?' he wanted
to know, We said, mainly in the matter of confession:
they don't confess. 'Ah,' he said quickly, in his direct,
intelligent way, his eyes gleaming in & ruddy, lean face,
*they don't believe the priest has & special position---}?
'Exactly,' we said, 'The pope isn't the vicar of Christ in
their eyes---the priest is only another man for the Protestant.?
And: 'The Protestant believes that every man's conscience is
his own, that he can't go to another man to free himself from
bleme but must find his own way, through self-exemination.®
At once Sergio cried, leaning forward in his erect way: 'Then
they're more religious than we arel They exemine everything
they dol That's why foreigners seem so responsible compared
with us---so polite and thoughtfull Wijereas we think, Oh, I

¥
can swear and behave Badly toflay because tomorrow I'm going
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to confess and purify myself} I know men who think like
thet,' he went on. 'Religion is the reason why they're

bad} Can you imagine that??

Next morning he and I strolled along the path in the first
heat of the day. Wle were talking about dung for some reason,
its use on the soil. I told him how my father had always coll-
ected the horsedung from the road outside far his garden---in
the days when there were still a few horses, 'Ah,' he said, 'then
your father must have been peggio (Worse) than you?! 'How do
you mean?' I &asked him, 'I mean, he must have done more Work—--
he was pooreri! 'Yes,® IFaid, feeling confused. I wanted to
say, 'But I work, tool! But I stopped.

The pots were much better then the priest's, or the peasant's,
They were lying on their sides in the mud by the house where
Sergio was born. We rolled them into the stable-yard and cleaned
them up & bit. The oil had eaten through their bases, but since
they would never be used for oil again, that didn't matter. The
peaesant's wife, who has wondering, quick eyes, and a face capéable
of the most extraordinary bursts of tenderness and passion (when
she is arguing about the price of her chickens, for instanceL said
to me doubtfully, *They're belli, aren't they?! And Sergio
echoed her: 'Yes, they're nicel!? But until that moment they

had been rather shameful junk.

A few days later our friends sent their man over in a
small truck to pick them up. There were three pots in all.
He roped them round securely, and when Sergio asked him what

trees were going to be planted in them he said, 'None.,
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They'll just be put on the terrace. Empty. As ornements,!
'And Sergio looked wistfully surprised, From being & receptacle
for oil to being a vase for trees isn't such & step: but to
being just an ornament means a step into another world. There
was silence,

Before he drove back again the man had lunch with us:
he has liquidly black, penetrating eyes and a mild way of speech,
reflective and patient. He said there was a feeling of
rebellion all over Italy, but 'vague' rebellion: no one was
sure what he wanted to rebel agai;st, or indeed if there existed
anybody to rebel against; he just wanted to move---into the
towns if he lived in the country, to another house if he lived
in town. It came from centuries of misuse in the padrone's
prerogative, he said: 'Wle have to go through that phase---
I myself felt rebellion against the padrone once, but I've
pessed through that now,! He is paler than the peasants
here, though he used tovbe a peasant himself: he seems more
delicate, withdrewn, quietly discriminating, and they look
up to him---I was ewere of that, when he and Sergio were
talking; they see something different in him, to which they
aspire perhaps. He has the air of thinking life out all the
time. And there is an air of quiet cherity about him. It
an Italian has a real transgk;mation of experience, which is

very rare, it is alweys basically religious, I think.

Italy seems the most unfathomable country in Christendom to

me ., lMotives, decisions, moods are an enormous pool of mystery,
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R/ AN
/to the people themselves, There are a thousand explanations---

Greek, Etruscan, Romen, Moorish, Phoenician, Christian, Gothic,
feudal, Inquisitorial, Spanish, Austrien---far more then any one

creature can know,

Everyone here hes something devout in him---Gianni, Sergio,
even Paolo, even Gigi who lives in the village and disowns the
past. They're all quite clear about it: they don't go to
church, nothing would induce them to, but it has nofhing to do
with the mystery.

Gianni when he enters & church mekes & pleasant noisy kiss
towards the altar when he is crossing himself, as his hand comes
up to his mouth from his breast. When he was fourteen he painted
a remarkeble Madonna and Child: they've put it on the wall of
their kitchen, with a little light in front. An amazing sweetness
pours out of the Child's eyes: 1in the lMadonna there is a lingering
grace and forgiveness, something specially gentle that makes you
look up at her again and again, It is a bit stylised---from
centuries of style, and.it has g Sienese attention to detail.

His drawings of Christ are exact, stern, He hasn't painted or
drawn for eight years or more. Not enough time, he says wit7£
laugh.

He looks sad and oddly distracted sometimes: he hasn't
been near this house for three days now, I saw him yestefday
at Altepasquale: he came into the stable-yard with & quaintly
delica;e-looking shopping bag in his hand; he was gojng shopping,
he said. 'N® work!' Sergio cried with#is clear, charitable,
objective lauéh. *No work again?'---then he added: 'Strikes

aren't necessary for you---you're on strike every dayi' Gienni



smiled and turned away, then we saw nothing more of him,

His mother is devout in & natural way, though I imegine
she despises the priests like everyone else. She is strict,
with patient, darkly flashing eyes that teke in everything
at a glance, with direct intuition; she's half the size of
any of her sons, and they obey her like slaves.,

For Gianni, swearing and behaving badly are like assaulting
his own mother. This is what stops him.

Every evening when he comes home from work Sergio's son
Renato goes to the madonnina at the side of the road and says
& quick prayer and crosses himself,

Sergio seems to.insist on this as an act of decency and

uprightness,

Signor V., and his family came today for & few minutes.
He owns & large vineyard near Florence, and & wine-factory.
He told us he was selling his share of the business, as it was
hopeless to try to work and live by the land now, All the houses
on his lend were empty, there were no longer any peasants.
And he was obliged to follow the current 'madness' and move to
Florence, where he will find & city-job. He s&aid he knoWs men
who have moved to Florence to earn half as much as they used to
on the land, and to live in miserable rooms, but they're happier,
He said that thosefﬁﬁé héd mové&hto tﬁé‘¢§£§ME§§E§§R§§ong
the peasantsk) had made most money: that the hunger for city-

life didn't come from miseria; 'People want to be machines now,'

Only in one or two optimists like Sergio---rare men of the
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older generation---does the land not create horror. But the others
feel cheated and insulted. Today I tried to imagine what this
feeling was, I thought of a time when I worked on the land
briefly, in England, to earn & scrap of money. I was digging
turf, I watched the mounds of turf rise all round me every

day. There was a fearful blankness in the field, even when the
sun shone, even at dawn, which I otherwise love. I felt horror

of the blankness, like & chasm, Iy mind had nothing to grasp

On. It seemed in the wrong rhythm, the wrong time. I hated

the land as if it personally insulted me---as I see Gianni doing
now, I was working with no one. . There was no comnunity:

no farmhouse to go back to, no great fire in the hall; the land
wasn't mine, And so it is in Italy. The dream hes gone, perhaps
longer ago tham we think, perhaps centuries ago. There is nothing
precious to cling to---nothing gay, no intimacy. Nothing that
flatters the human creature. And the mind 1s developing amother
rhythm, another time, that belongs to the city.

The peasants really do live like dogs. This is true of
Gianni, of Sergio---they expect no more, but they dream of more.
Only the town can given them the flattery and att;;;tion they need.

They want a dignity they've always felt thwarted of. This
is what 'modern' means for them, end the reason why they'll take

half the pay, in town.

e went to Colle Val d'Elsa today: there are typical
mediaseval lenes, intact, with the houses shere and flat on either

side, their walls containing the minimum number of windows, end
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those small; and tunnels that disappearg far under the houses,
Joining one lane to another; and hidden squares which are still
not asphalted and where people S#83 sit outside their doors
talking, the women knitting. The streets are clean; & massive
villa---occupied now by dozens of families---sits astride the poead,
dominating two valleys: there is a sense of order and even con-
tentment. Down below is the industrial part of the town, with
tall chimneys and pastel-coloured bloeks of flats: noisy and
crowded, with no order, but not really separate from the old town
that perches intact on its hill;;u[éiving it life, in some wey, porhkapd .
Will everyone want to move down to the new part now? It has
heppened in Castel Fiorentino: +they have left the splendid old
houses on the hill, with their mysrefious arches and barred
windows, and gone to embrace the noise and smoke below; what

used to be a wonderful old town ten yeafégcwith clean cobbled
streets, is now an abandoned slum., And it will probably happen
in Certaldo, which has the same mediaeval quarter perched on ifs
hill, with the industrial part below,

And then perhaps, after twenty or thirty years, or perhéps
much sooner, middle-class people Wwill move into the ancient
hduses again, as part of a fashionable movement coming mostly
from abroad; they will prefer the lack of traffic, of noise and
fumes, in the old part, and there will be & swing-back; the
cobbled streets will look smart agaiﬁ. And people will move

into the country, id%f the old abandoned houses (as we've done):

and furnish the countryside with a dream again.

Yesterday we went to see Sergio's new flat on the outskirts
of the village. It stands a little away from the road and over-

looks a cornfield, with a view of a corner of the Elsa valley.
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The walls have to be distempered, the doors and window-fremes
varnished, then it's ready. Cat?&ina has never seen it and
refuses to go until they actually move in. Her excuse always
is, with a dark, Eiigﬁiggh tﬁﬁld look, 'I have too many chicks}?
'Always chicks!' Sergio cries with & laugh,

He was anxious to know what we thought of it. There is a
bathroom with green tiles and a flushing lavatory, even a littke
spray, and next door there's a large kitchen. He plans Po put
a bench in the corridor with cushions, to sit and talktégizn the
evening, when the kitchen is too hot. The building was clearly

done with care: there is even solid wood for the doors instead

of the usual veneer-covered compensa&to; &and the design is pleas-

ant---humble and gracious. It was done by an old friend of his,
he said: no architects came into it, which is perhaps why there
wesn't anything silly in the design, and nothing botched about
the work; &ell the money went into the building. H§ was relieved
when we said we liked it. 'What a calamity if you hadn'ti' he

| said. There's nothing to pay for twenty years---no taxes, rates
of any kind; a special government concession, this. We stood
gazing out of his wbndows, Soon he'll be sitting on a real
lavatory, lying in his own bath, putting on lights that are
strong enough to read by, gazing at television. I tell him,

'A man with his own house is a king!', and he says, 'Yes, yesl',

his eyes fixed on me with a tremendbus fierce enthusiasm.

We left him in té;n and drove back alone, He came to us
later that evening and said with a beam, 'The town's a beautiful
thingi® He said he'd been in the cafe on the square watching
‘television. 'You find out what's going on in the worldl'

And he added: ‘'Here---of coursel---one can breathe good air,
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there are things we all need here, but it's outside the world,
we're cut off!' He didn't want to be right insidg%%he town:

he just wanted to see it when he opened his eyes in the morning,
and to hear its noises; he wanted to be able to take & stroll
into it, after work. That was why he'd chosen a place on the
outskirts. »

Outside his new house, just before we left in the af ternoon,
he pulled a great bush aside and said, 'Here---look!' It was
& wayside shrine, and we were amazed to see that it was the same
y@donég that stands at the side of the road here, Our Lady of
-

Pancole. 'A good sign, don't you think?' he asked, He'd only
discovered it after he'd bought the land and planned Eﬁ%s house.
S0 he felt he'd done right.

He has been on strike for three days: the mezzadri peasants
struck several weeks ago, unsuccessfully, and now it's the land
workers. Tgey're asking for a seven-hour day, which means a
forty-two hour week as Saturday is a full working day, plus a
rise of thre%huné?&ed lire a day. They say they think they'll
get the rise but not the redud;;ion of hours. Sergio believes
that the strikes will go on until the government produces &

‘ o O Videwce .
decent plan for the lend, and  Here may Yo Virfeuce

Gianni returned yesterday, looking quiet and numbed.
Vines

He said he'd been working nearly all the time, on the m&ize,

He hardly smiled. ’
eal) ‘
The work tears him from hiiﬂlife, which is still in darkness,
forming: he talks from a great distence., A day's idleness is
enough to bring him to life again. For the peasants all round

ML had

this ﬁ-just,a taste for idleness.
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Sergio said last night that he thought the great sheme of
the Italian countryside was still the mezzadria system, though
he and Gienni's family and Paolo and Gigi are free of it.
Tuscany, he said, a marvellously rich and fertile land, is being
abandoned like the desert, because of this system. People won't
work land that doesn't give them a decent living. He himself had
a good employer, so he worked hard and willingly. But the big
house on the other side of the valley, where we go to fetech our
drinking water, and the group of houses called Altapasquale,
are still mezzadria: 'The people work like dogs, yet their lives
are at & standstilll’ One of the padroni, nicknamed zampa---
paw or hoof---because of his limp, never keeps accounts, and always
pockets the yield from any sale. His part should be forty-séven
percent, but it works out at nearer seventy or eighty percent;

Alwaindey

the reet had to feed two families (about seven people) who do
all the work. On the other hand, some say that this is quite
untrue, and that Zampa is a good man, and that to do more for his
peasants he would have to run the land at a total loss, that is,
find money elsewhere to finance it. (In fact, thefgood' adroni,
like Sergio's, derive their money from other sources and live in
town) . |

'But why are they all absentee landlords?' I ask, 'Why aren't
there men who not only own the land but keep the accounts and pay
the wages and arrange the sales, housejrepairs, machinery---real
landlords?! *Ah, you mean the fattoré:' he replied. Every
padrone had a fattore, & man who administers several pieces of
land and takes a percentage for his services. He is what we
‘would call an agent in English; farmers in our sense don't exist,
or at least they are very rare. The fattoré or agent is absentee

as well: he invariably lives in town, @& leaxt “‘“‘”ﬁ“ﬁj‘



Padrone, landlowner, means signore, gentleman, in Italian:
that is, somebody who doesn't work.
Just as the peasants abandon the farmhouse, so the landowners

abandon their lovely villas. High and low despise the land.

We begin to see the difference between the mezzadria
femilies and the others---like that between light and dark.
Whenever we go to the well on the other side of the valley we
stop and talk at the big house, Wwhere there are two mezzadria
families; we've spent an evening with them, we drink their vin
seanto. But we don't know them by name, They always seem bowed
in work. They are shy, speechless and remote, though slowly
they gain confidence with us. They don't present themselves to
us personally and individually %;g they neither enquire our
names nor ask too many questibns. Only the lovely child, the
youngest boy, do we know hy name,

And you can see the difference in the cattle, too. The
bull at the big house is 'bad', and has to be castrated soon;
the oxen there are tied too close to the trough and look---are---
overworked, But at Altapasquale the calves look innocent and
kundisturbed, as the people there do. A sense of panic and
drudgery seems to accompany mezzadria---tranemits itself to the

beasts.

A dream no longer surrounds this house for us, now we've
lived here some time, It's real to us, untouched by dreams of
any kind. I remember how we cahe early one morning, before we
moved in, on our way back to Rome, and stood in the tiny court-
yard looking down the road; the whole valley was just weking up,

and the spring-light sparkled; there was perfect stillness, and
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a few birds sang in the woods above the house. The courtyard
enclosed the house perfectly: we could imagine sitting in a corner
of it, in the blazing sunlight of an afternoon, for tea; the lgght
would glitter on the windows upstairs, But now we only go

there to draw rainwater from the well; the courtyard is a work-
place---for oxen, chickens, bags of grain, empty demijohns, carts
and ploughshares, Gigi's motor-cycle and our car, As for our
rooms, they are flatly real,too---the place where we work, ;ﬁf
eat, /ﬁ'sleep.- Gigi goes to and fro outside all day; the dog
barks at the ozen and frightens them. The country looks the

same as before---vast and serene; but there, too, is no dream,

It only enters you; it isn't a matter of sight or pleasure, or
indeed anything felt at all, The silence of the country at

night is the silence of your own sleep: it isn't the scene of
hopes, desires, memories, There is no country idyll. The
delight of English countryside isn't there: nothing like Bavaria,
the Tyrol, Carinthia; no dreams and follies have been weaved,
life hasn't been drunk deep and recklessly.

Yet the stupendous valley lies there like a garden specially
made for you, which sometimes you can hardly bear to look &t, it
has such a dignity: not a pleasant or restful garden, in the
intimate sense; no roses, except the wild ones; no hum of takk
that you might hear on a Prove%gal farm, with people i::;:% round
a table; only needs are served here, and perhaps not all the needs,
either,

We've lost interest in comfort---the little rituals of home
that mean# so much to us inigome. Only in Rome has & dream been
made, Here we hardly go iqrour tiny sitting-room. We're either
working or at table, eating. The kitehen is where we live,

leaning over the table, & bottle of wine in front of us, in the
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dimness, with & shade drawn ovee the window against the sun-
light.

Sergio promises to take us to where he works, several
kilometres up the road, on the other side of the valley,
'You'll say it's beautiful!' he cries. But for him it's just
there. Yet we feel the same, now: no positive delight---even
in the shattering early-morning light thaf pours down on the vine-
yards and cornfields opposite; there is only the touch of it on
one's skin, and the glow that lies right inside you; you aren't
separate, which you must be for delights. The pountryside prod-
uces you: 1its sun brightens you, & dark sky darkens you. You'ee
no longer aware of your place in the world, quite: there is
only work in its'purity; and one part of the day leads to the
next unawares, as things grow in the fields.

Only the priest provides a dream here: he has made such
@ monopoly of it that humble dreams &nd follies haven't spread
and coalesced among the people naturally, to meke delights.
Nature bestows, defends, enriches., There's only her to leen

on. Well, she seems quite reliable.,

Another strike today, this time of the peasants again,
the mezzadri. They are all collecting in the town as usual,

and there are endless rows of motor-scooters outside the south

gate.

Went to Florence. I had a strange impression that city-
people haven't full human presence. The eity is alive g;r/ |
i:::;iﬁ Their eyes, cheeks, chins, not to say bodies, aren't

3 quite developed. The restaurants seem only to symbolise &&®

2 Se=uf eating. Cities are mad congregations now---stampedes,
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at deadlock, Perhaps they'll become death-traps of disease:
Just as the Plague was the climex of the towns.
If you live in & city you have to forego self-government.
You don't know where you're being led. This is how it seemed

to me.

Barly morning: +the sunlight pours down, fresh end glitter-
ing. I empty some ashes on the dump outside the courtyard.
The dog lies half in the shade, where the fledgling-pigeons are,
There is the sound of bees. The whole valley lies dreaming.
In any other country this would be an idyll.

Gigi will take the fledgling-pigeons down soon, before they

can fly, and wring their necks and eat them roasted.

Yesterday three men came, dressed in town-suits, with collars
and ties. They stepped out of a car and after some murmuring
advanced towards the courtyard. A telegram had arrived at the same
time, and my wife was downstairs signing for 1it. The dog, eattached
to & long rope thet extends just to the edge of the courtyerd,
started barking like mad., The three men drew nearer and stood by
what would be the gate if the house wasn't falling to pieces.

One was young end plump; &another slim and very dark; eand the

one between them was rather shrivelled and tired-looking---he was
apparently the leeder. He spoke first, with the muzzle of the dog
close to his trousers: 'What is this dog doing here?! We stared
and gaped at the impertinence. Caterina, Sergio's wife, was in

the house and came on to the balcony with me. We watched my



wife gather up the dog8s line and draw the dog inside. The

three men then advanced, their faces gptfg expressionless,

Some rapid thoughts went through my head: were they police?

 had they come to arfest somebody? hed we done something wrong?
They advenced like Italians sure of their power. The leader then
stopped in the middle of the courtyard and, looking up &t us---

he had decided to treat my wife as a shadow, and her removal of

the dog as a duty--fghid he understood & peasant came to the house
every day, and what was his name? Ca}%_ing enswered him Wwith her
childish half-smile:cnjﬁﬁere wes this ;éi%%ét now? He'd gore home,
she said. Had he léft a key? She didn't know, He then advenced

a few paces further and said, taking a piece of paper out of his

pocket, 'Voi pe;;te legere?'---can you (plural) reed? Caterina
shook her head and said, 'Nb,' in an intimidated way. He turned
to me: 'E Lei?'---and you? I said with & touch of irony, 'Yes,

I think I can read,' and the other two made agreeable noises
through their noses, like henchmen., He then extended his piece of
paper: ‘'Perhaps you can read this, theni' I went downstairs and
took the paper from him, It was signed by the owner of the homse
eand said, 'These gentlemen have my permission to enter the house,'
I tried to hand the paper back to him, not quite understanding,

but he held up his hand: 'No, you céen keep it.! There was &
silence. He stbod there. The others stood there. I stood
there. The thoughts were still in my head: had something gone
wrong? Wwere these police? had the owner, hitherto a friend,

gone mad and decided to throw us out? I returned indoors with the
letter: after all, &hkey seemed to know what they were doing, so

I could leave them tég And we went on with our lunch upsteirs.
But they continued standing there. Caterina remained on the

baleony. Then the leader called up: ‘'Has the letter been read?’
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She came into us and repeated the questioeﬁ/at which I shrugged
and said, 'Why, yes!' 'They want to see you agein,' she said,
This time---I had my mouth full of the best risottkoe'd made
for months---the fury broke in me and I dashed down with the note
in my hand. 'Thi§ is addressed to no onel' I said. 'Secondly,
I think you've been very discourteous, you've no right to ask
educated people if they can read, or question the existence of
my own dog in my own courtyard, I've rented the house and I'm
paying good money for it, also the law---Italian law---forbids
you entry without my permission, you haven't asked my permission,
the landlady's permission isn't enoughl' etec etec. At this--=
said in more or less one mewtIEWI---there was much shuffling and
scowling, and he replied that he hadn't knowv& was acquainted with
Italian law, 7

But, I went on, all this having been said, he could now enter
the house courteously, with my permission, which I now courteously
gave., But he turned away at this, sweating profusely. No,
it was all right, he wouldn't come in,

So they went off again: the young man---at & safe distanee---
called out to me that the signore had only asked if we spoke

Italian because he knew we were foreigners, and secondly that the

dog was dangerous---era scritto in faccia, danger weas written in

its face,

A most mysterious incident. Caterina said she thought the

shrivelled men was il maestro, the village schoolteacher; and

meanwhile we had recognised the slim man &s the local bank-manager.
We realised they must have come to view the house for & possible
sale; or perhaps the schoolméster was an assessore for mortgages---
we knew thw owner wanted to get one.

All at once we seemed to have had & glimpse into the lower
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Tuscan seams, where fascism lay, He realised what & superficial
part of feascism politics had Dbeen. To this day, in Italy, a
fascist can be recognised at once: there are several types, but
they're all clearly recognisable., It may be a walk, a way of
lifting the chin, a peculiar defensive.and hurt arrogance, or

& brillience and dash with a dangerous edge---for some of the
cleverest people were drawn to fascism; or sometimes it's a sort
of feaded competence and authority, or bitterness. They are of
the schoolteacher's generation---the over-fifties,

Yet I know that, being Italian, this man is forgiving and
gentle at some point. The terrible thing is what he could provoke
others to do. He provoked me to anger: could he provoke me to
dreams? What did he provoke as & young man? The Italians have
had a dangeroﬁs genius since their natural genius was broken three
or four centuries ago. He had the petty fascist irony---a small
men picking and digging at the world, Fascism was only & game but
the rest of the world took it in earnest, for or &against. A
flick of the wrist and twenty-five million people were dead.

How ready we are to feel, The police have arrived---the van
iswaiting outsidel

I noticed their fascist technique, so common among the middle
class in Italy: the sudden arrival, the arrogeant slam of car-

doors, the chins pushed forward, the threatening voices. Yet it's

a geme.

We were told yesterday that the reason why there are so many
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vipers this year, especially in the woods, is that the peasants
no longer keep herds of pigs. As the land is abandoned, and the
pigs that remain are kept in stalls, the vipers thrive: they are
a delicacy for pigs, and their sting has no effect on them.

At one time herds of pigs were iggz'to roam in the woods, (This

is a tiny effect---dangerous for us---of a great change. What

others will there be?)

we met the owner of the house today and she told us we'd
done well to send the three signori away., Her daughter had
written the note, she said, and then had come to her most shocked
afterwards saying we'd refused him entry. 'I'm so glad,' she
said, 'but don't tell my daughter sol? It was true---he is the
local schoolmester; an unpleasant individual, she said. In
any case, he had offered her too little for the housel

She speaks with tired eyes that flash dramatically now
and then, opening her mouth wide to enunciate her syllables.
Her expressions would have been the same six genturies agoe.
Her face, sallow and drowsy, her mouth drawn down with permanent
sorrowing introspection, is in the early frescoes, the work
of the so-called primitives, WWhen she wraps a scarf round
her head to go to church, she makes it seem like & cowl,
The village has hardly changed since the fourteenth century:
its prosperity suddenly ceased, and it fekl under the heel

of Florence, because it loved its own internel gquerrels too

much.

.
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The Sienese are so like the French---quick, intelligent,
proud, with a touch of their tenderness., I'm surprised to see
them sometimes actually looking into each other's eyes, in the

light, post-Reformation way.

oxe | aal tes
&) the Mfrﬁonasterz today with & guide. The friar,

who is like & man out of Boccaccio, With & vast belly eand his
sleeves rolled up, hardly able to breathe, told us, 'Let him (the
guide) take you down to St., Jacob's---there's nothing interesting
there---but it's quite nice the way the sunlight plays on’the
alabaster windows, The nuns will give you the key.!

And inside this church, which still has the look of a pagan
temple, built in the middle of the elgé;nth century, we found
perhaps the most extraordinary thing in the Eéizzé;. There
behind the eltar, faint and almost gone---as if by its own will---
was a wall by Bartolo di Fredi, the Christ white and delicate,
with such an unbelieveable tenderness that you couldn't take
your eyes away from him; the lMadonna presses her face close to
his, he lies in the last agony, his face contorted; their faces
are pressed so close, they have such a yearning expression, that
they could be lovers; they have such & tired and truthful look
that it could have happened yesterday, you feel the crucifixion
as it was, the terrory; and elso the simple grief,

The guide waited patiently at the door, wondering what the
devil could be holding us so long; het'd shown us the alabaster
windows efter all.,

As I say, the colours are almost gone, more than they are

in di Fredi's fresco at St. Augustine's in San Gimigneno; there,
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the wings of the angels seem to beat and make a wind in the

background, behind & rapt crowd, and Christ, his—mowth—opem

e
reermingly.. staﬁas close over the dying Madonne, holding & child

™

in his arms, The Madonna seems to shrink into death, frail

and tiny@ e 1 = 7 W 7 - ol e i e 2

) "

couldn't understand why Christ was holding & child; I supposed
it was Christ the child, in flesh.

After dark yesterday we went up the hill to the mezzadria
family, above Sergio's house; their place is hidden behind cypress-
es and used to be a monastery, with a great natural courtyard in
front. There are three of them, & couple and their daughter;
they were still working in the darkness, getting the forage into
the stall, This is the hard part of the season, when first the
grass has to be cut and then the grain: the wheatfields have
already turned yellow, with the first real heat, after being olive-
grey for so long. In the dark stall, behind the flanks of the
oxen, We talked about conditions. They were leaving at the end
of the summer like everybody else, the man said, 'Soon the whole
of the countryside will be empty, then where will the food come
from?* He knew of a great podere up the road where eighty people
or more would soon be leaving. He himself could no longer work
eight hectares with his wife and daughter alone, and loo§ﬂ/after
the beasts as well, The owner of the land is good to him, but
that doesn't reduce the work: they will go to a smaller podere,
of two or three hectares,'still on mezzadria, The womén leaned
in the doorway, a rake in her hand, and said that she wondered
at the food people would soon be expected to eat. The eanimals
no longer lived properly, and this meant that the meat was bad:

who knew if itswasn't harmful, too? She didn't believe in
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ol levamenti for chickens, the broiler-houses: she could tell

@& broiler-house bird at once., All their birds, she said---
they'd had nearly a thousand at one time---were healthy and free
to ;:i:; where they wanted to. We went upstairs with them and
sat at table while they ate their lete dinner. Their daughter
told us that at a baker's near by an inspector had found a great
sack of plaster, used in the flour to meake up weight. lMany of
the bakers use starch, she said, to whiten the flour., Was that
why there were so meny complaints today, among people like them-
selves who seemed to live and work healthiyy---complaints of the
liver and stomach and kidneys? The penalty for putting d:;s
blood in wine to give it colour was six months' imprisonment,
but what about all the other chemicals they put in? If you
drank trade-wine you could feel it ecirculating round your stomach
17# burning way: this was the acid they put in. It really did
burn your insides, and the result after ten or twenty years of
&

5
dri nking could be imagined} Real wine never made itself felt in

the stomach like that. If it warmed you, it warmed the whole 6f

g;;iﬂnlﬂt.

Gianni is lost again in the whirl of work. He came for a
few minutes this morning at seven, and he won't be back from work
until ten or half-past this evening, When Lorenzo Will pick him
up on his motor-scooter at Altapasquale, The harvest is just
starting: the wheatfields are golden, and many of the fields
in the valleys pave already been reaped. Everybody is up at
four now, and ;;’bed not much before eleven, after a quick dinner,

Today is St. Hohn's day, and we gave Gianni & present of

three tiny books of reproductions, Dufy, Cesanne, Breughel.

He picked up the Dufy first and said quietly, 'How simple the
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drawing is.!

ile went up to his house yesterday and had salami and wine
with his mother and Alberto. | She leaned over the table, tiny
and black, with her blazing eyes, and told us that she hed no
appetite these days, she had to force the food down. There was
too much work---she always felt better in the winter for that
reason, We promised to show her how to prepare a vegeteble broth
for the day, as a basis for wholemeal-soup; then she could absorb
enough substence towork, without really eating. But she won't do
it; the poor don't change habits. She hesn't & tooth in her head,
and won't go to the dentist to have new ones fitted; she eats
on her gums, which &re now nearly as hard as teeth. Alberto
was her best son, yes! Lorenzo and Gianni were both birbanti---
reascals, Gianni was also a serpente, snake: he was never so happy
as when he wasn't working! He wanted to find a profession, but
what? The poor creature! Poverinol He had to work in the
fields to bring in a little cash, but he was too bright and clever
for that work}

Gianni keeps asking me if I know of any better work for him,
Well, we'll go to Rome together soon, and see if there's anything.
I suggested he should try at one of the airports: good money,
the illusion of constant flightx, the presence of forgigners---

perfect ferment for the Italian soul,

I talked with an American immigrent in the village-squeare.
She's doing Itely like a tourist, though she was born here, in
Ancona: an art-historian. America is 'young', she said, a
young nation. Americe has the problem of whether she will .ever

tgrow up'; the people are 'children' and they 'need Europe' so
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badly.

All the old stuff, I thought.

She also gave me her version---the one she'd learned to
qualify for the oath of allegiance, she said---of how America
became indeﬁ;;ndent of England and why. A group of English
pioneers settled in Virginia: morally, Americe came into being
with that act; yet it continued to be taxed by the English king,
at a great distance, and fought for its independence against
overwhelming English forces,

I looked up the history of that period later., A group of
Puritan English gentlemen settled the country as colonists; their
first struggles to establish themselves were shielded by English
colonial troops---particularly ageainst the French, but also against
the natural dangers of unpioneered country; when they were safe
and established, teaxes for the maintenance of these forces were
still expected in London, without representation in London, which
a large section of English opinion thought unjust; & rebellion
was staged against the tiny and bored English force, with French
help this time, I had the impression that the war of independence
was fought as much at Westminster, by men like Burke and Fox and
Wilkes, as in America; only weak forces were kept in America
because of George 1lll's weak conviction.

America as a 'young nation': Dbut she became & nation long
before Italy or Germany did. Perhaps she meant young ethically---
whatever that may be.

Italians and Germans go there, and perhaps find freedom

for the first time in their lives, and think it started



there, They come from countries which were basically rurel
even in the Thirties, and find 'modernity' there, and think it

started there,

The cathedral at Sien&: people pottering about and peering
at stones, pillars, frescoes, inscriptions, the famous pulpit by
Pisano ete, They all look so hard that it seems impossible for
them to see anything. Better to close one's eyes in this strange

and mystical church,

We went to the Etruscan tombs behind Cellole. A narrow
path that was clearly ancient went along the side of a wooded
slope: there were long ruts in the cobbles as you see them at
Ostia Antica and Pompeii, made by wooden wheels, A peasant told
us that we had a walk of two hundred yards to the tombs buﬁﬁhere
was no &ign of them, It seemed characteristiclly Etruscan---to
hide like that. A path went off right, turning back on itself,
and my first feeling was that its unobtrusiveness, suddenly slipping
away from the road between trees and bushes, meant that it led
to the tombs, The road we were on had the same mystery and
quiet as the approach-road to Veii, where the Etruscan Apollo was
found: the path hugged the side of the hill in the same way, and
you entered & special immensity of countryside, with & deeper
silence, as if marvellous things had gone on there, at the dawn
of life., The hills rolled away to the sea with increasing
light. The sea had been much close then, You find pure sand

there---you can pick it up and it will leave your hand clean,

like the sand of & beach.
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We got to the end of our ancient road and found a tall
villa emong cypresses; and then, under a great wall, thoroughly
enclosed and sﬁiftered like something in & child's tale, there
were & few mediaeval houses huddled together, The place was strange
and ecstatic, with towering, dark trees, scme of them lime-trees
in blossom, which one herdly ever sees here. lie asked an old men
where the tombs were, and my guess proved right---they were at the
top of the unobtrusive path,

So we walked back, The hidkl where the open tombs lay
looked rather sad: there were only holes in the earth, as if
& number of shells had exploded there; some of the holes had
rough steps leading down to them, An air of sacrilege. There
were no paintings. In one or two you saw the complete form
of the tomb, bared of its sarcophagi, domed, with a raised bank
of earth round three sides, we found pieces of hard terracotta
which must have been from statues or buildings or tools. As
always in Etruscen places, there was & sheltered valley, locked
from the outside world. We wondered where the town had been,
and guessed that its site lay under the ville end the mediaeval

houses, which now bore the restful name Buon Riposo; the spot

seemed hallowed---with @n ancient security about it that seemed

to address us directly.

A group of American women and girls in the square at Siena,
from a tourist bus. The girls bewildered, timid; the women
stock-still, seemingly immovable. These are the people the
immigrent calls 'children': on the contrary, they have & terrible
maturity.

They seemed to shed & light on the squere---a sense of

clarity and directness. A sort of blond lgght among the dark,
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natural Italians... The Americans are wide-awake---wonderfully
so, and too much so. They make the Italiens seem passive: the
Italian rhythm of acceptance, as against the American one of gett-
ing things done, creaﬁing life as you go along. These Americens
méke it seem that life is only & basic material, to be wiedded by
each person according to his desires. So they seem broken away
from life as well---watching it in some way, a little frightened
perhaps., They seem far more subtly Christian than the Italians,
more morally Christian: another reason why they shed & sort of
light in the square---a morally searching light. They're good in
the way Italians never are: they're good by conscience, and by

principles so deep that you can see them in their eyes and the

. . .
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shape of their mou?&ig

Thé§ make me feel safe, standing in the square: they're peaceful,
unegotistic; they don't push, live for themselves, They meke

the naturel Italians seem closed in their desires. Italian girls
are like flames---they burn at the touch (I don't mean sexually)---
in compaerison; dangerous material---they would exact power from
the smallest sensuous thrill they gave. The Italien girls,
passing confidently and easily, seem unscrupulous compared with

the Americans, They aren't friends; whereas the Americans

seem hurt and, above all, unwordly; it strikes me suddenly thet
America is the most spiritual ngtion in the world---even their
gadgets are a moral expression. These American girls would

offer equality in their sex, first and foremost; they stand the
same height as the man; they choose their sex, as they choose
everything else. But the Italian women fall into it by paession,
or suffer it, or use it. The Americans gave me & wistful yearning
for Anglo-Saxon society---so light, objective, optimistic. They're

creating life as they go ®hong---their vigour lies in this, and

-



their impenetrable sadness; their suicide.

Yesterday evening we strolled down to Sergio's to tell him
we were going away for a few days, We found his brother's family
with him for the harvest; The atmosphere round the house was
dark and heavy, Cnly Sergio himself showed a little spirit.
They hate to show themselves bowed by work. He came to the foot
of the outside stairs with his brother, as if to warn us silently
not to come in, The evening-meal was Just beginning. It was
dark now and they'd just got in from the fields, Caterina
didn't call down to us as usual, and the rest of the family sat
huddled on the steps at the top, in silence. I thought of the
harvest-time in England, Germany---the flares at night, the
excitement of working late, the food and drink in the fields,
the smell of the hay, the lovely painted carts. Sex and flirting
are associated with the harvest; there are long traditions of
harvest merriment, it is the crown of the farming year. But
not here.

We heard Renato call down to Sergio with a growl to come up
and eat his food. And as we were walking away we heard Caterina
shout, her mouth full, *lMaiala, why can't you come when you're
called?! They all sat down to eat; not to feast together, but
just to eat. In & few seconds it would all be over, they would
be on their feet again to prepare for the last act of the day---
throwing themselves on & bare bed.

Sergio's brother had a word for it: he said, 'This is &an

ugly moment for ust---e un brutto momento. They had to sell

the grain at prices lower than they should be, he added: the
millers abused the situation and took advantage of the sudden

great supplye. Everything is bald, degutted; dog's worke
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We'd only been away four or five days but everything
inside the cool, dark, closed house looked strange to us. It
had &ll lost its smell. We put the chairs out on the terrace
again, started the refrigerator which makes the lights blink
and fade, opened all the shutters. Gigi said it had been
hot---in somm&, he added; he always says this, with his peculair
bull-like duek of the head; meaning by in somme& something like
'more or less', There was no relish in getting back: there
were just the facts; the things to be done. But gradually
the nerves began to take their silent comfort. lie found ourselves
staring before us again, across the massive Elsa valley. The
nerves seemed nearly}pibregrié could feel in our bodies, phgsical:
key—are getting sturdier all the time. The silence enters into
the body slowly. It conmes down the hill like the wind, through

the woods, & cool breath rustling the trees.

Most of the grain has been cut now, Sergio's ;; in sheaves---
what they call barche, meaning stacks piled rather like Arab mud-
huts, the ears pointing inwards, to protect them from the rain.

Our own grain hasn't been scythed yet: Gigi is always last,
being alone. Most of it will be done by machine, leaving

narrow rows which the wheels can't manoeuvre because of the



vines and olives dotted everywhere.

We'd been away for a 'rest'---a few days by the sea, After
the first day I caught a chill énd spent the rest of the time in
bed. The resorts were crowded and sticky, with cars clustering
the narrow roads like a city. Lickily we lived inland, close to
the mountains. After my second or third bathe my ears closed up
in & strange way. Perhaps it was & defence against the noise.
With every hour I heard less and less, In & panic one night,
not long before dawn, I heard bells in the farthest distance
and realise& that in fact they were just down the hill, usually
deafening. I leapt up, shaking my head, which brought back a
little hearing in one ear. And that day I went to the doctor.
He produced & magic pill---in this case, & suppository---and
said that the congestion was caused by a combination of sea-water
and catearh from the chill, I wanted him to syringe my ears
with warm water, but he said it wouldn't be necessary. The
world looked strange to me, because dumb---a strange, unhinged
world: I could see people's faces all the more clearly; their
naturally distraught expressions, the heavy pouts, eyes that
strained and squinted. My comfort in those few days weas hanging
round the bookshops. I came back every evening with & little
pile of books whieh I put all round me on the bed, in an effort
to keep sane. Nervous diseases will perhaps grow in our world:
there may even be nerve-plagues. The causes wWill not be ascert-
ained: from being too general and too numerous. Diseases like
herpes, with its strange and vague pains, may spread like the
common cold, as wrecked city-crowds congregate more and more,
even n the summer, in the fumes of their own cars, feeding on
manufactured and semi-manufactured food, and recovering from the

collapses with a manufactured antidote. Eaech country may have
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its plague in accordance with its character: Germeny, from
the remorse and self-horror in the young; England, from neglect
of the body and bad food; America, from abstraction, shere

detachment; France, from excess of savoir faire; Italy, from

the imitation of foreign life (therefore, because an imitation,

the least of all).

In my bedroom I looked at the packet the doctor had given me

chemical

and was aware of a lot of xkaxxix&} names, He said it would
cut out the cataarh, I hadn't asked him for & megic pill, but
it was second nature in him to give me one, I left him as deaf
as I found him, I stuck one or two suppositories in my backside
and a few hours later began to feel a good bit worse thgn before.
In fact, I felt poisoned, all the way through. I hadn't teken
drugs for years, and was surprised at myself for having suddenly
accepted one for a mere chill, Chills should be indulged and
given way to: they are the body's excuse for taking a rest,
and the body should be obliged., And I knew my body: at least,
I felt I did, after years of learning patiently. Above all,
I wented my blasted ears cleaned out! But I couldn't get any=-
body to do it. They suggested sticking things into me---inject-
ions or more suppositories---or taking a strong drink and going
to bed, but the ears were never mentioned., And I got deafer and
deafer, A ;ﬁhudi Menuhin record, where he plays the Bach solo
sonatas, neariy brought them back again, by shere mervel and
splendour, But next morning I was as deaf as before.

It was & Sunday morning: I was lying in bed---the sunlight
looked sickly as it does when one is queer---and suddenly, in a
moment of revolt, I jumped up With the words in my head, 'I Wwon't

have a spell put on mej}’ I felt as if I were on a tropical

T P ¢«
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island where the tribes lay spell

yway, I shaved myself and

mede an immediate appointment at the local hospital. In a

few minutes I was there, with the doctor waiting for me, his

eyes like a boy's, and & nun at his side, 'Ears?' he asked,

and I shouted Yes! with & dumb smile. 'This way,! And to my

delight he actually sat me down to look at-T-my ears! He shone

a light into them. 'COmpletely bunged up,' he said. 'Effect

of the sea', Then, to my further delight, the nun bore a fam-

iliar semicircular tray towards me, to hold under my ear, and the

“doctor took out the familiar glass syringe. And then, lukewarm

water: squish! And ah-h-h-h} All three of us said, 'Ah-h-h-hil'

together. I could hear{ Hear! I could hear the world! I

wanted to hug him and dance ;t?& round. Endless tiny peliets of

wax ceame out into the tray. Then the other ear, Again, I could

hear} Hear! Hear! Like bells across the valley. I was free-==-

free to walk about in the world, not peer at it any more like &

visitor! And my body felt better, too. The chill was still

there---after all, I was resting by the sea---but what was & chill?

Back in my bedroom I packed at once, ate a bit of lunch, and drove

off. Right eway from the scene! Iy wife followed by train.
Back here, mhe»e the tiny courtyard lay in silence and the

rocky path up the hill seemed to look & little reproachful...

Later that evening, after dark, when everything lay in the
night-hush, I heard Alberto come up the roed behind his two oxen.

The wheels scarped and rumbled over the stones, He cried, 'Val

via! Vat Cemina! (Cem-i-nal Val! Forzal! Forzal', some-

times in a soft voice, encouragingly, and then with sharpness as

the wheels took & steep incline. He said, 'Ve, va, va', in a

strangely deep‘and absent way, es if his voice came out of Etruscen
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times. I followed him up the hill, hearing his soft cries

and the scrape of the wheels all the way. Half-way up I met
Gianni and Lorenzo on their way to the village by motor-cycle,

and when I told Gianni I'd been in bed most of the time he shouted
in a burlesgue way, waving his arms, 'You should have stayed here
with usi Ybu're better off here! We have aria pure---and peace---
we're free from diseases here-—-dbn't leave us againi® He'd become
thinner in the last few days, and his face was bronzed., All their
grain is in now, He said the work had cost him two kidbos of
weight. And now they were off to enjoy themselves. The air was
soft all round; the village-lights shone on their hill, like a
crown held up. I walked on up and came to their house just as
Alberto was turning into the stab%&yard with his oxen. It was

now past ten and Gianni's mother was still working, bringing in

?%} e from the fields, The bull-calves made a great din when
their mothers walked into the stall, and the fattest of them broke
loose from his chain and fed at the nipple: Alberto indulges this

and gives the beast an affectionate smack on the rump---'He's fatter

than the other one,' he said, 'because he gets more complimenti---
more affection---and E:'always menages to get freet' If an animal
didn't get proper affection, he said, it didn't put on Weight
properly, and its meat was much less choice,

After the oxen were haltered to their troughs he had to help
bring in the forage. The electric bulb failed , in the hot, dark
stable, and they used a candle. Then there was the cutting of
the grass at a circular scythe worked by hand---first the soft
clover and maize-leaves, for the young, and then the coarser,
dryer grass for the grown oxen. Alberto turned the wheel while
his mother fed the grass into the chute, in great armfulls,

plunging forward with her whole tiny body, that only seems skin
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and bone. Alberto was elated, a bit drunk, end swung the
wheel carelessly, telling his mother that the grass was no good,
too dry! He'd been Working at another podere all day, and this
seemed to have excited him: he almost never goes to town.
His face is long and striking, in the stark Etruscan manner,
not good-looking like Gianni's., When he's dressed up on Sundays
in a s;berb suit, with everything in perfect taste, he has such
a commending presence that you might think he was an actog}with
his dark, oily hair and straight back and eyes that flash; only
his bad teeth, and the fact that he talks all the time out of
shere awkwardness at being qﬁ;sed up, show that he's our Alberto
after all, |

They gave me a glass of wine and piled me up with fresh eggs,
and I began to walk down &gain.

In the meantime our dog, which was on heat, hed sscaped, and
I had to walk up and down the hill in the dead of night calling
her name and peering about among the bushes and trees., I went
to the top of the hill where Paolo lives, in a rambling, tumbledown
farmhouse, but didn't go into his courtyard for fear of alarming
him and also perhaps getting some gunshot in my ear, Then I gave
up and came down. The result would be a litter of mongrels---but---
oh, well} I went to bed., And after an hour or so she appeared,
with a mean, yellow-looking half-breed in tow, Paolo's 'hunting
dog', trailing a long chain that sounded likéﬁﬁhe prisoners in

Fideliocﬁ===h==h====

I felt hot from wine, over-tired. The nightingale who always
A
perches close to our bedroom window made his familiar Qall: one
long, soaring whistle, and a few warbles, then silence; Jjust the

beginning of & song---never more; he brings enormous comfort---



the world is suddenly calm,
The moment I heard his brief, and endless, call I felt

better and fell asleep.

I remember walking down to the sea from the road one evening,
near Ancona, in the war, The column had stopped and the trucks
were all drawn into the side of the road, It was dusk, and I was
surprised to find the sea so close, and a smooth, deserted beach.
Everything seemed impossible to me then, except what was, I had
a peculiar sensation on that beach which made me linger. I can't
even tell what it was now: & sense of the exotic perhaps, of
independence---of some adventure I couldn't name but which belonged
to pe intimately. I had only teken a few steps and was quite away
from the army, quite alone. I think we were coming up from Greece
to join a new attack. I thought it might be & premonition of death.
The sea was smooth and quiet; the beach seemed such a kuxury---
'seaside' meant a crowded place for me, Or perhaps my body had
the premonition that it would be here again, a few miles from this
spot, some years later, For a moment I was qQuite alone, as if
in tune with my identity as it would be after the war, But my
mind didn't believe for a moment that I'd ever see Italy &again.

Iy first visit to Rome was short, ;hrsory: that was strange---
not to know that I would meke my home in the city. I hardly
looked at the city itself. Yet the seed must have been sewn
then. Otherwise why did I go back---hardly thinking? (as everyone
goes back to Rome). The seed was cast so deep. perhaps, that

a
my mind knew nothing. I stayed at’;he hotel in the burrow of
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streets in the Spanish quarter, on that first visit in the war.
The thing to do was to ask the hall-porter to fix you up with a
woman for the night. All Rome was copulating,. He fixed up
myself and ﬁkriend: we had to travel to the outskirts of the city
in one of those tiny war-buses which consisted of a canvas box
built on to & motor-cycle, so small that you ecouldn't stand up in
it. I went alone to do the arranging: I was surprised at my-
self---at the methodical way I arranged our pleasures; we would
bring the food and wine, enough for féur; I saw both girls and
approved. And in the evening we went, Those outskfrts must
have been quite close to the Vatican: the city was much smaller
then, There were tall blocks of flats that stood alone: they
seemed to me exotic and beautiful, like rocks in a strange,
mystical, glittering zoo of humanity. The women had a flat, well
furnished. One was serious and delicate in her movements; the
other plump and giggly. We sat round a small table, eating and
drinking without appetite. Then , with @& little wine inside us,
— e men — @)

ngbegmm to find the maid more attgractive than either of the
women and, to their horror, and the spellbound outrage of the
maid, made advances at her, She was ushersd—epd hurried out of
the flat. The night was distraught and ridiculous. I had in-
stilled in my friend a horror of the clap which had begun---I was
so fluent about it---to exeerise a real terror over me. So
neither of us did anything, to the bewilderment of the women ?

8% there were four people aching with desires, on & hot night,
lying with the very person who couldn't satisfy them, while the
mysterious and smiling c¢ity lay outside quite dark and silent.
That was a strange beginning for @ city. Yet I felt happy in
the morning. The light was clean and sparkling as I'd newr

seen it in my life before., It gave promise---with the bustle
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in the street far below---of wonderful events. i
h: (/ Z.ﬁ#_

At half-past five this morning, soon aftercwe woke up, T —

there was a fierce storm and a tremendous wind swept through the
house, le rushed ebout closing doors and shutters, and getting
things in off the terrace, The dog was terrified and kept close
to us. The water cascaded down off the roof in & great chute.

Cur reinwater-well filled up again in no time. There were blind-
ing flashes of lightning. Then, as we lay in bed waiting for it
to stop, we heard the first bird sing, and the clouds began to draw
away., Sergio had gone to work at four, though it was Sunday---the
strikes have delayed the harvest and meke ovebtime necessary---and
We watched him tramping back at seven soaked through, his food-
basket still full. Gianni came down later and said he'd been soaked
from head to foot. He'd been building barche of wheat-sheaves and
couldn't leave them before the 'roofs' were on; he had wrung the
water out of his e¢lothes. At four that morning, when he'd started
work, the sky had been clear and there'd been bright stars; dawn
brought the storm. He said he hadn't arrived home before one in
the morning from the cinema, and then he hadn't been able to sleep
because of the great heat and the mosquitoes: he lay smoking, then

leaned out of the window; now and then he gave his brother Lorenzo

It still isn't real July weather, The usual heat h%;n't come;
although there are bursts of wet scirroco-heat that seeq{ to come
from the sea, The coast this year is hotter than inland, in a perm-
anent scirroco, Yet the Val d&Elsa should be one of the dryest and
hottest regions north of Rome. They say that half of Italy's grain
has been lost this year, through the abnormal winter and the heavy
spring-rains.,

One of the oxen here is sick with tuberculosis, and Gigi
has had to sell her at a loss of forty thousand lire. But she

is still there in her stall, looking delicate and apprehensive,
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The padrona complains &bout it in her singing, wan, mediaeval
way.,
Tis sz‘d A
thas been putting @ fine story about that this house is
@& 'villa' or even a 'palazzo'---for which we pay a pittance.
Since we are foreigners, people find our living here incredible:
foreigners are signori who expect bathrooms and polished wardrobes
whererer they go. I scoteh her stories by saying we are ‘camping'
here---it's just like being in a tent; since camping is an admiss-

ible foreign pursuiQathie=#¢=uai.-tu=t; When I explained to &

shopkeeper yesterday that far from having a bathroom we had no
water and little electric light, and no lavatory to speak of,

he seemed relieved: he'd been worried that the general conspiracy
to charge the foreigner fancy-prices might have been undermined.

odd

L&
Nﬁturally, he likes to keep us all on an upper-cadss level: besouss:
nees .

And it mekes him feel safer, b 4 P

he said, 'you'd like a really nice place another years, in Assié}i,
four rooms with & bathroom, kitchen a&nd all conveniences, I have
it. Furnii?ed as well. No camping there.' I askiﬁ'him how

meked
much it wewdd be and he maﬂl the classical Italian reply, which

never differs so much as by & word, in whichever province you

heppen to be: 'Ah, que&lo non posso dire---that I can't say.

But certainly we would come to some arrangement...'

The July weather has settled in---for the moment. The
rocky path up the hill is beginning to look blinding White, and
the cicadas are louder, echoing across the valley. But there
is always a cool, balmy breese that comes down through the woods
from the sea (without that the Etruscans would never have settled
here) . This breeze is cold sometimes, especially in the evening.

Unusually so, even in the heat. There seems to be another weather
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interfering with the real Italian weather.
When I walk up the hill I scan the path in front of me

for snakes, The vipers can go right across your path, as they
can't see or hear, A dog will stop short when it is aware of

& sneke on the path, and sit down, quite still. The heat makes
the walk uphill slower: the dog plods along with head drooping,
tongue hanging out. There are greatvyells from Luciano at the

foot of the valley, egging his oxen on while he shakes about in

his seat: 'Dio buono, caminal Madonna troiatl!

Yesterday we saw the fattore of this land: he is to be the
go-between for the owner of the house and us. There are mis-
understandings about when to pay the rent and to whom, @bout the

pozzo nero, the 'black well' which means the lavatory, just a

hole in the floor, and lastly---the biggest bone of cantention,

on which I refuse to yield---the bill for 'disnfecting"the

house, that is whitewashing it previous to our entry, which she
would like me to pay. As Caterina says, 'It isn't as if you can
teke the whitewashed walls with you when you leave.,' The fattore
told me with & clear, confidentiai look that he was sure he could
settle matters properly. I think he underestimetes his padrona.
Anyway, Izgzgzzwo months' rent and left. She is setting up a
great moan about the sick ox, he told us; it should never have

happened, she says., 'But we're all losers on that deal,' he

murmured. 'And she's right, misfortunes shouldn't happen.'

On Sunday we walked in the hills beyond the woods, Which
always remind us of the Isle de France. It was just after a

storm. There are rarely two or three days without a storm



now, Sudden chills come into the air, like the currents you

feel in the sea sometimes, The sun isn't safe as it usually

is from May onwards. The sky can cloud over in & moment.

The path winds between cornfields and‘lava-rocks and saplings,
and emerges at the crest of & hill from which one can see a thickly
Wwooded mass of hills, falling into & deep valley. It always
seems &s if no one has ever real%ﬂbeen there---not since centurges
ago, at least, In France or England that path would be full of
reminiscences---Louis XV had once passed there with his mistress,
it used to be a stagecoach road in the time of Jane Austen, Henry
V11l loved to hunt there, the Scots or Burgundians were defeated
there after & battle lasting three days, & charter of freedom was
signed there... But here, if there is a touch from the past a$
all, it is classical, And so you have a sense of pure countryside:

ot s rnore
naturyiworked over end=formee-more perhaps than any other in the
world, and yet bare,. There has been no aristocracy, except one
which plundered the land., No magic has baptised the paths and
woods, except in ancient times.

No picnics---no tender little ceremonies, Gianni's brother
Lorenzo said we must come up and have & merenda with them, perhaps
at the edge of the woods. lerenda is a lovely word, at least it
sounds lovely: meaning snack or picnic, But nothing would be
done with tender relish. We would snatech at & lump of salami and
drink a glass of wine, probably standing; @and then make off,

We sat in Gianni's kitchen a few days ago and ate & few mouthfuls,
washed it down with some excellent wine; and afterwards I suddenly
thought, 'Well, we've had the merendal' The Italians are so
ancient, not in time but in feeling: it is their quality, always

was, They're ancient like cicadas or salamanders. There isn't

real tender regard for the human creature: no flirtation, delight,
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folly---and these make up the picnic,

Sometimes I think that Italy is nothing but classical:
the Renascence, certainly the baroque, seem nothing. Florence,
Siena, Parma, Ravenna---the towns of the Renascence: nothing.
Tuscany is as bare as any other part of Italy: only the towns
are like jewels, set in the plains, There hesn't been magic in
the country: except before Christianity.

Perhaps this drive for the town which they all have now is
ancient. The town provides the only meaning, always has,

There aren't the great country houses that you see in France
and England. They haven't determined the shape of the land.
When you find them they are closed and hidden---turning their
backs, They don't frown on to a valley like the(;éhloss.

They don't stand clement and mild like & Queen Anne house in the
Cotswold country. Their touch hasn't entered the people.

The Etruscans had the magic.

Letters from New York---bright, thrilling, crackling with
work and prospects. The promise of heaven on earth.

This wilts us secretly: @& bondage. Like the Second Coming,
which never came, There's to do here and now, We can wait---
we think we can: but our bodies, nerves, can't be kept in abey-
ance, '

heo #ro-ma'ud, no Mnﬂl .

This is the Etruscan---'here and now'/,Z Did the Italians
inherit this? They have no *beyond'. Né truncation of life
into past and future: into time, ié;ember how indifferent the
Siecilians are to time and age. Is that elessifal? Is that why

the Italians have no reminiscences? their past and future are the

now? And so their earth doesn't change: in speaking once it
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spoke for all time? Were the Etruscans Italy's baptism?

From our 'Isle de France' hills we saw a great wall sticking
up from a wooded valley, broken and jagged, surrounded entirely by
thick undergrowth. And beyond it, where there were fields, lay
what they call the 'old castle', a group of farmhouses perched on
e bare hill, ©Paolo's brother lives there, we are told; he also
is & shepherd. And there are ruins. But what ruins we Can't
make out, Is this strange towering jagged wall, suddenly thrusting
out of the bushy woodland, part of the ruins? Is it ancient or
mediaeval? The map tells us nothing.

We decided to drive there, or a&s near there as we could get.
It meant teking the road to Volterra and turhigg right. There was
another road, jﬁ.easier one that went direct through the woods from
here, but weé%zﬁéver been able to locate it; people talked about
it vaguely, in the way they have in the country. 86 we took this

d smunating
obvious road, It climbed up and up, exerteokimg the strange and
stirring hills below Volterra, that sometimes look &s though a
massive freezing wave had passed over them and ruffled them. Mis?t
and clouds floated in the valley. There were thick, dark woods,

and then bright fields, all laid out like an immense map as far &as

we could see. At the top of the hill we asked for Castel Vecchio

and were told we'd passed it: there was a path to the left which
we hadn't noticed. And we drove back down the hill cerefully.
There it was, going surreptitiously away from the road at an
angle, sloping down between trees, We noticed a shepherd at the
cormer, his face much like Paolo's, and guessed he must be the
brother: then we drove on slowl&. The path began to hug the

side of & hill, with a small valley on the other side, in exactly

the style of ean Etruscan approach. And I began to feel the sanlit
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happiness I always do on an Etruscan path: a special golden
sensation, as if eme=wexe at the edge of a great event., As
always with an Etruscan path, nothing ahead could be seen:
but suddenly we came to a vast opening, and spaces, There before
us, shining on the crest of a hill, were ywo farmhouses, and
beyond them were rolling hills as far as Castel Fiorentino, on
the road to Florence. We drove up td the courtyard and asked
twWwo peasants who were sitting outside, leaning on their sticks,
'Is this Castel Vecchio?!

Yes, it was, Were we after the ruins? they wanted to know.
Yes, we were., Ah, well, they were further on, along the path
thet ran at the side of the house (also mysterious, and clearly
a continuation of the other andédéent path), and it had to be done
on foot. A car would be no use, The path went through woods,
over rocks and streems; and it took about three-quarters of an
hour, before one reached the 'towers®', Whet were the so-called
'towers'? Ah, that they couldn't sayl But certainly they were
interesting for those who understood such things. There were
holes in the ground---tombs, people said. 'They must be Etruscan,’
I told them, They shrugged, and one of them said with a smile
that he'd never ventured inside one: he was always afreid the
roof would fall in, and also, there was danger of vipers---they
lurked in%holes, under stones, and he wasn't in a hurry to be
bitten by & viper! Once, he said, & lawyer---a small, fat man---
had spent & month there looking at the ruins day by dey, @& book
in his hénd; and when they'd asked him what there was of interest
in the towers he only said Quietly, With a smile, 'You wouldn't

understand---non capite, voil' We must come another day, they

said, because it weas already‘ﬁoo late in the afternoon; it would

be dark in an hour or two and it wouldn't do for a cristiano to
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get lost in the woods! And they made faces and laughed.
Wias Paolo's brother there? we asked., Yes, he lived there, and
he'd just teken his sheep up to the road. We explained that
we lived near Paolo and got our milk from him, Then we must be
the foreigners who'd taken the house at thﬁ#oog of the hill where
Paolo lived? Yes, they'd heard! Apparently the news had got
across the vast, pathless, wooded valley, to their isolated post.
Then they talked about the war, Moroccan troops had been
there---fearful fellows, they said, who cut off ears and never
spared Germans when they caught them---they cut their throats
from ear to ear., English and American troops head also been

there: +they had bartered wine and eggs for tinned food and

sugér. A German had stayed up & tree with a machine-gun for two

or three days, until the English or Americans brought the tree
down from under him,

They spoke as if the war had been the last thing to have
really happened there. 4nd the place seemed not to have changed
& stone since then. The troops might have been there yesterday.
They talked about them as if they were still youﬁg, still the
same troops, only they were somewhere else now, They talked
about the Morrocans and their French officers as if their faces
were still before them. The silence was immense on that hill-
side: I suppose one startling event would fall into that sparkling
immensity and be enough for & lifetime., Youth, they said,
is unmindful of things in war: Dboys lose all sense of family,
and homes, crops, other people's belongings, are meaningless to
them.

It was getting chilly and the sun had started to go dowmm.

We would come back another day, earlier, As we drove away they

fe efia f‘n

sat with their eyes still on us, calm and inquisitive:A e seemed [/ €.

-



to them only another aspect of the war-experience that had

fallen into the silence yesterday or twenty years ago.

A letter from the padrona---an answer to my conference with
the éattore. Will I please not take our business to 'third
parties' to settle? But I shall. The words run close together
in one round, breathless scrawl, as if from centuries of cajolement
and legal wrangling. She won't specify precisely what she thinks
I owe her, over and above the agreed rent: if you define your
position too closely you can't move out of it later., A wise
Italian instinct, this.

WWhen we go to see her she talks about the Pope, or her son,
or how intolerably untidy her daughter is, or about the religious
experiences she has had; she saw her son fall---the image sudd-
enly crossed her mind when she was standing before a madonnina---
and later that day she found he'd had an accident. She talks
rhetorically, opening her mouth wide, with flashes of humour and
irony. By the time she has finished we are all tired and too
hungry to think about bills., We've been wrangling middly for
two months now. Some déep Italian wrangles go on for five,

fifteen years, Sometimes they go from one gener&ation to another,

abolishing time.,

Sergio told us that to get to the 'towers' we needn't take
the road to Volterra at all: we could walk frbm a point-just
beyond the woods here, where & narrow path cubs straight into
the hills; +this must be the mysterious path we've been after.
It means a difference of one or tWwo hours walkihg, he said,

So yesterday we tried it. We packed up some bread and
cheese and wine and drove to the nearest village, then took the

rocky path into the hills behind: he'd told us to go &s far
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és & villa that stood alone in its podere. We found the

villa and left the car in the courtyard, at the end of & drive

of cypresses. Then we spotted someone to show us the way---

the peasant's wife., She was nursing & child on the grass,

surrounded by tiny ducklings. There were two ways to the ruins,

she said, one sti%ght through the woods, and difficult to keep to

because of the undergrowth, and the other a real path all the way

that would teke at least two hours. We could see the ruins pro-

truding out of the woods on the next hill, jagged and split.

They seemed remarkebly near, In the winter, she said, the path

through the woods was easy enough because the trees were bere,

but in the summer you needed & guide: on Sundays her husbeand was

available but today he was working. *Anyway, I'll show you where

it begins!i' she said with a smile. We walked across the forecourt

of the ville; & Roman family owned it, she said, and came only for

August each year. The shutters were tight closed, and the walls
Flak and

were in good order; the fields were pexfee$idy still all round;

and the ville with its mellow, painted walls, and tiny balconies,

gave it all a touch of splendour and grace that had perhaps always

been there, from the time of the Etfruscans.

The path was almost invisible and it meant treading through
thick bushes the whole way. Whet about the other path? we asked,
And she pointed it out: wide and well-shaded with trees. It
would take too long, but we decidedcto try it. It looked so
inviting, sloping down between the trees. A scirocco had started
and the sunlight was very misty and yellow; the usual cool
breeze from the sea had dropped. ; A few clouds were formirg .

The path went shere down towards & dried riverbed, like & Tyroleen

valley except that the srees were less tall. Embedded in the

path\rere boulders and the polished roots of trees, which some-
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times provided a stairway down. e Were soon sweating.
There Wwas herdly any air. The dog rushed elong excitedly,
yawning and puffing.

The stones in the riverbed were covered with shining mud,
yet the moment you touched them with your foot you found the mud
turned to dust at once. There wes a great silence in the woods,
with the occasional flap of wings and the cry of & bird, and the
endless rattle of the cicada.

Af the riverbed we collected sticks to walk with, and an
ascent started, through darker woods than before, the boulders of
the path mottled black and grey with lava, and large smooth
pebbles now and then. We wondered if this had been a modest
roadway in Etruscan times, leading from one valley to the other.,
Storm-clouds were forming iﬁfland and there was the hushed sound
of thunder in the distanoe.‘/ It wasn't likely that the storm would
come to us as the ﬁ%%ther was clear in the direction of the sea.

The trees grew smaller as we went up, and the veé%ation became
thicker on either side, with the sun gleaming throughf%he leaves on
the jagged path. It reminded me of biblical countries---I couldn't
place exactly where, but it had something to do with the light,

e certain dim yellow sparkle that fell through the trees, & sense
of dawn, but dawn in history, something exciting that had happened
collectively long ago, With the glow of & wonderful story told at
night; Bebylon, perhaps; the arch of Tesiphon; the orange-groves
near Tel-a-ViifzﬁtitE;.that send out their overpowering fluffy
scent; the mountains of Kurdistan, the Lebanon; a Syrien wadi
where there were only gleaming boulders as dry as bone, and the
rolling desert as far as one .could see. It reminded me of_Eake
Galilee, as one looks shere down on to it after a sudden turn in

waes ale lers
the road. And thereAthe Mediterranean glitter---Algkérs, Fhe
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squelid Philipville, Bizerta.

At the top of the hill Wwe seemed no nearer than at the
beginning. Then in a clearing we suddenly caught sight of
the towers., The tallest of them gleamed in the light like a
ruined temple you might come across by the sea in the south,
from Greek times, its tracery near the top still faintly
visible; and it had that light, dusty fineness of great age.

Yet at the same time it didn't seem ancient. lediaevel, perhaps.
But there was something marvellous about the place itself: the
dense heath clung &ll round it, and hid everything at the base.

We were still a long way from it, and the path had trickled out,
taking us in the wrong direction.

At the side of the tallest tower we could see & squat build-
ing, its four wells intact, only roofless: the pointed end-walls
showed that it wasn't classical; it could have been & priory,

a chapel. The 'tower' could have been part of a castle-wall,
the round watch-tower at one corner. A ruin from ancient times
would have sunk further into the earth: Dbut these stood their
original height, we could see that.

We plodded on, and every glimpse we had of the towers showed

that we were going further away., At the end we found ourselves

once again at Castel Vecchio where we had talked to the two peasants.

And we knew that the path leading from there to the ruins was
another good hour's ﬁalk, over very rough ground; the evening wes
already drawing on, so we decided to return home and try it again
early one morning, taking the path that cﬁts straight through the
woods, for which we would need stout shoes and sticks.

If there was anything Etruscan over there, besides these

mediaeval ruins, it was right that we should have to fight for

ité the Etruscans don't like to be fathomed. ///igﬁt:

M\\
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W ﬁ_; gPaolo brought us milk yesterday that went sour at once. This

followed an affable conversation with him; the more affable we are
the more we lay ourselves open to be deceived, Here is your pagan,
intact from ancient times, He goes about his lonely devices on the
principle that they're invisible, As he can't see into your mind

he supposes you can't see into his,

I remember a Greek village under & dry, gleaming hill of boulders,
again in the war; I stand on thw ooden balcony of a house with an
interpreter, looking down into the street which is covered with pebbles
like & beach at the sea and has no pavement. We have been searching
houses for arms, To my surprise & pretty girl of my own age is stand-
ing below, She is blonde and slim, with a delicate, rather French
face, I speak to her, and she answers in French, The interpreter
is ribald: he is an old, pot-bellied, razzled man, She tells me,
gazing up mildly in the sunshine, surrounded by the silence of a tree-
less countryside, that she lives in the nearby city. I promise to
come to her home, Then she is gone, The interpreter says he has
never seen her before, How she can have come from the city, without
a car, in war-time, we don't know., He says she must have walked---
with a dirty laugh., But the road is lonely, through foothills, un-
paved, and there are partisans and brigands about.

I meet her at her home in the city. This is a large house near
the bay, At the door downstairs I am shushed quiet by a maid---she
puts a finger up to her lips, then draws me by the hand up two or three
flights of stairs, in darkness and silence. A&t the very top we emerge
into the open air again, It is the roof and she whispers to me to
stay there, Then she leaves, closing the door behind her.

I wait there for some time., Not @& sound or movement comes from
the house. I can't even hear the city outside. The night is quite
dark. Then the girl appears, swiftly, with great mystery, suddenly

opening the door and stending before me, like a blond shadow. We
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talk in whispers, Can she come down to the square? I ask. Noe.
Can she walk along the quay with me? No. Can she invite me into
her house? No. I shrug and wait., But she can drive out to the
village with me, she says, I nearly jump with astonishment. 'I live
there,' she says, Live where? In the village where we first spoke.
Her family has a tiny house there; she can invite me, quite alone,
Not tonight, however., I must take her to the village the follewing
morning, and come to visit her in the evening.

She was to be in the village-house alone, except for her maid,
who went everywhere with her, She gave me an exact description of
where the house lay. I was to find the house without asking passers-by

I walked through the village in the dead of night, passing silent
groups of men, and found the house, down & little ineline, perched on
the side of a hill, She and the maid were waiting inside, The maid
was sent to bed, and we sat the table together, in the dim light of &n
.0oil-lamp. I made approaches to her, but every approach brought me a
smack on the face, Yet she immediately provoked me to approach her
again, Every movement on my own initiative, even & movement of my
fingers, brought me a fresh smack on the face, After an hour my face
tingled and was as red as a radish, But I kept on smiling, When I'd
had enough I staggered to the door to leave, and to my astonishment she
said in a hoarse, bitter voice, 'Some people can never finish what they

start}' I've asked myself again and again what the meaning of khis

experience was,

Reading Erasmus., He calls it *'this raving world®'. He and
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Thomas liore shared the same hope for a time, of an impending
marvellous civilisation. THomas liore was beheaded by the
English reformation (1554),'Erasmustqkork was ruined by the

Germen reformation (1520 onwards).

I glimpsed & possible civilisation at a concert in London.
Or was it Salzburg? The faces vere young, quiet, inquisitive,

even when they were old.

We saw the Duccio panels in Siena, placed in a kind of
sealed room with curtains and conditioned air, under specially
placed lights, Rather like a mortuary. The attendant explained
some of the colours to us: gold meant faith or holiness; gold
thread or a cloak of gold separated the diseciples, Our Lady and
Joseph from the others; purple was the colour of royalty. The
colours, he said;ﬂgigzhground from precious stones. He added
that one could spend days on each panel unravelling its symbols.

e stared and listened. Duccio was called 'the Greek' sometimes:
and there is & late-Greek finish to his work. None of the turmoil
of Fredi: it is all symbols and scholarship. The fixed, bright
colours seemed to have found their destiny in this sealed, artificial
rooms,

I was glad to get outside, and as I‘predicted to myself while
inside, I couldn't remember a thing of what I'd seen. Except the
lovely expression of a lLladonna panel, about which nothing had been
seid.

The attendant had also showed us a needle behind the main
panel which records the entrance of each person by measuring the

increased humidity, and makes the necessary adjustment to the

atmosphere. Apparently, the panels have been rescued from
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various churches when they were hidden in side-chapels or behind
altears, Then they were wleaned, most of them, They would have
done better to stay there, in their intimate corners, half-hidden,
rarely noticed,

local

Oua‘art—restorer says that these attendants are chiacchieroni

---gas-bags---and that 'some' of the colours 'might have been?
ground from precious stones t*perhaps',

He also told us that he'd been responsible for bringing the
Bartolo di Fredi frescoes to light in San Gimignano. It was about
thirty years ago and he'd been paid five hundred lire for the whole
work. He said I was wrong to think that Christ was holding an
image of himself as & child, in the St. Augustine fresco: he is
holding the spirit of the Madonna as she dies; the spirit, departed
from the body, was always represented as a baby in arms with & halo.

He said he didn't know anything of the mural we'd seen in St.
Jacob's, the tiny convent-church. I described it to him warmly, but
he still shook his head. He said it was certainly not a Bartolo di

Fredi, but probably from the same period, the same workshop.

Some hideous atonal music on the portable radio. Like
having your tooth pulled. This is what we get for being in the
intoxicated grip of German music for so long (in the grip of the
Germans for so long?): the impasse produced by Germen abstraction.
No more dancing or singing, nothing intimate, not the slightest
rhythm from the 1life we know: just clatters produced by the mind,

on a striking mathematicel basis,

Giannit's lips show signs of ungoverned passion in childhoo d.
It was the first thing I noticed about him, His lips &re actually

the shape of lips closeé& hungrily round & nipple: extra flesh
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has formed on both sides, Today he mentioned it and said he
wes going to have a little operation some time, to remove the
extra skin, He said with a laugh thaf he'd teken too much mil%/
é&s a child, and had sucked sugar or thumb in between timest

This morning he brought down & live chicken and a basket-full
of marrows for us., Gigi says, trying to make a laugh out of it,
that we're spoiling him, by always taking him in the car, Renato,
Sergio's son, said yesterday---not realising what he'd said until
he'd said it---that Gianni occupies the 'dog's place' in our car,

The girl up the hill, who lives along with her mother amnd father,
in a slough of work from dawn till dusk, gets moral about Gianni:
'Eveh signori have work to do,' she tells him. tWhy leave everythiﬁg

to your mother??

We took our bread over to Luciano's family this morning far S
baking: +they have an oven outside and our two loaves will go in
with theirs. They ell gepe at the wholemeal: why isn't it white?
Yet they grow and cut and thresh the wholemeal grein themselves, . il
in the fields they ploughed with their own hands; they will take ‘
it themselves to the '™mill' where it will be smashed about until
robbed of taste and value, when they will get it back looking like »fﬁﬂ
french powder} They say wistfully, 'Who knows if it's our grain
we get back?!? Of course it's quite & deal for the 'mill': they sgll
the rest of the grain back to the peasants as chicken-food and &s _kiaﬁv
wholemeal flour to reinforce the ox-forage in the winter., All the

-

old stone-mills have been closed up. There isn't one locelly.

The weather strange again. Every afternoon at roughly the

same time there is & storm with lightning that darts straight down

on to the fields, with deafening claps of thunder., The rain is
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sudden, brief and torrential. Then there is a clear eveniﬁg.
It happens regularly every day---& fine, hot morning, the storm,
and then the serene evening sky.

There was & slight eiéth-tremor along the coast & few days ago.

Gianni told us that a streak of lightning gad come within
four or five metres of his mother when she was bringing in some grass.
He himself wes standing by the house, about ten meters away, end it
struck between them, The noise was immense, He asked her when
she got back to the house if she'd been frightened and she said,
'Wo, I didn't even see iti* He spoke about her in & musing way.
'She would have been frightened all right if she'd seen it!'---with

& laugh., He probably didn't tell her about ite.

Last night, an opera in the village square, During each
interval there was violent hammering and sceneshifting: lacking
a curtain, they had hit on the ugly device of shining arc-hamps
in the faces of the audience, so that we should be blinded.
There was & woman-conductor wreathed in a tight black gown
down to her feet that made her look snaky and bizarre,
The effect of her conducting was to meke it seem like a schobl-
performance: she appeared with the mein singers at the end of
each scene, like their school-mistress. Her movements were
round and graceful, and sometimes her hips moved in & dancing way---

like in a foxtrot. She was competent and clever, It was Verdi,
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but minus the drama: a shell. We nodded and dozed. In the
ballroom scene the chorus knocked together like farmers bidding
for livestock: +the men's idea of gristocratic fun was to tie
paper streamers round the necks of the women, who then bared

their teeth in an aristocratic laugh while they were being thrott-
led; the conspirators were dressed quite inexplicably in shiny
green night-dresses and sleeping caps, like old women out of
Dickens, with swords and daggers underneath. In the minuet

they formed a crowd so that you couldn't see the dance itself---~
for the good reason that it wasn't going on. Whenever the tenor
got applause his face broke into a delightful boxer's grin.

The music was all there: but the conductor seemed to be teaching
it to the orchestra as she went along, morally---here were the
notes, this was how it was written, and this was how it must be
played; obvious} When she did interpret the music it was
temotion', showing-off: but luckily she got tired of thet very
early. The soprano sang like a peasant-woman calling her chickens;
in passionate moments she was like & peasant-woman being tickled.
When the tenor was dying at the end the chorus looked on like a
queue in the post office. The thing dragged on until one in the
morning. Gianni was with us, dressed to the nines, Two seats
away was the fgggfore who found us this house---he shouted 'Braval’
after one of the soprano's arias as if she'd just bought an ox for
half its value (he admired her without thinking her honest). The
smell with which evefyone here is impregnated---Sergio, Gianni,
Gigi---of sweet grass, oxen and volcanic soil, drifted across the
audience from hundreds of men, mixed with cheap cigarette-suoke.
All the people with windows looking on to the square had their
lights turned off, but of course they had to look for things

irgently now and then, in the Italien way, and every few minutes
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& light went up self-effacingly and then out again. Flags
were draped out of the windows across the stage for the last scene,
and incomprehensibly one of them was an old map of the Atlantic.
coast of America with the word Boston written across it. At
curtain-call the stage was & chaos, the principal characters mixed
up with stagehands while the applause was going on, The bass,
who had got the biggest hand of the evening, had his thermos flask
with him and was busily opening it. Poor old Verdi: but perhaps

he would have enjoyed it. They got the music right, more or less,.

Being Verdi performed by oxen, there was something natural about it:

but of course oxen have no sense of drema,
It made me think, 'No sense of aristocracy, no art.!
Aristocracy means the ability to show yourself naked (that
is, in any state): to be & living and welking denial of original

sine.

llore reading about the Humenists. John Colet, Thomas liore
and Erasmus in the sixteenth century wanted the 'restoration of
theology! after centuries of thinking in symbols, allegory, number,
that is, thinking in the 0l1d Testament way.

The Humenists, in the course of two centuries, brought the
middle ages to an end: they did it by reviving Greek and Romén
bexts, but equally by reviving the New Tesgsment, that is, the story
of Christ. Humenism---or the 'revival of learning' or the
Renascence---was & kind of victory over the 0ld Testament, by
means of the ancient world.,

Basically the Humanists found in Greece and Rome freedom
from the darkness of a predeé?%ined life: & release from the
Second Coming. Greece and Rome supplied & relief from the

doctrine of original sin,
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Greece had pointed to Christ. Greek statues were lifelike
(and the basis of our art, through the Renascence) not because the
Greeks wanted to imitete the humen figure but because, for the first
time, the human creature could be a god. For the Egyptians gods
were enimals or effigies, but for the Greeks, in & dawn of new life,
the humen body depicted and repeated in every detail that of & god;
the most private parts were depicted with loving care, in the statues;
all sense of sin and st4in was absent; the body is for the first
time & marvel in itself,

And Christ seized on this when he s&id---almost the only words
gt his trial---'ye are gods', It was as opposite to the doctrine
of Adam's fall as necessary. And we, perhaps, have been engulfed
between the two. Christ produced for us & kind of struggle between
that first Greek sense of marvel in the human creature, which he
inherited, and that doctrine which described the creature &s naturally
stained, the Fall described in the 0ld Testament. He said that
even heathens, criminals, whores, even fhose who weren't Jews had
the breath of God in them, It was this that broke the calm of kis
oWwn society.

And what we call Humanism was a revival of that first sense of
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