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M- DoWN TO TIE RARTH OF HISTORY

4 : L

Yhat was T to do? T could have discussed things with Bdgell and others,

snd have found some sort of odd job in publishing or the like, hung on [

somehow on the edge of journalism; but that would have been to fail my

fath. T had somehow to find a way of life that would carry me on from

the hasis that the 'ress had given me. There could be no return aver now

to my Oydney damn-all existence, where & woman wa2s helping me with money;

T had to stand on my own feet, carry along the helpless and semi-paranciac |

Zlza, ond yet gain my living by a system that somehow builf on the rpos-

s

itive aspects of the Press and my verse-dramas.

At first there seemed a way-out without too much change from Fanfrolice

dayg. B., a director of the wholesalers who had handled our books, leflt

twe Pipm to start off ms a publisher. We apyroached me with a susrestion

th

+ T should continus printing my own sort of books, with his imprint.

The offer s¥hcd to good to be frue. T had handed practically everything

over to the liguidators. H. now paid me some small sums while Elxa and I

found =n old forze near Punmow, with a cottage nextdioor. With his agree-

ment we mut in m concrete floor in ths forge, and he promised to buy me

B

ey .

vress. Put he paid us only one wisit, then died. He was a heavy drink-

fe wers left without any resources, in the countryside, cut off from

ondon and its poscibilities. T tried to finish off diyiyatory Life of

Tohn Donne that I had been workins on for B., which in larpe part was a

depiction of the sexual conflicts I hed xmmE undergone, gnterpreted

-

through Donne, plus some investigations of little=known 17th-century

thinkers such as the Rosicrucian Tludd, whom 1 had read during my Tesail=|

ches in the Sritish “useum. Donne's surrender to theclocy in his desnerathf

i
-west for a livelihood, horne down by his ailing wife and their brood

of ehildren, wvak the sort eof thing | was determined not to repent in my

own life; ! had to develop, in w®e direct forms of experience, the elem-

ents of union, understanding, joy defined in the love-poems =and their K

conflicts. . had to release those conflicts Ifrom metaphysics, not cloud

-t
them finally over otherwordly gosls. Teenzh The book was thus far too iy

- . —A
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soafused in methdd, nedther an objective Life nor 2 confessed fantasia on
s=zu=s from Bonne, and could not hope for publication; but it helped me to |
ss2 yhere I was going.

Then T had another idea. I still held some drawings done by Norman for
f2scelles Abercrombie's Phoenix, (L.A, had at first agreed to let us rep-
rint his play, then, after a discus=zion with Secker, lost his nerves The
Sravings belonged to Norman, so I had not handed them in.) T shufflsd them
=P, then set about dewising a sort of light picaresque fantasy-narrative,
=2f in ke Yomeric days, to link them in ways that would quite mask the
sonnection with L.A.'s play. I mads the heroine Cressids and called the

tale Cressidds First Tover. T felt that my prose had no chance of public-

=tion, but that the drawings might attract a vublisher. To my surprise the
Sodley Head at once accepted the tzle, but didn't want the dravings.
Perhnps this light-hearted story micht have led to something of the
same kind, more historically serious. But the Chancery suit I had began J
for the regaiging of Ylza's daughter was going badly; Blza was scared ofew
penniless situation, but even more scared of giving me freedem of action;
she violently resumed her attacks on me. (From this period our sexual
reiatinﬂs endad, though T continued looking after her till 1941.) The
brezkdown of the Press had hit me harder than I understood, finally under-
Zining my faith in Norman's universe. The idea of failure could be accept=-
#d in private; the whole thing seen as a merely temporary retreat. Put
in the cold eye of & legal proceas, however conducted with gentlemanly !
degorum, T Telt held up to the world as a defaulter, cne who had let down
those who trusted him. I felt the blow, but did not realise how de=p it 5
hnd gone. I now bepgan trying to psydoanalyse myself, a risky process, but
something T could not evade. (I hzd read enough clinical reports to know
fairly well how the examination went, but could not estimate the tangles
liable to result when one was both inguisitor and vietim. Flza's ruthless I
eyes served as the external force ensuring that T did not easily give upq '
I realised that the QOedipus Complex, which previously I Eﬁuulﬁ have |

leclarsd guite irrelevant to myself, had powerfully held me in its ntrang}l
]

|

ul=ating sphinx-grip. I experienced afresh my close relation of desirs-

revulsion to my mother as the head (father) of the abandoned famil¥, and
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of angry antagonism to my father who had left us open to the threat of

the world; experienced these emotions with the sharp searchlirght of Feeud- ':
ian awareness torturing them ﬁg'uf their lairs, so that they mipht te
recognised at last for what they were, and might give up their phost in i
the light's hargh purifications -- or at least ghsmzx lose their old hidd-n
compulsive power. I saw that behind the intensity of my discipleship to
Horsan had lain my antagonism d&ving me on inte ever—-fuller commithment;
anything less would have left c¢revices for the other side of the truth to
intrude on my consciguSness. I had gained a sense of superiority, of
dominating our situation, by the inereased precision and lore I had been
able to bring to bear on his concepts, relating them to Plato, Proklos,
Blake and philosophy in general, introducing him to Freud and Einstein, I
clarifying the idea of the Imxxs creative image, and so on. To others I
might seem an enslaved disciple; to mysmelf I appeared the leader in fields
to some extent ecleared by lorman. Further, I had the succsas of the Preas |
to compare with his father dismal attempt on TLordon in 1909-10. (For in

my eyes we had succeeded, however ignored or belittled hy the establish-
ment and whzt were for us ites tame pseudo-rebels, Tewis snd Tliot: we suc=-
ceeded because we kept going, did the work we wanted, and found as large

an aud$ience for the Auvhrodite as we tried to find.) The failure of the i
Preas was then a sad blow at my sustaining image of myself as the ﬁber—

Norman; and one sees kaw why I never even congidered a roturn to Australiat
wvhen iﬁ_happaned. Aparywirom the problem of Elza, which I could have escap-
ed hyha reburn, I could admit a setback which punctured my EEEE-rnle and
and thus m@gh weakened the basis nﬁ which I had accepted Norman and rep- g
ressed my antagonisms. :
Under the ruthless psychoanzlytic pressure the whole set of rational-
isations on which I had built our alliance broke down. I was brought back
to the tensions of 1918, but in a vastly enlarged situwation, in which the L
strength of the repressed wmotions was all the greater because of the |
force with which they had been driven down and distorted. About this time 2
T heard that he was threatening to cut down my mother's allowance. I wrote ¢
him a fierce letter of remonstrance and demunciation. He has not left, T
think, any record of his reponse. e had a remarkable talent for hiding

such things away, pretending they had never happened; but it must have bee



a bitter moment. In supporting Elza apainst the world (the Craigs and ny
own former friends) I had re iscovered my duty to my mother; rediscovered
all that I owed to her longsuffering kindness and forbearance, all that

I had blithely ignored or forgpotten in my haste 1o join Morman.

My surrender to Elza was intensified, my need to champion her, my
need to prove that I could overcome the monstrous egoism which now seemed
to have governed Norman in 2ll his actions. And I found the shattering
nroblems of pﬁéhnanalysing oneself. Dither such a process wpuid in ineff-
ective, dwindling away feebly with a few minor understandings of one's
past motivations, or else it sains a terrible momentum. Yhat ensured that

I would take the second course was the presence of Zlze at my side with

her remorseless eyes, walting for the moment when I would be able to sprin

up as a new man, washed clean frém sin, with my inner mechanisms all

changed overnight. In normal process the analyst is there to take the

transferences of the patient and teo bring about the moment of recognition,

when the latter is thrown back into himself and resolves what has been

all his life an unresolved confliet. With no analyst there te bring about

the result, one finds onself spiralling downwards into an endless void of
fear, of trauma. I ended by. lyins on my bed for a fortnizht or longer

in a fast, taking no more than & little millk, and carried away in a series
of obscure visions. I knew them all the while to be a sort of hallucinat-
ion, but EHJ?Iucreaainﬁly putside myself: images superigpposed on the walls
and furniture, mingling withe them, oblibbmzting them. Mostly the forms
were small, sometimes very small, as of skurrying hosts across huge

deserte, suddenly lost in the crevasse of some cosmic disaster. At times
there were pure geometries, abstract forms in precarious movement round e<
some threatened centre, moving in on themZelves in an endless contraction
or sWelling on the edge of a conver-red explosion. In between the viniuns1
I felt myself soinz down deeper and deeper in time through my childhood,
my babyhood, to the enigmatic moment of birth. How far the early experi-
encea I believed that I resurres@mycted in dark, blurred and emotionally

pgwerful form were genuine, T had no means of checking. I felt indeed MGt

K

I reached the birth-trauma, and aftewwards, staggerinfr to a mirror,
found indeed the faint traces of wvery old scars on my face and head
where I had conceived mys=lf 4o be torn. {Tt might be arcued that T had

H



not=d the faint scars without registering them in my mind, and that I now
ugsed them to verify my ''memories." The memories, I may add, were not vis-!
uslly elear, but were somehow projections of my whole body, unfocussed and
beketting strong perturvations of emotion and sensation, yet somehow com-
pelling the interpretation %® which I gave to them.)

Hy final experience on the bed was a vision, not a dark memory. In &
stark bronze lisht ¥ saw lionheaded goddess of an &Sgyptian type, sharply
cut ount, yet alive. I leaped put of bed and began feebly to eat.

Partly under Elza's pressure, but also out of my anxiety to make a
clean break, I burned all my manuseripts and letters. =Zlza said T was
hiding behind my bveard, so 1 shaved it off. lo. she began to tell the i
truth about herself. A firm of Brainiree solictors was working for us on .
Chancery action; they must have much sympathy for our plight, since they
never sent me in a bill; but they did ask for 550 to settle on Robinetta,
the girl, in a trustfund. I managed to get the Limited Edifions Club of
Hew York to commission a trahslation of the QEEEEE_EEE for 2100; and we
sold a slizht novel to an export-firm I knew, who had decided to dabble i1

publishing. Saturday Night at the Black Bull was set in & country-pub,

the whole thing happening in one night. I wrote it down, but Tlza, who
knew country-pubs well, oprpovided some of the dialogue and the songs.

The work was more a documentary than a novel. From now on Elza gave up

e

writing verse, though she later made some attempls at plays, basing her-
self mainly on some road-shows in which she had, years back, played Sé&ke
minor parts. Cne of these plays had an incest-theme, a father falling in

love with his unknown daughter.

-

She decided she wanted to go home to Commbe Martin, where her mother

was now married to a market-gardener. I sold everything I had,and we
left for Jorth Uevon. Her mother was astounded and uncertainly grateful

at finding her still alive and not at all like a village-girl; in'eed

she carvied the thing off very well, e retreated to gn%ﬁiﬁehnuse at
Blackmore Gate on the edge of moor; I had learned that with a reference
in Who's Who it was sasy to get a lease, with the Iirst payment coming .
at the end ;f the first quarter; and the larger the house the easier it 5
was. le had only some window-curtains, bought on credit at Parnstaple,

and packinpg-cases from the barns at the back, Ve stayed here for near
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three monkhs, during which I made 2 few poubds by copying ocut my Blake

and selling the manuscript to Foyle's. Then we went back to lLondon, &
liow began three years of wanderings. Ye were driven cn by lack of

money, and our moves, partly dictated by Elza's restlessness, made the £

lack even worse. We went,through some advertisement, to Haldon and weesd

lived & few days in etse beach-huts, wandered by stages across land to

Colchnster; there we found a Cornish advertisement and went bo Portreath.

I 1lived in a small house in an hotel's gardens, then in a ruinous tower,

while Zlza stayed in a ebttage. Now and then we had to go to Tondon on i

account of Chancery, till Edith Craig gained custody of the girl. There -

were several changes more in Cornwall, from the head of Falmouth bay to

Trurd, then to Portloe (with bailiffs aftier us), then to a ropeg-walk bn

Porthleven. The only time I ever asked for a loan of money was at Pori-

loe, when I wrote to will Dyson (my uncle through his marriage to Ruby

Lindsay) and he at once sent me S515. At moments Elza seemed getting betteq

but such effects were illusory. Strangely, after Coombe HMartin she began

to lose her pre-Raphaelite elegance and to look more and more o peasant

like her mother. During these years, while she clung to me as her one

ppint of safety, despite the fesr and even hatred she had for me, I too

clung to her. After the event I was able to recognise thaet. While I was

tkrre with her, there Qould be no question of any backsliding on my part,

amy slinking off to the easy way-out. I wanted to take the hard way, and

with her as jailer-prisoner I could be sure that I'd do so.

. Ewglod

ing«¢1 suspected that the misdirection had been deliberate, & dispguised

At Maldon a misdirected letter had mad;rgﬁare that lorman was visit-

H
way of letting me know of his arrival. I took no notice. I felt sure that
he had come to see me. Iater I learned that he had left Australia because
of a particularly vieious campaign aimed against him. But I still think he
also wanted to see me and find out at firsthand what had happened to make
me turn so sharply in a new direction. Perhaps in ignoring him I wanted

to hurt him. But more importantly I was afraid of meeting him, I knew that
in my desperate situation, penniless and bowed under the insoluble rroblem
of Wlza, I would not have been able to stand up against his overvwhedming

charm, against the genuine love I bore for him, If T was not to admit -
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abject defeat and decline into some sort of compromise that would destroy
me far more surely than any Zlza~burden, I had to keep away from him and 31!

continue my lonely way.

W

Dnrings these years 1930-4 T struggled to write various works. I completed

a vast treatise on my psyc%analytic experiences called Birth and Will, in

which the main theme was the birth-trauma. It seemed to me that men for
the most part were swayed by a twisted destiny’ in which the ultimate
factor was that trauma, and that Will (the driving of oneself along some
road which was only imperfectly understood) was the expression of this 3
primal experiemce, in which fear and resistance had dominated. I had
rediscovered the truth of Blake's aphorism: There is no Good Will. To
Will then T opposed the organic movement of the whole self, and T strove
to shew find out how one could define such & movement, in which one's
acts would not only spring from the pure self but would also bring about
a pure relationship to others, = relationship entirely without force of
or pressure. In short, I was trying to analyse how to treat human beings
a5 ends in themselves and nothing clse. “asier was the ocuestion of deal-
ing with the extent to which fear distéds the life-process, and how
T"rend's repetition-compulsion reflects the inability to grow beyond the
early patterbs of fear and resentment. The birth-passapge thﬂﬁhhuz%gﬁgﬁf :
a perpetual memory of being blocked and maimed, instead of expressing a

'

happy release into a higher condition of life. No doubt I cherstressed
the direct effects of the birth-trauma, but I still beledve that the

primal experience of movement out of the shelterins womb into the outer
world of harsh amt light and stinging air, through rhythmic pangs, must
leave important marks on the organism, though further gzvet events in
babyhood and early childhood must play an imoortant part in cerftain basic
determinstions of one's character, one's sensibility, one's tendencies

in later life. I tried in my manuscript to discuss such modifications or
exacerbstions. Tut I cannot give any of my exact formulations in these
matters; for I buried the pages in the barren soil of the ¢liffs at £
Portloe. I have come to feel that nobody wanted tdé read such a work, and |

I was sufficiently satisfied with what I felt it had taught me. It had -
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summed up and retified the phase of growth which had bepun at Forge Cot-
tace. At moments T fedk that in my ascetic and withdrawn life I was indeed |

attaining the purity of impulse, the wholeness, which had made my efforts

worthwhile, and that I was at last worthy of reenterinc life. Fut &f such
feelings were illusory, 7 had at least learned something which decisively
freed me from vardous unreslised compulsions and which made it nossible

for me do nake 2 new siart.

#

In my attack on Will as the effort te impose a purpose andkhrive
ahead mx with it, as opposed to the achievement of harmony inside oneself
(which involved an harmonious relation with nature and one's fellows,above
all with the beloved), I tried to analyse the blind emotional derivations
from the sexual apperatus, which seemed to me to create the sense of sexual
differences. Men, in a sort of penis-worship, idealised the notion of
force, of driving in-and-through, of being on top, of power-concentration.
Through a distorted comfl¢ation with the notion of anal blast-power, the
image of the triumphant penis generated the arrow, the spear, and finally,
in sheer evil, the gun and cannon. Thus war and its mechanisms directly
reflected the mad notion of penis-fower, pEmiEx of male energy camalised
in the destructive weapon. Women, because of their wvirtue, their sexual
system which did not depend on an attacking weapon and a mysterious coming-
and-going power, were relegated to a passive role and seen as the vessel '

fated to receive the male oulpouring of power, life. Only by getting rid #
of the fantasies based on this sort of distorted notions of penis and
vagina or womb, I felt, could a sane relationship between the sexes be
arrived-at. The key-thing was to supplant all the complex and hiddens pevaus
ideas of will™and power by ideas of harmony, union, egquipoise, equality;
i Ko muivewat wl forms o i t-.-.vﬂ] el fhers ﬁiﬁg—f- B ok ek By i

to zEX bring togsther a large number of very diverse churacters. l'y m in
character Jenny was however too much a less broken version of Elza; and I
the perscns in whom T tried to define the intellectusl dijemmas of our

) ]

lay were too clearly defined in terms that recalled D.H.L. and’ Aldous

ixley. I wanted to say something that went beyond those Lerms, T could
ot find out i o do it 111 roved to myself that coul ile & |
complicated groum of penple who 2t least partially interactec one snoth-
er; ant ried some erimental devices, 1 speach, sction and



summed up and ratified ‘the phase of growth which had begun at Forge Cot-
taze. £/t moments T fedt that in my ascetic and withdrawn life T was indeed i
attaining the purity of impulse, the wholeness, which had made my efforts
worthwhile, and that I was at last worthy of reenterins life. Put &f such
feelings were illusory, = had at least learned sonmething which decisively ;
freed me from vartous unrealised compulsions and which mmde it possible

for me ko make a new start.

T algo attempted to find some way of following on Cressida's First

over., Dut the f£linpant charm vwhigh hsd easily earned that work a publish-
er was now Huite beyond me. T tried my hand at a long satirical fantasy,

the Thad of the Satyrs, which dealt with war between the Satyrs and the

Cfentaurs. The intention was anti-war, and I worked out a long chain-
series of =actions and reactions, beginning with something trivial, which
idioticelly ended in disaster. The culmimation was a world-end by the
development of the mechanistic nnd destructive aspects of science. Tut

i€ that was serious enough, the chain-series of accidents lacked any basis
except in human folly, so that the satire lacked 2ny golid understanding
of the social and political nature of war. The Todley lHead, rizhtly enough,
rejected it. I next made an abortive start with the historieal novel:

a tale of a group of peranngﬁfﬂres=ing up in 17th-century clothes in a

remote country~house, xhm find themselves actually in the midst of the

;
cromwellian Pevolution. Here was perhaps a good idea, but it failed hecause I
T did not intecrally relate the tensions among the group to the new histor-
jenl situation thzt enveloped them. The transformation remained one of
fancy-dress.

“inally, in our rope-walk huven at ortiileven, T attempted a modern
novel, Plat-lwellers, using the setting of 'a large block of flats in order
to mEx brins together a large nurber of very diverse chuvacters. Uy main
character Jenny was however too much & less broken version pf Hlza; and
the persons in whom I tried %o i‘afine the intellecturl didemmas of our
day were too clearly defined in terms that recalled D.H.L. and \ldous
muxley. [ wanted to say something that went beyond those terms, but T coulc
not find out how to do it. 5tiil, I proved to myself that I could hundle a |
complicated group of peonle who at least partially interacted on one anoihed

er; and T tried some experimental devices, mingling speech, action and

i



Inner: thouzht (not stream-of-gonsciousness). lespite a murder, nothins
v

much came together in a gignificant way, except that Jenny'%%ﬁed by standitL
[l

on her own feet ~ a piece of wish#ul thinking that did not provide enaughﬁi:

reagon for the complicated picture.

buring these years I sold three articles on the ancient novel to John
L' ‘ondon and did a little bool: e Ehe Tomans commis ioned for a series by
e
Gerald Bullett after I submitted a =wecigen chapter (£50). T wrote a cert-

v ol : 5 o
gin amount of verse, mainly around a character T inventod, James \llarue,

who represented the lost intellectunl. “hese crented somethine of a

wastefland desolation, which I sxcured because of it- gatiric slant. Here |

is a poem of 1933 showing my combination of this slant with p-ychoanalytic =

positions: Bourrenis Oranle=Songs:

nNoek-a-bye baby, huah, =nd ho-peen,

while you‘re asleep the world will sleep.
‘other, because the weather is sullry,

is in the zarden committing adultery.

Ance Pather £inds life grow daily dullier, he
seduces the housemaid out in the esecu lery
sleep, little baby, the world .ears a muzzle
while you are doing your ¢rossword-puzzle,

thiniing it out and thinking it in,
learning to wear a deceitful grin,
learning to howl till the world becomes
& nipple obedient to your gums.

Howl, little baby, you peor little beast,
you've had your swill and enough is a feast,
when Jou are dlder and learned to feed

on women and food that your blood doesn't need,

0,

jour carcass with toxic wastes will go rotten,
your earlier hatrsds will be forgotten,

but &ill beneath an attractive amile

you'll hide your cruelty and your guile.

(T

Hush=a-bye baby, the world doesn't know |
Jou're tied by a cord to the things below.

Tou're tied to your WMother, eatins or sitting, i
and your Pather too, whatover he's commitiing, [

Tou're out in the pantry, taking a snalk,

Jour eyes at the door and you see through the cpuck.
Tou're out in the garien parting the shade,

youlre gleeping inzide the nursery-maid.

fush-a-bye baby, hush and bo-psep,

while you are aleepinr the world will sleap,
fother las dwindled into a flover,

rather's a shadowy pantry-vower.

B e
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Yet day will return with o thunderclap,
you'll pe dismembered on YMother's lup,
Father will reassume his facs,

and you will scream Tor the world's disgrace.

But youtll fear mgain in a littls while
and reagsenble your cruel smile,

the labyrinth of forgetfulness

|where the terrible minotaur makes his noss.

T alse started a Iife of H.Caelius 2ufus, the arator who supplanted Cat-

ulius in the loves of Lesbia~-llodia. In gy adition .of Catullug printed at
West ‘lampstead T had added = long account of Catullus and Clodiay and

hizd been moved by the fierce despairing letter that Caelius wroote to

-

Cicero as he went off from Rome to start the hopeless revolt in the south &

that led to his death. In him, &s iz Catullus, I felt a kindred soul.

B2nt I was daverted from the work, just == T finished it, by a note from
my brother Fhil, who painted out that T'd never sell a straight bit of
history on the Caesarian period, especially if it denlt with a minor
character, but that I might do well with a novel. T pongered his advice
apnd came on the idea of a novel aboub fakilina. (I had kept on studying as
well as I could, drawing on local libraries for boolks and finding that
of Truro most helpful.) About the same time, Oplin 8till, = reader who
had muech prestige in the publishing world and who Ymew Phil, had Plat-
Dwellers sent to him by some firm (T forget which). He wrole ko me saying
that he was much impressed, but thought it too sxperimental to get into

print. Yhen I finished my novel on Catilina, Rode for Sale, T notified

him and he told me to send it to Hicholson and Yatson, who, on his pdvice,
at once accepted it. 5till wrote & sreface, which I did not see till it
was in print. In it he conpared the Homan radicals like Catilina with the
Fascioti. Strange as it may sound, T tnew nothins whatever of What was

happening in Germany, except that in &n odd eopy of John O'london I had

seen and planced through the Nazi programme, which seemed gquite radical.
T had no way of comparing it with the facts,as T Had read no newspEners
over the hayried years, mot being interested and hoarding each pregious
penny. Seyond the necessary conyersations in shops, I had spoken almost
with no one except Elza. In°%§?§%?ﬂ§1with Oornish farmers, fishers, or
miners, international politics was hardly a theme.

in Home %or 5ale I at last ccme down securely to earth, though I still

had much to learn, much to understand even of the method which T had

- I



hammered out, Yy strugele to grasp what had rex

11y happened in my own
development had made me apply the same

lines of thourht to Catulius,That
the two following works, but the
stand him by objectifying his

straing and its direct issues of conflict.Thoush
We have only a fairly samall number of his 1

Poet did not aprear in Bome for 3ale or
trilogy was in effect an effort to under
world with all its inner

yrics (plus a few longer

2 literary or learned poet),
(in Suetonius), his personzl

and passionate recoil from every-

works in whieh he operat:ss as doctus Posta,
———

Rizg:persmaxt and only one anecdote ahout him

Poems are so strongly based in a direct

day life that we can build up his world and his passage through it with

remarkable fullness -- and this is true however We interpret the vexed

question of artifice and Personal revelation in his themes. 45 the first

lyric poet after Sappho who thus drew directly on his experience, with a

And so the attenpt to enter
of the Journey inte myself and
to wmbjectify my oWn sufferings and
trials; and the nore effectively and widely-based T could make the object-

gained balance in nyself,

Mere lay the dynamic of the work, the need that depve ne to explore

tragic note, T felt a deep sympathy for him,
fully into his world was both a repetition
2n escape from it. It helped me

ificatinnlthﬂ more I reaffirmed the newly-

‘nything less would 3erv;h35 pin me down still to the ¢ycle of self- |
destruction fronm which T ;HE g&ﬁﬂﬁﬁ%igﬁ escape: the cycle which had anguqﬂr
ed Catullus. There was no escape by averting my
I had gone so far on the subjective side that ki
Sr2sp process, human and natural,

eyes on to petiy issues;
sole alternative was to

&z conrletely as T could, with every |
to give their full rights to all
the systems,mz laows, or principles

faculty I possessed. And that meant
particular existences while geeking
that drew then together =znd related
ments. What I had absorbed
mxde me shyi

the individual and the universal move.-
about the distorting effects of abstraction

nk from rutting too much weight on general laws;
time T knew that the stress on individual development in isol
to all sorts of impasses and inversions of reality.

gt the same
ation led
To the extent that T

recreated the situation in its inner and outer fullness, to that extent T

released myself from a gcurse,

Many forms of My bprevious thinking, whieh had had di

alectical elem-
ents, now reasserted themselves

s Stript of their idealist one-asidedness,
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Thus the scattering of sense and emotion in the exvlosive image and their
regathering in a new concentration -- according to the associative prin- &
¢iple as it appeared in the world of Freud and modern Phyfics -- reappear-
ed as the complex expansion of individuality in history, in the actual i
world of peonle, andTEhe interconnections which brought the most diverse i
varintions under shared laws of dialectical development. The notion of a
purposive structure in life, defined by the creative image, passed into
that of a purposive structure in the indiwvidual and society, which was
to be found in all men, however much some might be more active, more

responsive to the changing aystems of which they werefé part. & This is i
not to say that the value of art faded out and a wague concept of social
activity replaced my ideas about the creative image. Art still had its o
active role, but was not the exclusive source of values. I =Wy vas not,
clear as to the role of productive activity and the relation of art to i%s
processes, but I was beginning to glimpse some sort of close link, & |
dynamic union, between the two levels.

“here was also emerging, still embryonic, the notion that from one
angle history wvas an attempt to recover on new levels of division the
uniby and brotherhood of tribal society: an atifenpt continually defeated
yet ready to assert itself at 2ll periods of crisis. That was one reason

why I punctuated the narrative of Rome for Sale with the days of ritual

celebration, when fertility-imagery, imagery of rebirth, reasserted the "
uniifn;f the producine groups despite the power-proups which exploited
them to .mpose a different sort of unity. Again T had not yet clarified
this—nutian, but it had arrived and was to keep on growing in my mind. :
Thus the historical novel, as I tackled it, appeared as an effort to
objectify poetry, to define ths full situation and the testing-points of
the poet. Poetry then ceased to be «n exalted and isolated faculty, but
apueared as a specific instance of human creativity, which, properly .
understood, illuminated the whole of its socifety, the fate and the hopes
of every member of that society. I passed over into Catullus, who passed
over into the totality of his world in which a deep revolutionary crisis
was maturing. In this sense poetry became one with revolution: an identifa
-cation that I was to struggle to understand and clarify for the rest of
my years. For it is still with me, far from being completely understood,
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and I cannot conceive my existence without it.

iy problem then was to set out the full pattern of political confl~ °
ict, on the open stage of history, wilh all the intrigues behind the
overt actions and declarations, the unconscious as well as the conscious :
agsumptions, the mpltinle links with the needs and pressures of the life
of the people. To E&Eﬁ Catilina's growth from the position of a debt-
rressed noble to that of rehbellious symmathy with all fettered life, and
to make the pattern of this personasl development one with the expanding
pieture of his society and its nature. Thus from a limited egoism the hero
becomes = man who realises himself in and through the life of the people, :
not th;éﬂgﬁ some facile pelitical ifdentification, sentimental or gile-
ful, but throuzh an experience which takes him to the heart of the matter.
This experience of a descent into commoniife in all its oppressions and
sufferings is ultimately one with the patterns of ritual) death-rebirth
in the national religion. The movement out inte the fuller 1life and the
return to the isolated self, which is slowly moddfied in the process, is
one of small deaths and rebirths; its climax comes in open revolutionary
strugrle if the hero's death comes about as the logical and passionate
seal of his evolwing unity with the people. I was still strongly affected
by lietzsche's aphorism: to die at the right time and scariflice a great
heart in battle. Exk CGertainly in an insoluble situation the true artistic
resolution might well be such a death; but death was not the necessary '
culmination. The hero might emgge from the final confrintation with
deepensd self-awareness and understanding of the goal, able to carry the
struzgzle on at a new level. Where he died, the exaltation of the trapgic
moment meant that one would be left with the conviction that, despite
the personal failure, the revolutionary impulse, inherent in the need of
pen for a brotherly world, has returned into the depths, into the whole
life of the people; and in this sense he is reincarnated.

The method meant an attempt to see how the central cogflict worked
out at all levels, political, legal, social, religious, cultural, person-
&l -- each owning a certain autononmy, esﬁcially with regard to its forms
of expression. And to bring all these aspects together in a dynamiec whole,

which was both the hidilen c¢ore of coRflict and the spirit of the poet
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struggling to understand himself and his society. For material: the anc-
ient historians, the poet, the art and archaeology of the period, Cicero'e
spezches and letters, the rites and traditions. Nothing whakever of known
fact to be changed in the least degree. Amid so much tendencious evidence,
any document that gave one the immedizte feeling of avent, a characker,
was of supreme importance. Thus, I felt the quick of Catilina in the
lstter about Orestilla that Sallust preserves: his sense of honour, his
=X warmth of love. #His conflict is between a tdeepening lack of illusion
and a deepening faith in the strugpgle he has taken upon him; between

the firm security of his love and the need to turn from it as the only

way of regaining it on a level where he has built a world that does not
mock and threaten it. The journey is te the point where his love and his
bond with the oppressed become one.

A few examples. After the defeat at the elections Catilina is 4 eply den-
ressed and tries to lose himself, wanderinc about the city and drinking
in low taverns; at last he returns home.

[Orestilla was sirtins pale-cheeked in the front room, She recognised his
step outside the door and hastened to meet him in the porch. "I was so
afraid,” she said, and threw herself into his arms. "Yhere have you been?

Catilina shook his head; he could not speak;jhe saw the stain of dried
tears in her chesk.

"Poor one," she murmured. "Did Manlius find you? e was nearly mad
with worry that somethings had happencd to you."

Catilina tautened. He must not seep. The world was so good. He was
surrounded with such loyalties, and he had run away because his vanity
had been hurt. He felt the bond between him and the world tighten
infinitely, This waes faith, this knowledze of love. They all loved him,
and he had nearly failed their trust.

At the same moment he knew how weary he felt. With a weak gesture of :
the hand he moved on to the bedroom, Followed by Orestilla, who was
deeply disturbed by his silence. -

Then, as she approached with tenderly uestioning face, his meariness
dropped off and he felt only desire for her. lle could not wait. Ile took
her in his arms and fell with her to the floor. /s if he was fallins
from a great height, he felt her body, the earth, rushing upwardis to
| receive him, to take him into ablivion.

+hen the break comes and he rides from Fome, at Arretium he calls on a
friend, whe he finds Bewly-married to a strong=-limbel country-girl.

Thege two were happy. Catilina thought of Orestilla and then cruelly
drove the image out of his mind. But as he lay talking with Flammz of
the state of Etruria, he felt that unbridgeable distance stretched
between him and the wedded pair. e was bringinpg fircand steel,; no



‘matter what the motive, unon the earth: and these two were reaceably incr-
leasing the earth's wealth. They owned an elysium from which he by his very
|virtues was excluded, and what greater inéuatice can there be than that a
man should be damned for his virtues? Yet what was he firhtins %ot that
this wedded pair should inherit the earth, they xXx and all their happy
other-selves? One seed must die in the earth, splittins suddenly with the
unrealisable spark of growth, that the ears of corn way wave in the hreeze
of sunlight, Fe was the se=ad hrokeg.i the darkness.

As he lay in bed later, his mind %e?lected the piciure of Flamma and
his wife standing with arms about one another, lookinz out amourously on a
future of harvest-days. Yet he did not want to go back the long road to
the moment when he and Orestilla had stood in the marriage-awareness with
a world of choice before them. Then he could have chosen the farmlife;
but he had not chosen it; therefore he had not wanted it. le did not want
it now. His hand felt out in the darkness for the sword which he had placed
on a chair at the bedside. His palm closed round the hilt, and he
Lrejoiced in the darkness.

ind here is a passage deacribing the night before the last battle,

They nad their banquet; and restins on the rought couches covered with
skine and coarse wool, Catilina felt his confidence r~turning. Te had
four good men about him and two legions camped in the fislds osutside.hat
rore could he want? On the morrow they would fight. They were near the
mountains and could not retreat much further north without leosing 211
 order. "3ing us your songs,' he told Manlius, 2nd Mankius sang #n & strong
| peasant voice the sonrs which he had learned in taverns and army-tents.
Once again the spirit of fGtruscan earth was coming to Catlina, despite the
loss of Coesar, despite the death of his son, despite the triumph of
Chgero with words. The winter pall had draped the ruins of old palaces
and of later farmhouses with egual bareness and charity. Desolation became
pert of the earth, and man's desolate efforts lost their pathos. A1l that |
Catilina hnd paim planned was reduced to this wind-swept tent on the blexk
hillside; this was the earth that he had inherited; but why should he
complain, It wes earth, and therefore he had no complaint. There was a
richer culture in the stron: peasant voice of Mankius singing these
old songs than in the prottily modulated voice of any poet of the salons.
| beeper back it went, closer to the comfort and endurance that was all
life could give.

Endure end take what warmth you can gein. That was all wizdom. Ti
learn to endure. The woice of Manlius came out of the winter earth, »
of the returning sap of epring. llen walked the earth, snd the spirit
within did not wvither with the change of seasons, Tt sfould endure more thar
g tree, The yeakeat mon wee strangsr then 2n onk.

‘Do you remember when Sulla took Praensote?®

| T remenPer...’
. "The slaves in the crowded workhouse-cell. The man hung up by the
| wrist bacauce he trisd to stab the foreman,
| "hat shis launchHed at Futenli.
{ "I've never nade a long seazide-voyapge. Let's find 2o ghip and sail ont
| through the Uillsrs of Hereules, westwards.”
; The voices wire happy, reliving the past, charming the future with con-

had
A

st
ledge
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fidence. Life was worth living. Learn to endure, and all is easy. Then the -
warmth o’ comfort is known =t its true worth. No luxuries are necded by the
man who possesaes his hearth ond the bosom of his wife. "ut such knowle gpe
comes only from endurance. The veices faded aaway acros: the pleasant
warnth of wine into the laddin- sllence of the rain.

‘s he lay in the darkness near the end of the nipght hours, he mas awakened‘
by 2 gﬁrill yelping ery. fe started up, for the noise sounded from under
his §x brows. Then he heard it again. 't was the ¢ry of some meuntain
eagle. .e had heard before the cry of hunting birds, but had mever asked
himself their meaning. Now to his flocking pulses the cry sounded shrill
with terror, not with menace. “as the creature of prey then driven hy a
sheer unreasoning terror? It must be so; otherwise, why did it declare
thus to the world its hungerpang, its ruthless determination to kill and
to feed on the bLlood of gther life?

The eagle waa lone. Its life was a crag. It knew the loneliness of
sheer light, and it feared its own existence of stark appetite. Tt cried
in its despair, asking its prey to forgive and to understand. It warned in
its terror, it cried out its cruelty, acking the earth the riddle of its
birth. Yhy am T ndde to kill and to be lonely? Pity me, you creatures that
T kill., I kill ondy out of my need, and thus deepends the loneliness that
creates my terror. fear and pity cried in the voice of the eagle amd all
other ¢reatures of prey. _

The awakened man irembled as he lay on his camp pallet, praying that
the eagle would not again rend the air with that beseeching cry. |

Out of his opnosing moods and understandings he comes to his finzl decision, |
his death. "Hie death would b= only another altar of piety in the mmman '
unchanging temple. But his mood of violent joy did not dull his sense of
zeneralship. It towersd above him, an eagle, while he directed the overat- .
ionse.."

[Eetreius sought out the body of Catilina and stood loeoking down at his def-
eatad foe. The man was not gquite breathless, dut, m=s he lay unconscious, he
s5till showerd on hia face the set expression of fierce determination which &
had made him so well known at Tome during the last few years. After sll,
what were politics between soldiers? The man waz a brave fighter. Petreius
had seen 80 many dead men.
But Catilina's blood was draining into the earth that Catilina had Imwmy
[,}quﬂ' the earth that the feet of the priests of Maps would soon be reawaker
ing to life. Cafilina was dead, but his blood was living in the earth.

Hound him, as he mpved towards that snd, there have been the many other
actors: Cicero the arch-opportunist with fine words for nvery occasion;
P ol Def s gl
Caegay the radical who abides his time, waitigfiz for the moment of
conflict, ready to guage what can be done by his concrete sense of the
téﬁﬂion of forces at any given moment; Marecwintonius the young hero intent
5till on a fullness of immediate enojoyment... (e o was ffar 3 weklel s yls

IF Btumur @il fod hol Ao pichoe of plllinl wikimp bad wSelie, irhrged me )

D —



“hat in my existential ethic was death aa a final moment of choice achieve
ing & maximum of selfconsciousness in & concentrated burst had now
¥ecome the moment when the individual life reached its highest fulfilgent

in a union of struggle with the people. I did not fully srasp =21l that
ent

A

this iwplied, but I had taken the decisive step. I had found a fnrmcgﬁﬁ
integrelly related to my past voetry, which sought to move on a higher
level, freed from the illusions and compulsions that had brought me %o
the breakdown, the total rejection of the past in 1930, a death that I

had been strugpling ever since to turn into a rebirth.

3

In 1934 we went back to London. Jome for Sale had been taken. Elza muawt
ii;:gﬁgi%fgﬁhgegggd.ahﬁ felt that fhe event prove&?%ge herself must and
could do something similar. 3he decided to try living on her own and I
found her a round in South Dewon; T myself went to a cottzge on a hilltop *
negr Speen in Buckingliamshire. The nlace had previously been inhabited

By a journalist connected with the rationalist movement, who committed
suicide there; he had left a large library of anthropologieal works on
his shelves. lothing could have suited me more at this moment, when T
wanted to deepen my grasp of the nature of Tertility-ritual, of the pass-
age~-rites of initiation, of tribal society itself. I went up many times
to London to read and cony out medieval Iatin pbems. at thq British lMuseum.
Still had got the -ublishing firm to commission two antholgiss of Tatin
translations: I am a Homan (prose and verse illustrating the Roman way of
life) and Medieval Iatin Poets (still, I think, the largest body of such
works in translation by a single author in Engzlish). I did not let any

i

of my old friends know that I was about.

Then as I expected and was dreading, Elza fell ill, I went down to
her place in Devon and brought her back to my cottage, where I norsed her
for some wesks till she wss better. Then she went off to Brixham. But
almost at once she wrote that she was ill again. I Jjeoined her, and we
stayed together till 1941, all the while on the same basis of distance,
living in the same house but hardly even speazking except at rare moments
when she became Triendly for 2 while. Throughout these years T did all my

own coolting, washing, mending of clothes, and so on. (I never had the
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spare money to buy any new clothes, till about 1940, when T bouzht a new
Pair of trousers.) 'Yhen we stayed any length of time in the same place; I
Erew vegetables.

Looking back T find it impossible to make out how we surbived in +he
years 1930-4, with the warious small amount of money earned during that
Period. For most of it I lived on oats and spinach, with a few potatoes

and the like. After Rome for Szle I had at least 25 a week, as I arranged
for that sum to be paid by the publishers instead of any lump-sums in
lieu of ro alties -- 24/10/- afier the cheaue passed through the agents.
Rent was usually about 30/4, and so there was %3 left, which I divided
equally between Blza and myself."$i%ny thnirty shillings T had to buy all
food, stationary, stamps, and (very rarely) a book or two. As things went

on a few extra sums came inj but they were usually swallowed up by our

e

moves. Once we had nothing for some days but blackberries from the hedges
and a couple of raw turnips.

Never has my health been beiter. My The pressure of difficulties at
times made me think how plezsant = nervous breakdown would bhe, but nnthingn
of the sort showed up even remotely. I had decided that all ilnesses were
the result of a failure of organic purpese and that I must therefore
deny myself such luxuries. It seemed to work, and has carried on fairly
well to the present (when I am over seventy). Zut to refuse to be ill one
had te® face up the nature of the experiences that have shaped one, so as bk
be able to thwart the repetitiun-cuﬁilsiuns which constitute the fate of
most people. In the same way I decided that 211 medicines and drugs must
be rejected, since they could only upset and pervert the orpanic movemeng i
which was alsc the frecdom and fulfilment of the perscnality. T have \
never had a heacache in my life or taken an aspirin; if recent years I
huive used herbsl prepzrafipmx and homoeopathic preparayions when it seenm-
ed they would help to fili?deficiencies n%fgﬁ§fns in our polinted food-

b Msiags
supplies. But that is all. Bu¥ I do not consider $hew to be drugzs in the
sense that the chemical concoctiens of the mechanistie systems of

medicine, are drugs.iﬁuﬁgﬁr‘at the time of which I am writing, the 7930s,
I worked out my own system of rhythmic deep breathing, af series of

accumulative relaxations, out of the ideas I propounded in Birth an# Will,

and only later realised that what I had devised was in effect a system of
yoga.
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If one is going to refuse Lo be ill, one has alsoc to decidevfo work
out a healthy system of food and adhere to it. The necessary first step 1
is to give up eating coroses and to achieve one's symbiosis with the earth
entirely through plants. ‘arly in nu#wanderings, at Blackmore Gate while .
strugsling with Birth and 7ill, T came to this realisation. The event that,
dramatised the question of choice was the gift of a counle of rabbits by
& farmer from lower down the wvalley. We had extremsly little food at the
time, but he could not have known that. Probably he wanted to make a
neighbourly gesture. I looked at the dead animals, which would have had to
be skinnesd and disembowelled before cooking; I look at them a long time.
And suddenly I realised the nature of one's dependance on dead flesh as
a diet. The delusion that most people suffer from, that they need a meat-
diet and will weaken without it, derives from their incomplete =eparation-
out from their parents; they still feel the emotional need to live on theit
flesh and blood, and the slaughtered animal is the substitute. The conict-
ion that such things taste well is born from the emotional need, not |
vice versa; for when one recognises the basis of the need, the corpse=
¥aste becomes repellent. Further, all the worst siles of the birth-trauma
are nourished by the dependence om dead animals as food. (All meat is in
a2 process of decay and has varying amounts of excrement in it.) If one
needs meat, one needs also a vast mechanism of animal-rearing, with the
murder-centres called sl aupghter-houses; and, no matter how one tries to
banish the fact from one's consciousness, one is ﬂ%anding that other
animels die daily in oriler that one may live. OHEXE Cne's symbiosis with
the earth is therefore in terms of unceasing viulenig and murder; and
one knows, deep in one's being, that one lives only a system of blood- |
victims. |

T saw then that I could not hope to be anything like a true human being
except on a vegetarian basis; I could not hope by any other means to
throw off the mechanisms of force and papmsitism which I was desperately
secking to elimigate. In one sense the choice was a moral cne: a refusal
to accept a way of life based on making endless victims out of other
fo tms of animal life, my kin. But the term moral needs a wide extension

to cover the whole area of the choice involved. In that choice was
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involved the question of a way of life in &ll its aspects, of one's relat-
ion to nature and other forms of Iiwix life. To t-eat people &s ends and
not as means seemed impossible to me while one was parasitiging on other
gnimals. T use the term parasitising because it is not as though there was
any necessity to make corpses an essential part of one's diet; my own
experience is that one can live incomparably more happily and healthily
on plants. The persons, then, who choose to live on cprpses do so solely
out of an emotional biass; and they oean makese that choice only because they
feel an emotional need to live on other forms of kindred-life, even though
it worsens their health. They #X deliberately refuse the way of direct
and harmonious symbiosis with the earth, with nature as a whole, which is
expressed by subsisting on plants, the halfway house between jprganic and
animal life. Thus, one's whole attitude both to nature in general and
other human beings in particular cannot but be -trongly modified by one's
attitude to food, the substance which preserves one's life, enables one tof
grow, and establishes one's direct connection with the world of nature in
the most intimate way possible. To achﬁiva freedom and harmony both inside
and outside oneself one must end the aggressive and parqlsiéﬁng attitudes
expressed by Eﬂting one's fellow animzls. This freedom and harmony can
only be fully achieved znd stabilised in a world of brotherhood that
rejects corpse-eating as well as exploitation; but that fact does not
relieve one from the attempt, here and now, to actmalise the desired rel-
ationships as muech & is in one's power -- just as the remoteness of a
fully communist society does not relieve one of the need to share in any
%ix struggle, however limited in its immediate range, which leads in that
direction. A communist society which is not vegetarian seems to me a hope-
less contradietion. (Incidentally, there is the advantage that food-
production for a vegetarian society does not need anything like the vast
nﬁges requ:red for the breeding and rearing of cattlegg'rnmqg (i eepmdmic
“ﬁﬁﬁ ﬁér aspéﬁ%ﬁ 5? @ﬁqﬁilﬂsue gradually came up in my mind. The mpre
I looked at the history of religion the more I saw how £h central the
part played by matiters of diet. The primacy of food is obvious in zll
totemic conceptions. When we come to settled society, the domestication

of animals brings about the rituals of sacrifice, to overcome the deep




sense of guilt created by killing a creature which has become a living
Bember of the familia. Hence the way in which so many temples of the anc-
ient world were in fact mere slaughter-houses, with the role of remeving
bloedguilt §§; the person who wanted an animal to be killed and also want-
ed to sat it. The gods shared in the mezl and sanctified it. Saviour-gods
kept strongly the character of the sacrificed animnl, Dionysis the Bull,
Christ the lLamb; or the animal sacrifice, swollen to the dimensions of

an act of cosmiec creation and repeneration, stood at the heart of the
mystery-cregad, as with Mithraism. As societies prew more complex and
Belf-divided, there was a tendency to identify the victim~god with the
onpressed glasses == as we see in very powerful form in early Christ-
ianity. The blood-guilt of slaughtering animals becomes one with the guill
of explodtation; the sacrificed Christ becomes one with the poor out of

whose broken bodies is (in emotion) made the daily bread.

Here I have space only to ééﬁi'a few generalisations on this matter,but
I believe the thesis can he sustained at length and in detail., T did much |
work in the following years on the problem, though I have published littlg
The whole basis of such thinking is so repugnant to & world of corpse=- |
ezters that I felt it would be futile to publish my findings, which counld

only seem wild and fantastic exaggerations, However, of recent years,
among younz people, there have energed certain lines of thought sympathet-
ic to such positions as these of nine; and in any event I cannot set out
here my stru gles to grasp what was implied by an organic wholeness in
living, unless T also outline my ideas on corpse-cating. (It will be seen
that my positions inply a very close link between cannibalism proper and
any form of corpse-eatinc; the notions of magical power gained by eating
cprpses instead of plents is at root the same in both cases. ‘'hich is
not to sazy that one can reduce corpse-sating in general to cannibzlism
proper. The growth of horror at tdess the latter practice was a step in the
right directionsyut only a step.)

Wwhat I have called the way of organic purnose or movement, as centrast-
ed with the repétition-compulsions induced by the contracting or obstruet-

ive aspects of the bprth-trauma, tius involved a new relation to naiure:

one of union in place of one of dominance snd aggression. In a sense all
creative attitudes to nature have reflected such a relationship, even if j

/
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outside the creative act, the poet, artist, or scientist reverted to not-
ions of mastering nature rather ones of mating with her. The problem was
to make the cpncept of harmonious union & part of the whole texture of
everydny consciousness as well &ds being the sporadie aceE%aﬁment of the
creative act. An individual's world of sense expresses hia total relat-
ionship Wwith neture, though that world cznnot be seperated from his mental
end emotional activities, “till, however indivisible in the last resort if
the unity of the self, of mind and body, we can use such a term as the
world ¢f sense to define that aspect of experience in which the inddvudual
is moast directly in connection with his engironment of natural process :
in which indeed his being =nd that environment become dynemically one,
even if the process of union is also simuitaneously one of seperation-out.
The emotional and intellectual awareness of union ‘ransforms the sensory
derld, which in turn reacts back on thought and feeling. In those yosrs,
especially when we were livins in some fairly isolated spot, I fel: what
haéd been the heightened moment of postic recognition as & normal aspect

of eﬁeryduy life, Further, I felt that one could not grasp in anything
like itgliging fullness the gocial processz or: the growth of an individual
without taking into consideration at every pognt the over-all relations-
ships te nature which were involved. 1 found it hard %o work out in detsil
howthe complex links worked out, and I still find it so, but I could not
see how any sense could be made of life and its developmental nrocesses
:ﬁ%giz the attempt to prasp the whole made up by scciety 2nd nature in
their union =nd opposition. Later thia concept constituted one of my main
points of difference frmm as a Marxist from my fellows in that discipline.
But everything I have learn convinces me more and nore of the rightness of
my veint. For the moment however I was suffilcuently taken up‘ﬂ& my
readings in biology, antkvopology, and history, and my sfforts to grasp
the concept of unitary movement.

Juring this peried I matured my ethic of personal stoicism: to accept,
to endure, not to complain, but to be unsubdued, Never to rotort a wrong.
Mot to admit that one could be wronged. It followed that T mrlso felt T
hed no rights. How could T:elainm any rights from a society that T repud-

inted?In practise thizg meant that T was ready to fight for the rights of

/.




others, since such a fisght, however limited in its applicetions, could be
seen and felt as part of the strugple to change sociedy in ita totality.
But once the assemtion of rights became personal for me, T had no interest
in it. I considered it would bhe wrong for me in any circumstances to

eall in the aid of the police or to ask the State to support me. During
our periods of extresme npoverty in the 1230s I probably had no basis on
which to appeal for public aid: but the very thought of asuch & thing never

-

¢rogsed my mind. I would not have accepted smel help even if it were
easily at hand. (I have always thouzht the one Iudicrous event in the
1ife of YMayx was hip 2ttemplt to get his character windicated from a 1ibel
in the Prussian courts; &11 he earned was correctly = further insult.)

b

T have mentioned the two aranslatian—anthuléies I made. I also wrote four

more novels before I encountered Marxism in early 1936. First I complet=d

my [oman trilogy. Coesar ic Dead opened with the day of Caesar's murder,
whigh £ deseribed solely throush its effects on a large nuisher of people |
in Bome. The main theme was the mounting revoluticnary mowmement aimed at
svenging Gaesar and based on the veasants in the armies,; and the way in
which 1, ‘ntonius emerzed as its natural leader =- with the first stage of

the antnronisn between him and Octavian. Tome for Sale had used a method

of zenerally short scemes or epiedeg sometimes in a connected series,
something in conirastcd emotions or sgettings. (ceeffor example the passage |
cited above where Catilina feels the warmth of comradeship, then the
ancuish of eaple-lonkbiness.) Now I juxaposed scenes and characters of as
varied a kind as I could monage, Lo show the outmoving effects of Caesar's
death, then =wung them together in a rising surge of action to bring out
the cohering amd converging forces of revolution.

The third novel was Last Deys with Cleopatra, in which again the medd
method was different. fere we deal with the breaskdown of Antonius, which

was also the breakdown of the dream-side of the revolution, that aiming
at complete brotherhoed and enjoyment of the earth. But the spectacle is
secn throuch the eyes of two young lovers, the daughter of a lMuseun prof-
[ Seapie &

essor and a slave-page of Antonius. Their coming-together| L many
difficulties, and their final flight down the Nile, when the girl bears a
ghild alone with her lover, expressed the emerfemnce of new possibilties
eared by the revolution, despite all the

/

of love and union on the ground cl
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setbacks and limitations. The nreface showed how unclear I still was in my

generalisations about history.

T bepan the closer scruting of the period when working on the poems of
Catullus; and being led to comnsider the general political background at a
| time when I was escaying novej-form, T felt certmin narvotive themes deman

ny at‘ention. First, the revolutionary movemeni and the part played by
Catilina; secondly, the relisicous impulse which resulted In Caesar-worship
thiru_ : the valance of forées which out ofnthe conflict produced the
Roman Smpire and (eonsequently) modera “urope’ I felt the general drama of
tie period, its tangle of forces, its spiritual mass, long before any
themes emerged; for I always, to use the pictorial analogy, work from mass
\towards outline, from character-impact towards structure or plot.

I used & vague term like "Homan race' to express the national and popular
O T A R Fr.,!_—-{ Sy ity

redition, and I sew in history the clash of the two impulses of brotherhot
and of individual rights or daims, which have never been able to achieve
gn harmonious interrelation; . '"Thus, when 'liberty' develops into commerc-
ialism, there is necessarily generated a need for 'Jjustice,! which calls
out for the totalit¥rian state; and 50 on." Ve see here that I was gtill
c&rryinr on something of the petiy-bourgeocis confusions T discussed with
Le*arﬂ to my formulat1una in the London Aphrodite. By linking 1i berty with
econenic liberalism ﬂﬁin&ﬂ indeed soming close to uﬂé cnnfu51nné?uh1nh
lay behind Fascishian on which ¥km both Hitler and Mussolini traded.
fhux® Nowever, my sympathies were Bmow so strongly linked with Catilines as

the type of revolutionary leader that T waﬁﬁ:zggiiEhiﬁﬁiﬁgﬁﬂstuwmmkq

those confusions when I began to look c¢loser at contemporary history. I n

knew & little more than I did when I wrote Rome for Sele; but my attention
Alpceres e

was still swrned towsrds the ancient past, and it was not till 1936 that I

turned more than & cursory glance at the world about me. l!ere I went on:

| The devoiion of '"brotherhood" came to & head in Catilina, and left an
irresistible pevilutionary force at the disposal of Czesar, upon whom the
loosened enotions and needs torrentially poured. Such a loosening must be
ﬂhnrt-1ived by its very nature, and the man who attracts to hinmself the
pouring must be a powerful lndlnldual tho can dictate the terms on
which the revulsion, the inevitable contraction and reconsiruction, is to
wrocead.

Caesar became the '"race-hero', dictated his terms to the futurey and
then was torn to pieces by the storm of forces.

It is here then that intrudes the specifically religious emofion
which needs & "divine lking dying" to satisfy its terrors and to give life
| significance. And it is here that we see the realtion betwesn Christianity
| and the Faesar-cult; for the murder and deification of Caesar quickened zn
cave an imnediacy of appeal to the passion-dramas of the Mysteries, turnin
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thes race-brotherhood emotion (which is sinple in Catilina) into a recoil
of individualism and the need of a Javiuur historical in existence but mer
sore closely related to the vroblems o the suffering individual than the
Seified Cassar coulé ever bhe.

I pointed to the positive side of ancient relipgion: “whech sought to give
Titualistic expression to the gsreat crises of life, borth and puberty,
marruage and death; it thus still included, to a great extent, drama; it

Sought to be a mirror of experience; to reflect things, in Spinoza's

Parase, sub specie aet#rnltaéls- that is, in the fullness of their organic

changes.”" So I 1nterpreted Last Days in the following terms, still using

e

that irritating tern race ko express the element of Erany concrete unity

—

in the producing group with their strong semse of tribal brotherhood:

figure of unleashed enerzy, Antonius, after narrylﬂw all before him
-loricus power, suddenly finds himself lost, for all his resistances
ve been dissipated. He fails, because he no lnnwer has a fulerum #ith
nich fto shift the earth that he has apparently mastered; and his mwrement
taponist, embodying the revulsion, effortlessly triumphs.

That is why, I see, I have built this novel on the poung lovers.They
are the individuals struggling to realise their small lives as the
universe, and they are as important as any protagonists of the history,

nich, after all, exists only in order to give them a foeothold. Tn them
life is beginning anew. \bsorbed in th=ir personal affeirs, they are the
counter-balance to CaWilina absorbed in the outgoing brotherhood-call;
yel the race is getting at them through Isis and the child.
fut,I must repeat, this is all analysis after the event... I didn't

| write to prove anything... ——
. - o e
The terms are confused and imprecise, but I was getting at Bnéggiégémﬁéa

(I had no idea of the way that the term "race' was coming up in Hitlersan

ideology, or what ot was to lead to,) he novel ends:

rﬁut as he serambled up the slight slope, he saw that she was safe within
the rock-chamber. She had raised herself a little and leaned against the
wall, the baby in hermas under ber bared breas$s. 4 dim glow suffussd henr
haloinz her pixe pale-gold head, softening her weary limbs in an attitude
of perfect revose. He thought of Isis and the Divine Babe who had been
born on the nizht of his marriage with Daphne. Daphne was greatet than
Izj=, for she was Isis and yet mortal. Pity swelled and burst in Victor,
leaving only love and courahe and pride. Here was his wife and his son,
here was th: meaning of things hidden and manifest. The unutterable lyster
~ion. The thought of the last years rushed upon him and he tried to find
2 way of grasping the changes that had occurred within him, for he had
changed while yet nothing seemed changed; but the thought was too larpey
too exacting, and only fragments of it dlundered through his mind.

Daphne opened her weary eyes, and they burned at once with deen viclet
fires of welconme.

NZverything is all right," he said breathlessly. "Everything.”
"You are here,"' she marmired.
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He held out the figs, laughing."Beautiful figs to eat.”

She shook her head and parted her lips for a kiss; and he kissed
Ser, and then broke up a fig and fed her.

Seauty and terror of the world. Images flared and faded within hi:
Blood, +sis and the Moly Child, Daphne with her bared breasts suckling ti
world. He understood it all and yet it escaped him. The acts of relipgion
were & veil behind which the reality stirred; they sourht to mirror the
e2=nges of the blood, the pang and release of growth, the timeless darkne
of memory, the mouth of light, hunger and eating and the food changing ir
Blood, the life of the blood driven into eonsciousness, desiting, returni
into itself, crowing, finding new meanings. 1t was only this, there was
mothing else. Yhy then did the priests make it difficult: or was the
difficulty only in the darkness of the blood that clouded +the moon-mouth
the releasing light: and in the fear of the past, the insatiable dead
t5at cluttered up the past, claiming their offerins, their share in
everything?

He had no word for these thoughts, which came to him in quick jerki
smotions, like the moon racing throuzh a wild cloud-rack, like fishes
slithering in the underwaters; moons of beauty, glistening spawn of thoug
in thes wild depths.

In the body,; in the changes of the blood. One in everything, touching
and not touching, tired or active, in bodies reverend withoul shame. He
kEnew it all, in her arms he knew it all, or standins aleona,
| ' 4nd he loved the childy his ghared child, his son.

f tutside the interpreter was loudly superintending the unlackineg. The
mule brayed. Victor went outside and took up the rugs.'Bring in the food,
] hE Eaid -

s

Then with cautious gentleness he raised Japhne, while he slipped the

| TRgs under her and wrapped her up, and he touched the child caressingly ai
smiled at her. /nd the answering smile in her eyes made him feel that his
| heart was broken, that he was the happiest man in all the world. find he
Lwas afraid of no one.

-

iithout noting it, I was echoing, on a different level, the end of Caesar

is Dead, whg§§ HetAFian is sick, reacting against the violences and murd-

ers of the proscriptions, which have stirred his own criel elemonts.
He calls for hieg sister.

She came gquickly, and held his head with her coo} hand. Dimly he was awar
of her pentle presence, her swollen body showing the child that she was
bearing to Marcellus. That sight made him Ffeel a faint toueh of jealousy
and et a great comfort; he would not have things otherwise. Then the
nausea swept over him. Ah, he would retch out his very life. But he
wouldntt die, he mustn't die.

"7711 be all right in a moment,” he gasped.

She kissed him softly oen the brow, over his burning eyes.

There was love in the world. Peace, &nd a home and a woman's hands.
dork and mlmapxsat focd and and a sleep untroubled by strange pods.

| fetavianus drifted into a doze. e had no fear. He was the Son of Gaesar.

e
hAntoniuvs is unafraid at this wild height of things; the breakdown aad.res



istince of Uctavian mark him out &8 the leader who will achieve the finzl

balance on which the world, at this astage of things, can stably proceed;

on of the deified Cacgar, he assumes the position of power which is

later reflected in the dream of the runaway slave that he is mated with

Isis and father of the divine child, soon to become Christ. In this

gort of way, especially with the crisscrossing politieal and religious
revolutionary development, operaiving at all

sranis, a conplex pattern of
I did not dsvise

~=2vels, was worked out. But as I said in my foreword,

the complexity from outside, but in & struggle to give individual faces
to what at first was only a set of tensions, eonflicts, unifyine and dis-
grdant masses inside a stormy peranective.

Lfter these larpgescale canvases T tried my hand at smaller themes,; in

which my method might be worked cut in suaver and more closely-knit
textures. Despoilling Venus dealt with the relations of . Caelius and

Clodia (with her shrine of Venus Svpoliatrix), their frusirations,and the
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report; my MS,x®a sen %t to an custralian at Amarna with whon Phil had put m
in contact, was read by Zmery, who could find no errors.) I also got tog-
ether a collection of twenty-four short stories, Come _Home at Tast, set if
the Greek and Zoman worlds, and united to some extmt by QH;_EZQme of ﬂﬁinx
hcnrleaéﬁg, the quest for an anduring nnn_:jﬁﬁgoclﬁ ies bosed more and more
on sdavery. Az in the novels, personzl, sociaml, nnd religious msvects wers
brought tozethe Jeath of a Spartan King a?i;;? the vain effort of Cleem

enes ¥ith a mere dozen fol owers Ln “rocTﬁlm freedom in tlexandreia in 210
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bel. &nd to rouse the cowed citizens -- here ths devotad deaths were told




in terms that gave them a ritusl colouration znd made Cleomenss one of
the precurors of Jesus with his twelve. The dedication tuﬁ?artridge was
still somewhat confused in idiom, but declared that out of the standardis-
ing (I meant unifying) trends of our world wauld emerse an enriched variety
of culture, "Indeed the pwoof of this is already to be found in the trem-
endous cultural blesséming in the U.5.5.1. To rezlise the direction in

which fresdom lies one has only to compare this harvest with the fTew stunt

ed weclls produced during the same period under Fascism." T saw the movemen
of hiatory =5 one towards world-unity "though at the cost of vast pain and
pergexity." In fact T still knew very little of the Séwiet Union or Fasc-
ism, but my remarkes at least showed I was besinning the attempt to revalue
the contemporary world in terms of what I had learned from the ancient.

T also wrote for the Coclierd Fress a lomz short-story Storm at Sea, in

which Carian pirates with a Mithraic creed take a storm-racked ship and

their ecaptain's rape of the heroine involves a sort of parody of the bull-

sacrifice) e Jreacdowns o Ml ?rrﬂ A u[b-'wti' T moral nphnsn 4 B Komae wertd befine
Such, qul.a'kuya

5 @ 1

on céblderlnw what J have so far wrlttgn, I feel that, despite certain dis-
claimers here -and there,TI perhaps pive effect of a gturdy strugrle upwards
along predetermined lines. The more T think of what really happened, the
sore I feel the crucial role of my weakness, my fear. When in 1918-9 I
came to the point of rejecting war and.money, I did so out of cerkain
moral ideas based in poetry, but T 2lso was moved pwerfully by fear of war
and money. I might even say that T Teared to pive way the least bit to the
world of the cash-nexus becsuse I knew that if I did it would swallow me
up. That no doubt is as much a halftruth as the position that T took my
stand simply on high moral walues; but it must not be omitted from the
picture. ¥ear indeed seems to me te be an egsentizl component of any under
standing or decision that roes deep. How could one posz=ibly take a decisio
to stand optside the whole gechanism on which human beings appeamdito

depend, if it werent that one felt a deadly fesr of the mechhnism? And




one would he quite insensitive if one did not feel as deadly a fear at

the decision to stund outside —-— which might easily, if adhered to, hring
: " it Db & ook

tne death and disaster? In assnse then what goes on _isabattle of two

feirs. imd In my case the fear of being swallowed up by the cash-nexus wae

Stronger than the fear of starvation. A morsl conviction emerges and

ﬂtriumqggg but what has happened had not been simply an act of defiance [
- Mgl

an already-formed noble conviction: very far from it.

It secms to me that a man who looks gtraight ahead, who ewnounces
that he is resolved to po on to a point in the distance alomg the line
of his vision, and who tien proceeds %o go there, has in fact gone nowhere
at all. For the point he marked off ahead was only the point where he
stood. Real forward-movement is a complex business, invol}ving changes and
modifications all the whible, so that the zoal one has set, however firmly
secpomes something quite different by the time one gets there. One has
changed and the goal has changed. o say that is nut?ﬁeny the value of .
the roal or the existence of continuity as well as change in the Person

Strugzlin= ashead; but the relation of chanpge and continuity in the proces

[

4

will be dialectically complex and:fivnlve unpredickable as well constant
elements. Strenpth in the form of a tooy definite determination of zoals,
& too rigid notion of tactics,and a too impervious movement forwards,
can produce a heavy deformation of human nature, in which what was rood
in the first impulses becomes tyrannical and insansitive.

Hence the importance of the role of fear, of weakness, as well as
that of desire, of courage and streesgth. Fear is needed as well as desire
to clarify the situation in its fullness, a2nd te light up the way out of
the threatening or distérting pressures. Without weaskness the mind and
the sanses are closed up against all that does not express and expedite
the dominant idea, so that the idem itself becomes perverted. The problep
is to fear without being swayed by the thing one fears: to be weak
without losinpy one's way. Then ocne's strensth has & chance of turning
into a valid strencth, enabling one way to go the way of one's deepest
desire with a maximum of human syrpathy and understanding of what is at
stake., (Herein lay, I think, the twvuth we oversim lied in sayinc that the

voet must submit to the pull of life, not impose an abstractly moral Fis
Judgment on his impulses and enotions.)
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When I took the course of accepting Elza's dictations, I was in
exgreme fear, fear of the world snd its ecash-nexus, fear of her and the
effects on myself if I drove her to suicide. In a sense, by accppting the
terms she laid on me, T made her responsible for what happened. If things
went hopelesaly wrong, she would have heen the one under whose flag it
had all happened. T was evading my fear of the world by putting it on to
her.Amd yet, so entangled are the meral and emotional foreces of such a
Eituation, I was also pushing myself into a situation where my worst fears

might easily have come true. I vas ready endure anything rather than

commit a further evil deed -- force things along the line of my "will."
For in the new values being horn inside me, what 2t the time had been

the working-out of theiggﬂﬁgf of the poet-witally-st-the-mercy-of-his-
impulées nowappearsd as the foreinpg o o v;? *éiahstrattly—devised

system which I was ruthlessly carrying out, onl the suffering ©lza.

I had to discard my "strength', to become once more weak and vulnerable;
and this entailed a drastic rejection of all ideas of male dominance,
hnwev;r disguised as poetic dedication.

Yet the whole point of this book is the attempt to show the cont n-
nity of an idea (alme. an emotion): that I must resist the cashsnexus and
te true to the values of poelry as I conceived them. How is that cantiﬁ}ty
jmégﬁiﬁiif, as T am now saying, fear and weakness were as much present as
deagire and strenrth (the constant service of the idealg

I do rnot thinl there is any contradiction of the main thesis in
the admission of the role of fear and geakness (vulnerability). All one is
c¢lzining is that the process was one of reel life and not the fanatical am
mutilating imposition of a&n idea on ghgxiifnxprmnttx:xx life withf%ts

‘ndless varietyof dewmands and satisfactions. The complex of fear and desi
i

itsell Bormx ﬁfawing force from family-experiences that went far back
beyond 19!8-9, had createdt&ubattern of withdrawal and of reliance on
poctry as a saving pvower; and T tended to repeat.. this at every fresh
¢rizis. Impacts from ~utside then did much to determine the emotional and
inteliectual content built up to meet the strains and stresses of the
withirawal -- the meetings with Witherby and Cuinton; the letter from my

father; the encounter with Flza; the breakdown of the Press and the
'betrayal" of FTlza. The pattern of withdrawal (fear) thus took on new
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orientations, e:pansions, adapkations, to make possible my surviwal in a
situation that mizht easily have led to breakdown. What I can clzim is
£hst in each case ] managed to escape the breakdown, and to this extent my
weakness took on positive aspects. To the oxtent thnt?ﬁéppaned, the act
and idea of total rejection or resistance ceased to géfgﬁyexpreaninn of
fear and begot ils own characteristic activities of justification, defence,
and attack. I could then throw off fear as the chamnion of the idem. iAnd

that, I see, was wﬁbﬁng:had no interest or capacity to ussert my rights

in the face of the world, but have been ready wholeheartedly to take up th
apgertion of the rights of others. The first case sesmed («nd sseems)
merely & personal matter liable to bring the world crushingly down upon me;
the second case offersd me the shisld of the idea.
igain this formulation helps to explain why I had to take the line of

submitting my will absolutely to Hlza's as far as action was c¢oncerned.,
&t the time of the erisis of 1930, to have gone off and found a Job in the
grdinzry way would have wived out my relation to the idea; I might have
found Eecurity in the world's sense, but I would have felt utierly iaseciure
: for T would no longer have been under the flag, and behind the shield, o
e idea. 7 could ecarry on in a systen :gitjin the world's sense,was utler-
iy insecure, and?feél even a certain-gtability in it, because T was still
%ﬁi%iing the idea as somesthing greater than myself, sometiiing that T must
gerve. If I had besn a strong man in any ordinary sense of thaEbEE?:,I
should have felt I could dominate the idea, dominate the Hnrld:_my Tadren
"strangth” lay in my weakness, my complete inability to believe thet I
eould dominate anythingz, my renewed wish to give up any pretences 1 ever
bad of dominating anything. (;t was logical then that in 1929 Peter “arlocl
siould have written to me denouc’ing me as a nmasochist, on the basis of
sons remarks in my preface to our Sapilhic 3 T survived, but he, determiaed
to be a dominant male, comnitted suicide the following yﬂar.)

These remarks perhaps held to put mm in a truer verspective ny 1919
Path. Olearls thet decision had its affinities with the rejections madje
by many young people in recent years, their attempts to renounce the caahuJ

- . |
paxue, %o find alternative ways of living. ''here such attenpis invelve

genuine atlempts to founf systems of communzl living, give Lthem my
synpatiy == even if T think that such systems, however sustoined for hrief

seriods, c¢annol but end by being corroded and perverted by the surrounding

. S i
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corrustions. Where they are based on attewnts to use charity,cadped
money, or aZgencies of soeinl assistance meant for the unemployed amd the

= s
Bick, =nd the like, I sees that my Sydney plase had some similarities
e . . - adae o .
+ith their attitudes, but T ses their protest as useless and confusing the
issues. When the rejections are based on the positions of sBo~called play-
mover, there is again & superficial link with one aspect of our ‘ustralian

viswpeinta, hut at root the differsnces are stronger than the likenssses.

fowever we atiacked moralistic abstractions and rvrepres-iens, or proclaimed
£het everything that lives:dis holy, that shstinence strews sand all sver
the ryd’y Iiobs, and so on, we wanted strug-le at all ooints against the
#=tahliched systems. n rejseting the gssh-nexug, 1 never rejected workj
¢n the contrary from the outset 1 had Yilliam Morris's respect for all

concrete labour, whether sith th. hands or the mind. I dencuncad maghine-

sroduction as a way of fragmenting men, as = reflection of mechanistic
shilosophy and science; but T did net identify work with subnission to the
machine. Tather 1 saw the right sort of work as =n esiential aspect of the
ravolt afjainst fragmentation, as lying &t the core of the atruggle to
ragain wholeness. T had no genesral plan 2s to how tie mechanistie trends
were to be reversed, but T felt the oprosiyion of play and work to be

the clearsst expression of the very dichotomy that had to be overcome.
York should nove over into play, and play into work, the divisiens at
time; breaking down, but the nature of the two activities never in doubt,
thcir difference as well a@s their union. (Play-power thus appears & sort

o

prtie ethie in anarchistic dlssolution, as destrictive of any true

Yhere vemained tlen an unrecolved contradiction in my Oath and its apy-
iication. I could do my utmost to adhere To the Cath, and 3eﬁpat hetome

paragétic, in so £ar as my postry and its surr@gates earmed me a place in
th ﬁﬂrld . extorted some money from thet grudging enemy, and enablod me
ta sirugle against the alienating system. Zut I could not preach tiis ns
& general way-out. T was thus clinging to # utopian conception in the mid
of my. =ffort to ret rid of utopias and find & wormknhle basis for the
whole mAn. A1l T éould say in palliation was that as long as 1 used my

pesition to Tisht for the end of the society of nlienation T was to some
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that extent justifying my use of a private system of revolt in the name of
= revolution that had to be based in the mass of producers if it .were to
be actuslised -- that is, in the mess of men and women zrievously and irre

strievably entangled in the fréhenting process, accepting it as a necessszy

condition of their existence. Only these people could iéen ultimately revel

‘everse the process, however Lhey were conditioned by it in so many respec
S5tll, perhaps I might generszlise my position as follows. Everyone who g
grows aware of the nature of the cashnexus should resist it as far as he
¢an. 45 a poet I could carry my revolt further in some points than the man
¥30 ha to take a Job, say, in a factory; T ecould say that T would not take
money only in so far as it came oubt of my doing the thinss I wanted most
Sseply to do. To this extent I was anticipating comcunist spciety when

w¥ork becomes an expression of the deepest self and the division betwesn wo

i

8 play breaks down -- work being even more enjoysble than play, and play

i

tself integrally linked with the world of work. (Marx, T could point &y
put refused flatly tu&%ny worik other than that hes felt to be his destiny,
Sowever much his kimx f;mily and hs himself suffered; as result he saw his
son die.) But if everyone could not sirive to live already injé&iﬁzxnf work
in terms of communist wvalues, he could at leist always spply the principle
ef being as little involved personally in the money-process as was possible
*o own properiy for unnﬁnxnxx one's own use is permissible; but to own it
in any other shape or form (in houses or land to bs let, in investments or
stocks and shares bringing-in any kind of interest) is to have a direct 4
stske in system and is therefore imooral. I have myself always felt that
any form of unearned income must be rejected. T have naver made a bet nnd
would not accept money from such a source; if somecne made a bet in my nome

ead won, I should give the money away. I believe that one cannot be too
woud o Qe Conmested . hi‘lﬁl;

ricid in onefs :énuﬂuﬁimm gith money as a self-breeder, untelated to one's

work, Yet the Bri.ish workinz-class, to which one looks for a reverssl of

the profit-system, spends enough money yearly in gambling to transform the

gouhtry education=lly and culturally if it were sanely employed. ’nd when

. A @
Bbout 7959 I wrote an article in Heynolds Weekly, in which T mnde a referen

. s a 1 = "
to & workers pride in his work, I received a score or sc indigzint letters
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from wnrkerﬁﬂfhﬂt they leoathed their worl and took no BPide in it, but
0ot one agreeing with me.One or two suggested that they would feei differ-
ently under socialism, but not because work would change its nature; they
wopuld then subordinate their boredom to the sentiment of working for the
community.

The guestion of fear again comes up in the whole revulsion from money
&8s a self-breeding, external, and dominatineg force. The image is one of
the lepss of identity, death-obliteration, the intrusion of alien control-
ling powers. (Hence the popularity, in our world of money-power in its
final expansions of science-Tiction with the motive of the alien intruder

sesking to conquer the earth.) Such imegery has always roused my deepeg

fears, my deepest reistances. One effect was the aversion from 31l mediecal

frugs. Round about 1947, when I found that smoking was petting a grip on
E=, T at once dropped it. (This wig before the link with caneer was known)
X cguld‘;g;§;; occasional drinking, hecause it involved a direct strugrle
between one's consciousness and the intrusive force stripine Lo dominate:
Sut if I had ever faund :t thrghuentd to beomme a setfled habit T should
Bage dropped it at once. The drug-habits of so many young people today
thés appear to me as the final submission to aliesnation and the.damhatioﬂ
of the cash-nexus. ih!y are merely the extreme Torm of practises cantral
to a drug-so c1et; -i nurs,wﬁgig the grip of 3%33%33} and tobacco uJEn b,
but even more imporitantly the grip of all sorts of chemical drugs, from
antibiotics to trahauillisers. 3o the young drug-takers, so far from exp-
ressing & reﬁllinua impulse, are revealing the tamest of all possible sur-
renders to our drug-society of alienation. Thle world of hallucinations ial
the most degradine parody of the true attainment of aniiy with nataral
and organic processes throupgh love, art, and deep contemplation. Tt repres.
snts the fux most complete acceptance of bourgecis self-a|ienation, the
=05t complete counter-revolutionary submission and passivity. Eﬁg'&xtrcme
fear of alien domination has always underlain my efforts to find a way of

life that reflected as little as pos=zible the cash-nexus and all its
surrpgates. Onee again I find it hard to draw 2 line where the revulsion

of fesr shades off into the desire and quest for a way of life to which

the fear does mnot apply.
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The highest point of consciousness in this period (1930-5) lay in the

aversion of my idealist existentialism into a comcrete one. T was awere

[

of the dialectical conflict of opposites, in the terms I had learned from
2lake and Plato (and to a lesser desre- from Hegel), but I had not built
Up 2 dfinite philosephy of histepry out of those terms. T was concerned wit
freserving my sense of a guiding organic purpose, while ridding it of
ideslist and teleological elements. Darwin and bioclogy helped me. T arrive
2t the concept of the timleas moment of time, in which the totality of a
situation was summed up. That totality incluwded the past that had shaped i
it, and the future that was to issue from it. So the next stage emerged,
xxx not by chance or by a mechanistic fate, but out of the living totality
of forces making up the concrete moment. The purposive movement was the
expresszion of this totality, not of any sequence of cause and effect that
c¢ould be mechanistimally abstracted. The more one penctrated into the
comcrete totality, the nearer one could come to a formulation of this

Srganie purpose. In the last rescrt one would need a compehammion as

wide and full as the universe; but one could still make worthwhile and
neamingfull statement of the lesser wholes that senstituted that universe
= though one needed at the same time to be aware of the limitations
resulting from a partial view, which could neot tske in the further relat-
ions of the whole that one was considering. Such an awareness asved cne
from dogmatising on the understandings one achieved; it made one look
always for the intrusion of new forces; it made one think of cne's
perticular whole 2a a ways making up a system of complex symmetry and aewm
asymmetry with the other wholes surrounding it, and with the cosmic proces
itself. 3ut as long as one kept these further considerations in mind,
ene could va idly deal with a particular whole: the earth, human scecietly
and history, and 5o on, down to smaller concatenations of energy and move-
ment, substance in its ceaseless change, transformation, development.
Tarticular aspects of the unitary process could he grasped by a concrete
penetration into thHeir inner gXf conflicts, seeking always for the timelﬁg
moment of total traznsformation, of a leap imbo new balances, contractions

or expansions.



