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The ccnmon,thame of these two noyellas is the

beastliness of the twentieth centu;y.' In "Pamily,”
a father lavishes love upon mankind, but, in so

doing, blights his own';ire and the liveg of his
wife and children. "Tﬁe Contin@ntél" presgnta a
man of civilized sensibility who bas dedicated his
life to a search f&r the Beautiful through an
appreciation of art and sensuelity; The search
leads at last to a vibion of horror and brutality.,
The thematic variations are reflected in writing
which is by turns awkward, blithe, stilted, and
highly decorated.

L W

- ma aae w

- RN ASAEY SN A S At Ao i b e

> et



I

A
.\ L]
» L ]
4
’ o »
4
> A
s
‘
. .

Tabie of conte;:tu

Pamily .
1 In the Nightf; Heinrich Himmler . . .
2 The Prugesi

The Boeing and -
The Bot Pastrami Sandwidh

3 The Garden of the Hesperides

The Continental
1 Red Velvet, Black Iace
2 Red Banner, Black Boots
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FAMILY

In the Night, Helnrich Himmler . . .

{ /
N \

L

In the night, Heinrich Himmler came’tqsper as she lay
waiting for sleep. He came frqm bghiﬁd, steppigg slowly,
carefully in the unfamiliar dark. SHe knew him by the
faint creek of his leather boota,.by his prim'decorum in
sitting so near the edge of her narrow bed, by his
voice. - | ‘ | ‘

Even in a'whispbr, his voice squeaked and raépedl
at the same tQﬂe. Jane understood some German, and
she caught a few wqrds "mein Schatz® and "schoneé
Madchen," "Thoﬁgh you could hardly call ne a Mﬁdchen,ﬁ
she added in a characteristically wry togt of voice. As

he whispered his endearments to her, Heinrich Himmler

. stroked her éxposed shoulder, the nape_ of Aer neck

fr
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where‘lay the feathery curls which, for me, for many,
suggested her frailty. S . .

"If I were Jewish," she remarked, "there might be
gome point to it, some reason. Natalie ahd Sheila have
both spent a lot of time thinking about Nazis and the
camps. I mean, they both lost, I don't know, lots'of
relatives. They don't talk about it with me much, but I
think it's on their minds a lot, the whéle thing about
uniforms and genocide and men. It goes together -for them.
But I've never cared about politics, not historical
politics anyway, except when it involved women, so . . ."

Indeed, she had a very English name: Jane Seymour.
Very Anglo-Norman? To satisfy the curiosity: Lady Jane
Seymour was Henry VIII's third wife; they were married
in 1536 and she died a year later, aged 26, while giving
birth to the boy who became Edward VI. "My namesake was
sacrifi?ed for dynastic considerations, murdered for‘a
man's vanity, his need to perpetuate himself. But
Edward was sickly and died at the age of sixteen. I
take ironic pleasure in khowing that the two children of
Heénry who made it to adulthood and the throne were women,
both hard as nalls, and Elizabeth was one of the best
rulers England ever had, if not the best."

Jane made this speech in a dark bar some time after

one in the morning. The drink had mellowed us bofh, but




Jane was a_bif prickly aq$§he mellowest, When I
suggested Jane Seymour's death might be more accurately N
seen as ev{dence of the danger of ﬁrimipara births in
those days, she scoffed and insisted that Jane had

: prébably been light and slim and, at twenty six,_féi

too o0ld to be bearing he} first child. "Light and slim
like &ou," I thought of saying, but held my tongue.
Compliments angered her. You'll have guessed that Jane
was at that time (spring of 75) what was then commonly
called a "women's libber," Put is now (1983%) called a
"femiﬁtst," a less awkward term. So of course she was

a bit prickly. I apologize for the atrocious pun

lurking in "prickly"; it is not intended and the word
exactly catches the particular zind of sensitivity
feminists so often display. The sense I mean is not

one of attack, but of defence, prickly like the cactus;
"dangerous to rash hands. Let me hasten to add that.I
think a woman who is not some sort of feminist is a fool:

- and a man who isn't sympathetic is a lout, a barbarian

i

oI worse.

This is one of several things I want to say about
Jane, but I have let it-degenerate in adjectives:
prickly, dangerous, sympathetic. I am a novelist, so I'd
rafher you remember the particular incident: her remarks

about Lady Jane Seymour's death, the tone of her voice.
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And this is also a convenient place to describe Jane

physically. Light and slim, yes, and about five-se&en.

An attractive, comfortable figure which she often hid

in indifferent shirts and jeans, sometimes showéd with
offhand pride in attractive skirts and dresses.’ (I'm
back to adjectives again, ﬁeavy adjectives, blunt
statement, crude structure; ;h, where are the elfin

words, the blithe sentences, the felicitous forms I

once commanded? Don't think about it. Go on.) Light:
brown hair which she sometimes wore down to her shoulders,
more often kept pinned up, so exposing those feathery
curls at the nape. A pleasant, musical voice with an __
Engiish accent of sorts; I believe she was a Canadian
but had been brougﬁt up abroad. EHer feet were long and
slim and looked very delicate in the kind‘of loafer with
a very short vamp over the tqeé and which I glways‘

associate with ads in The New Yorker. Jane tbough% her

feet too big, but from fhe remarks of many women I have
met, the Duchess of Windsor might as well have said:

"A woman can never be too slim or too rich or too small
of foot." Similarly Jane's nose was long and thin; and
yes, she thought it too big and I thought it her besf
feature.A She had high cheekbones, softly edged lips,
surpriéingly small teeth and pale blue eyegnwhich either

looked at you with searching candour (her head cocked




slightly to her right) or which ggzed, squinting,_ipto
the distance as she groped for an answer, a question, a
word, a phrase, a perception. 4nd this is the second
important thing I want to say about her: her intelligeﬂce
was always engaged.

As I implied, she was a careful listene;i Her
characteristic speech was either a fast, articulate
tumblé of words or, frequéntly, that pause and gaze into
"the distance as she tried to grasp the concept, to give
it words. The first few would come slowly, then she wogld
turn her eyes upon you and the words would tumble from
her. ~

of coursé, she Qas, as the phfase had it, "a child7
of the sixties," which means she was actually a child
of the fortieé or early fifties, 1949, I believe. The
phrase means she cared ébout’the issues, about people,
about the absolute necessity of making the world a better
place, along with the conviction téeat corrupt g;vernment
was everywhere trying to enslave humankind. And, of
course, there were the drués. I have never been a user,
preferring beer and cigarettes in immoderate amounts, but
Jane, so far as I can tell, consumed large quantities of
drugs at certain periods in the late sixties and early

seventies. I am guessing from casual remarks she made

and from the circles in which she moved. What effect
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':thebdrugs had on her I'll leave to the;esrimation of

those with more experience. The phrase also suggests .

sex; this wholerétory is about Janenand sex.

The‘point is that Jane was a/serious apd toncerned
young woman interested in the wér&d around her,
interested in doing something wor%hwhile with herself,
and willing to take chances.

So she tried things. As all her 'sort did in Canada,
she lived a while in Vancouver. As some others did,
she served with CUSO, a &eaf or so in South America, I
believe. She got’ a B.A. in one of the social sciences
and started a Masters. Usually she lived algne; o
sometimes she lived with men or witﬁ/women. Whether
that went beyond cohabitation with either the men or
the women I hage no idea. On the whole, the\iiving with
others seems not to have been very successful: Tﬁeu
prickliness, doubfless, and she placed a very high'Yalue

s)

on independence.

But in the night Heiqg@gh Himmler tame to her bed and
she lay still while he reached under the covers and
stroked her back, moved his soft, pudgy, moist hand
alpng her spine. She lay with her eyes open, but saw

nothing because of the darknéss of the room® Yet she

'sensed the shape and nature of her visitor; the creax of

A4
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" the leather, the smell of it, and other smells, too.

“A'colognelI didn't recognize, but it was" -- gazing gs

I have éescribed, holding her breath -- "a 'simple

smell . . . not a complicated one. I know that's

redupdant, but . . . it was a simple, direcﬁ fragrance.~/
Not musk but perhaps some flower smell though not one- of
I recognized, the sort of thing they sell to little
girls as play perfumes or put in cheap soap. You'd
never fob it off onwé grown woman, not even on a man
these days, so I knew it was an o0ld scent, a thirties
scent; and nof something ﬁade in Paris, either, but made
in the man's. own Deutschland. Or Bulgaria. Vulgaria.
It was simple like a three—&grd sentence: 'I like
hamburgers.' ﬁéybe it was from Hamburg. Anyway . « "'
The trite play an words is not meant to suggest her
intelligeﬁge, for she had ample, but rather its

restlessness, touéhing upon something, turning‘it

" around, backwards, moving on. Sometimes, as when she

2 \
felt comfortable or half drunk, these flights could be
hilarious or fascinating to watch like the flight of a

i -

‘n;ghtqaik. . L - ) oo

"And the smell of the uniform: some fabrics have

tgé&f owQ’partiéular odour and a blouse that has been

washed perhaps smells of the soap or the fabric softener

or the fresh air if it has been dried on the line. But

' »
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his uniform had a musty, sweaty smell, moderately strong.
I was amazed, really, because' the man was the head of the
SS and surely he didqi# have to bay for his own dry
. cleaning. And thgn, of course, I remembered they
probably d%gg}f/have dry cleaning back then, so how
would you get the smell out of clothes you couldﬁ't wash?
You had to air them, no doubt, and hang them in closets
with Sachets to add a prefty smel} to mask the soiled
smellkPecause thére was no way to get rid of it.
"And . . . the buttons on the cuffs of the sleeve
caught on the sheet when he reached under to touch . . o
To touch her Body, haked under the covers. I
expect it was naked; she didn't tell me, so I am guessing
from the time of year -- the "visitaﬁions" as she called
them came in the late spring, early summer and the nights
were warm that year -- and from my own experience of her
bedtime routine. The first time I was with her iﬁ/her
apartment, she arose and took a flannelette nightdress
from the hook on the back of the door.

"Do you always wear one of those?"

"Only in winter. When it's. cold. I hate being
cold." . / u

And . yes, Jane and I‘yefé lovers, although only for

a short while. This paggage in our friendship was not
P / .

particularly importént to either of us. Without being




~/

either indiscreet or exhibitionistic, let me Jjust say
that we got on.pleaséntly enough in bed, but not
famously. After a few weeks we talked it over briefly
and dggided to go back to being just friends, a relief
tq\?oth of us. She did sleep over at my place a few
times af%;; that, but only because I lived downtown, it
was late at night, and she didn't want to pay the cab
fare on to her place. (For Montrealers: I lived on Peel
Jjust above Sherbrooke, while she lived on Esplanade
across from the tennis courts.) "We can, if you'd 1like,"
she said on one of these occasions. "After all those
beers?" I replied, and we snuggled against one another,
happier in friendship than in love. (For all the nonsense
that came out of the sixties, there also came moments
like that; the possibility of moments like that.)

From my memory of making love with her, I'll add
one indiscreet word: self-absorbed. A deadening,
latinate term, though the English half is lively enough
to most of us. At any rate, while it says nothing about
Janes lovemaking, it says much about Jane, about her
nature. I remarked that she cared about issues: but
she took them personally. The lies of Viet Nam, the
meaningless slaughter, these were lies to her, slaughter

of her people. The sordid, contemptible twisting of the

3 3

Watergate business was an affront to her own integriﬁy,
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her insistence on truth-telling{ Air pollution

poisoned the air she wgs breathing right now, here in
this room, water poll&tion fouled the water in thls very
glass she held in her hand. As for the saturation of
food with chemical fertilizers, insecticides and
fungicides, they were saturating her body, going int§
thé lining of her stomach, into her bloodstream, to all
the 6rgans, muscles, bones of her body, accumulating

in the Bone marrow, the fatty tissue. I remember
meeting her one summer afternoon on the crowded corner
of Mountain and de Maisonneuve. Begofe I could suggest
a drink, she was talking about agribusiness. Her
midriff was bare betweén white slacks and a blouse tied
in front; she grabbed a roll oflflesh, a very small roll
because there was little fat on her, agd declared:

"Look at this; see this fatty tissue here?" and any
number of eyes in the passing throng clearly’'did see it.
"Do fou know what chemicals have collected in this little
bit of my body because those bastards in agribusiness
have to make their profits? Do you have any idea? ILet
me tell you, th;n . . ." and she went on to list an
amaz ing numbe;\Er di-oxy-phospho-nitrite-ates which, I
have no doubt, really wére inside Phat winsome roll of
flesh, and i;side me and you too. But Jane seemed t0

take it all personally, as if the agribusiness
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conglomerates were poisoning everyone 1in North America
because it was the only practical way of getting at
Jane Seymour. It was this aspect of her that I found
hardest to take. I steered her to the Bistro on

Mountain Street and we found a table on the tiny front

4 -

terrace.
"Something has to be done. It's criminal," she said.
She was drinking a Pernod because it was somnehow
more organic than my beer. Quite possibly this was so;
I don't want to make her seem a fool or a crank, but she
did things like that. So did lots of others.
"I'm sorry Jane, I'm just a couple of years too old
- to be of much use. I hate marching for causes.”
Jane marched for every cause of the moderate left.
We talked over things to do without getting anywhere.
"Have you thought of moving to the country?" I
asked. "If you grew your own food . . " \ 3
The gaze, then: "I visited a few communes out in
B.C., and a couple in the Townships and one in Vermont
and . +» - I don't think they work out very well. I
mean, without all those machines, you don't have time -
for anything else. And that whole back-to-thg—land
movement was . . . well, it‘was well-meaning and sweet
e o « sort of like . . . gort of like walking nude in a

snowy field because it's pure and you're pure and you
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want to express your oneness with the whiteness and

all that and it's greét as a concept, but mostly you
freeze to death. Anyway, the answer is in the cities
because our civilization is a city civilization. The
orders to use those chemicals, the chemicals theﬁselves,
they come from city ooardrooms and sales offices and labs
and factories. Anyway, you know all that. So how have
you been? I haven't seen you since ., . ."

She wasn't really a bore, you see, Actually, the
conversation about fertilizers and such went on for
half an hour or mﬁre before she changed the subject,
but she did change it. Nor was asking me about myself
mere politeness. She was one of those who really want
to know. She was different from most in that she
allowed you to slip away from the question with formula
answers; but if you 4id want to unburden yourself, she -«
could listen.

An o0ld Joke. A young woman applied for entry to a
great women's college. Soon, her mother received a
questionnaire from the college'asking, among oﬁher
things: "Is your daughter a good leader?" She thought
a moment, then wrote: "No, but I believe she is a good
follower." The college replied: "We are pleased to accept
your daughter's application; with 149 leaders, the

first-jear class will need at least one follower."
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I mean that most of us are only too happy to
talk, but only a few willulisten; and, self-absorbed
though she was, Jane was a good listener. I think she
was lodking for evidence, for signs, for clues to the
hows and whys of life; she was willing to listen because ~*
she had not yet madé up her own mind. I mentioned that
she was of the moderate left. But so were almost all
thinking people her age. The moderate left in the late
sixties, early seventies was not so much a political
position as a way of life. With it came a comforting
confidence in who were friends and who enemies, what wasli
right, what wrong. But whiie Jane always marched in the
end, she had to make up her own mind each time,
independently, on the evidence. When the call came for
a ban on California grapes, Jane suspended purchases
while she studied the issue. First she read about it in

several safely left journals, then went to William F.

Buckley's Wational Review not so much because she was
willing to be convinced, but because she thought the
left journals tended to preach to the convérted (and
the right journals too, of course) and she wanted to be
sure there were no thorny or sneaky or even valid
objections out there. Of course, this scrupulous
fairness, or near fairness, was tiring. To be more

accurate, it was psychically exhausting. And perhaps

(&)
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thig is where Heinriech Himmler comes in.

Heinrich Himmler came to her bed in the small hours
when she lay still, wishing her mind would be still,
yearning for rest, for releagse from . . . trying to

be fair? The struggle for truth, for good action, was
becoming too much for her, was dragging her down. So
when Heinrich Himmler came to her‘those many times
during that spring and summer, her resistance was 1
and she had no way to defend herself against his moist
hands, his whispered endearments, his lies. No, she |
could not quite catch his German, but she knew from
repetitive, hypnotic tone that he was telling her lies,
trying to poison her mind. As she tried to understand
why he was there, she saw at once that he was already
inside her mind, that he was merely a fantasy or

projection of her own thoughts or fears or dreams.

. (I have never studied psychology, so I will not try to

explain the nature of the thing. Jane said that when
he came to her she was neither asleep nor awake, if
that is any help.) But therefore, if he was already
there, inside her mind, was her mind already poisoned?
Hopelessly poisoned?‘ Thepe questions and many others

she put to me the time she told me of the visitations.

. Of course, I had no answers.
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I would like to be able to give the whole of that
conversation, but it lasted from happy hour Ffiday,
through dinner and drinks an_d more drinks, and finished
when we fell asleep around five~thirty Saturday morning.
Mostly I listened. and asked questions. (Yes, I valued
Jane's listening because I value it in myself; I have
worked at it.) The conclusion Jane came to, talked
through with me that night, was that she ought to find
out about dimmler and so, perhaps, lay the ghost, as it
were. While he was an unknowﬁ, almost mythic, figure
he was terrifying, but if he were known . . . And if
she could know him, could she better know what inside
herself threw him out into the room?

But before .I explain what she found and how she '
interpreted it, I should mention wﬁat Himmler was doing

to Jane on these visits.

When Heinrich Himmler came tc; her and stroked her body,
Jane Seymour was weak and defenceless, her mind in
turmoil, her spirit depleted. With his creaking boots
and slightly rank uniform and simple cologne apd an
overtone of gun-oil from his pistol, Heinrich Himmler
came to her bed and toyed with her. He did not take his
clothes off, he did not kiss her, he Jjust ;troked her

naked body with his soft, moist hand and whispered




poisonous endearments into her eaﬁ and, with his hand,
brought ﬁer to some sort of sexual arousal . . . Sr
satisfactidn?

The shock the‘first ti;e it happened was stunning,
but the humiliation which followed was clearly worse.

(He came to her, I gather, about three times a week for

- several months; whether he continued after-her talk

with me, I do not know; and no, she 4id not tell me any
practical details.,) But worst of all, she knew she wés
no longer simply one victim among many, of the poisons
and injustices and cruelties of the world, but now she
was a victim of her own miﬁd. She spoke for hours about
masochism and women and ﬁen, about ambition and daring
and strength and cod?age and sanity, about Virginia
Woolf and Sylvia Plath and many other women.

"I don't expect to be famous like Hannah Arendt

‘or Simone de Beauvoir or whatever. I don't think:I'm

a genius or that I can solve all the problems of the
world. Just now, I'd be happf‘if I could simply keep my
own problems in control, nevef mind solve them. I mean,
I'd be happy if I could find a quiet iittle lecturing
job and work on my Masters and help a few students and
be useful around the women's centre and mayoe make some
small contribution to solving the big problems. 3But now,

betrayed from the inside: I mean, how did it get in

<
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there? Who put it there? Was it my parents? Or
society? Or men? Or me? Damn it, I don't think I‘did
it to myself. I have taken chances, sure, but not really
wild chafdes. I think I've been careful . . .
reasonably careful. I didn't run off to Tibet, I ran
off to Vancouver. I haven't slept with hundreds of men,
I've only slept with . . . a small number. ~Drugs and
booze . . . well, in moderate excess, but I'm not
addicted and I don't sense any damage yet; anyway, I
don't think they're to blame. But this guilf « o
doubt . . . anger , . . thing, it's been here since

« + » since I was seven or eight, I think. And, damn
it, it's in me just because I'm intelligent and I care

and, most of all, because I'm a woman."

Well, there were twelve hours.of that sort of
thing. ©No doubt it sounds familiar, perhaps it is
irritating, but it is not insane; we laughed over the
Tibet-Vancouver remark. Yet Himmler had arisen from
the depths of her to possess, defile her body, her mind.

' Consequent to her decision to find out more about
Himmler, Jane went the next day to the Mclennan Library
at McGill to do some reading. At least, I assume she
did, for that's where’she was going when she left my
apartmenf”(i lived a block away) but I did not see her

again for severak . q%?s. I called a few times, but she
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was never in or wasn't answering or the phone was off
the hook. VWhen I did see her again, in early September,
I believe, we were with other people in a bar and I

only 'spoke privately with her for a few minutps outside

" the toilets. She had been to a shrink and then another

one.

"But I've had it up to here with them. I've been
to half a dozen over the years and I've never ! . . I
don't know, it -has never done me much good. I think
the whole psychology-psychiatry gang ask the wrong
questions gomehow o .+ . they see the world in the wrong
frame of reference or something. I'd explain, but . . "

She was having trouble meeting my eyes (or anyone
else's that evening as far as I could judge.)

But I had to ask her.

"and . . . the visitations?"

"Himmler?"

"I'm sorry, don't answer if . . ."

"No, it's okay, he's gone. At least in the way
he was apﬁearing last spring: I think he's still in
there. Anyway, I don't know how much you know about
him, bét don't bother. He was a boring, stupid, nasty
little bureaucrat. 3By an accident of history he got

on a political wave and rode it to the top where he

carried out lots of boriég, stupid, nasty, insane
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little schemes. The mass murders you know about, but
he was also into lunacy like seleétive breeding

and . . . oh, there was a scheme to steal away the
bastard children fathered by German troops on -
suitable women in occupied countries. 'He was a
megalomaniac postal clerk whacking people with a
m%ga;omaniac's date stamp. Or maybe a claims
adé&stment clerk in the head office of an -insurance
company: 'Box C, line'32 is incorrectly entered,
therefore your claim to humanity is rejected.'

Which makes it all even more humiliating. Why
couldn't it have been Genghis Khan or Attila the
Hun; someone with flair, at least? Iook, uhh . . ."

She was dancing on the spot so I went b3ck to
<
theg;able; when she returned, she finished her drdnk

and left.

Her friend Natalie is convinced that that fall Jane ‘
suffered the final humiliation . . . brutality? What
word suffices? She thinks Jane was raped. If so,

Jane seems%o have toid no one; but then, she was very
private in some ways. She could tell me at length about u
Himmler, but refﬁse to discuss menstrual cramps with

another woman.

There 1s no point speculating on whether or not,



it happened, because we will never know. In a sense,
she had already been raped from wiéhin'by Himmler; or,
say, the effect w;é much the same. r

I want to explain what I feel about rape, so here

is a picture.,

In a fletro station on a warm Friday evening in
springtime. The girls, the young women, are going
.dancing. Some are with boyfriends, some with other
gifls. Thej wear clothes in many different étyles:
neat, dressy, sloppy, weird, colourful, drgé, tight,
baggy, modest, revealing. (This .is the season of ﬁhnk
and preppy, very eclectic; I think the kids are ahead
of the designers for once.) The miniskirt is back,
along with lots of bright colours like turquoise, red,
pink and mauve; hair styles are wild and dramatic;
jewellery is big and bright.

The girls are chattering and laughing, their
voices singing out in the echoing halls, whispering,
while their eyes revolve and wheel, squint and grow
large. What are they talking about? Surely about the

same things as the Heathers and Judys and Barbaras of
2

29

my youth. Not quite, for I grew up before dope and the

pill. (How wise we thought ourselves then.) A few

years ago they were children, in a few more most will be

. o
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But tonight in their coltish heels, their

;maréiéd:
eyeéhadow and dangling-eafrings tﬁey are adventuring
out from home; in an hour, in rooms"e%ploding‘with
light and sound, they'll dance and dance and maybe fry
themgelves in lové. "The young in one another's arms," "
as 'Yeats put it. And if we'gg middle-aged and
- reasonably sane, we,énjoy their chatter and laughter
ané their eyes,which brighten the world a little. And
we wish them well on their jgzrn;}s. L ) -

But theviapist hates theirﬁgaughter. In. the Metro
station he lurks in the sﬁadoﬁs by the concrete pillar .
and mutters to himself, his eyes E;;E;g restless}y, and
k¢ twitches in the shadows as his mind twitqhes in its
shadows, his mind a cold, slimy creature, dweller in a-
dank and stinking underworld. He hates the girls in,
thei; light ahd laughter,‘in their glory, they enrége

- him, "he wants to make their laughter a scream of terror,
their light a smear of filth, their glory bloodstains
on a torn rag. . '

' But this creature also defiles my paper (I used to
writg of more pleésant folk) and I don't want to go
on with him. Is he not too romantically evil? What - "
about the clean-shaven rapist in the three plece suit?

7§S¥ I meamt. this to be a pibture of his mind, dét of '
him. S%ill, I seem to recall Hannah Arendt saying

. 3




something to the effect that evil is ultimately banal.
Perhaps like Himmler the real rapist is dull, leaden,-
lumpisﬁ, stupid, boring, ordinary. ‘Ordinary like fhé
man yalking beside you. Ordinary like me? '

”~

In any case, I hope Jane did not suffer rape.

I did net see her again, but she called mé on my
birthday, December 14th, to wish me greetings. She
‘said her parents had rented a place in Barbados for a
moﬁth or so and she was going down to visit over
Chfiétmas. She rarely'spoke-of'her,parents; they
still lived overseas énd Jane had not seen them for
several &eaps. ’
"Sounds greaﬁ," I said. "Sun and salf water épd
ldﬁg cool rum drinké. I envy you." , |
."Yeah, I'm going to see if I can't get myself .
straightened out. The winter depresses me, all the
grey and the slush and the cold. I've always liked
“sunlight, ever since I was & little girl. Sunlight and

- laughter."

She .said more, but it isn't- important. For, a
few déys later, she flgy to Barbados; she killed
herself on the sixth of January, 1977.

Speaking of Himmler and what she had concluded

was causing the visitations, she had said: "It's in me
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Jjust becaﬁse I'm intelligent and I care and, most of
.all, because I'm a woman.'
And what "1t" had driven out of her life:

¥

"Sunshine and laughter."

/

{

I.wrote thisiaccount of .Jane Seymdur in April, 1983,
justyunder eight years after Himmler began coming to
her. I don't know that it is véry successful. Far too
méﬁy ad;jectives and abstract nouns. And while the
fréquently fractured syntax perfectly illustrates my
feelings about Jane and the difficulty of describing
her andwperbaps even catches‘éométhing of Jane herself,
there are too many words ané phrases ﬁore apprgzriate
to formal or academic essays. I have not managed to
give Jane flesh, though I\thing the nape of her neck
was not too badly done. i

lio, even that is clichdd. L

But if I haven't succeeded in the fiction writer's
Job of making this particular person real for ydu,
perhaps I have reminded’you of someone like her, some
_.other intelligent, thoughtful, concerned (those
adjectifes again) young woman trbuﬁled by the times, by
the lies, by the terribly difficult questions she faces

merely because she is a woman. There are so many of them

and they could use our help, even if it is only to




listen when they speak; or perhaps just fo leave them
alone, Only a small proportion commit suicide;
somewhat more h;ve serious breakdowns; and many --
most, I hope -- survive and win through to some sort
of pzace with themselves and the world, some sort
of . . . not complacency, but, perhaps, solace. But
they all suffer. When I think of their sufferings,
their struggles, and for some, their suicides, I weep,
as I weep now for Jane. ‘

l \
Today is Sunday, April 24th, 1983. Montreal today is
gloomy and rainy and cold; appropriate to my mood. I
have been mercifully free from essay marking this
weekend and my wife, an airline flight éttendant, is in
Paris on a layover. So in the‘quiet emptiness of this
house I began, on Friday’ this story. And story it is,
fiction. It is the first writing I have done in nearly
two years. (But ten years since my last published book,
two failéd novels, ten years of failure, doubt,
humiliation, sé%f—loathing. (No, that doesn't matter.
Go on. Next time, something airy. (But ig this
century?))) The image of a young woman troubled by
some sort of brutal Nazi fantééy is not, I know,
original. I gather it plays some part in a recent

novel called'The White Hotel and Sylvia Plath uses it




in her poem "Daddy." I can only say that the young
woman and Himmler have been on my mind since at least

1968 and I firsf{ tried to write a version of this

‘story in about 1970. Does it matter that there was not

a real Jane Seymour? I don't think so, but I hope you

found her convincing. ‘And I'm afraid you almost

‘certainly know one woman like her. When I said just

‘before the last space break that I weep for Jane, I was

not lying: I really was crying here in this cold house

~on this darkening day before my typewriter. Sympathy

perhaps. Or perhaps the vanity of the writer.

3
¥

Some later incidents. While I was writing this story

- my wife really was in Paris. She was also being robbed

in the Bir Hakeim Metro station. She and another woman

_flight attendant chased the robbers éix blocks, béat

them into submlssion, and took back the money.

E Several weeks later, an ex-student of mine was
worklng 'late at the concession stand of a movie theatre
and, becausé it was the first pleasant night this
spring,‘rathgr‘romantically decided to walk home at
four in the morning. Three blocks latéf she found
herself ‘standing in the middle of the street while four
grinning men advanced upon her slowly. A taxi appeared

and she escaped. .
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The week after that I was having dinner with my
wife and two other flight attendants in a rqstaurant.
They are all bright, cheerful, outgoing women. One
has written a novel, another is opening her'own
business. Between them, the three have twelve language
fluencies and can get along in another half dozen or so.
("It gets easier .after the fourth or fifth.") ‘Ié is
not surprising, then, that they have many things to
talk about. But they also spent half an hour on the
dangers of parking lots and how they deal with them.
These are anecdotes about women I know who are,
in one way and another, dealing with the dangers around
tpem. In the pasf few months I have found myself in
streets and Metro stations and shopping centres looking
at these people Qith the breasts and wider hips and
beardless chins, half the human race, and wondering
why they are the victims, preyed upon, threatened,
beaten, raped by the other half, my half. I have no

angwer. But I have written about Jane.

Although there never was a Jane Seymour, there was a
young womanlin a bar. We were half a dozen at the
now=-gone bapquette table in the bar of the Pique-Assiette
restaurant. I have forgotten her name, though I couldl

find it easily enough with a few phone calls. I will

e e rrmpe——— i M R e e g —— e v 3
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‘
ﬁot-phone. She spent most of the time talking with my
wife., I/seem to pecall that they talked about feminism.
We may have met her a second time, but I don”t remember
it. She was rather more attractive than I have made
Jane. Aside from this sketchy information, all I know

of her is that a few months later, just before Christmas
of 1976, she went to visit her parents who were staying
in Barbados. There she killed herself. |

- I feel so helpless.
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The Princess
The Boeling and
The Hot Pastrami-Sandwich

Tan knew he was perhaps sentimental, even silly, but.
he was moved by landscépe and the alr in it. I live
in the ;orld and t£is is the world, he thought, as he
'broke down out of the cloud into the clear air and
floated to a stop in the powder snow just below the
avalanche platform. This Austrian valley stretching
off to the right and left was deép =- he could not
see the valley floor from here -- and steep-walled,
the sides dark with rock faces and precarious
evergreens picked out by the snow: a dramatic and
gloomy scene. But what moved him most was the mist
clinging to the mounﬁqins across and below, the mist

. 3
woven through the trees, seeming still. He thought

-



©

N ° 8
_ . | 29
' t .

9
¢ )

that the peoplé‘who,‘over the centﬁ;igs, lived in these
valleys and wﬁduspent éhe long wintersvlooking“up at
Vsucp mist, who climbed up through the dark woods and
into the mist, would daturally come to believe in

- strange beings dwelling here: werewolves, goblins,
trolls. Yet I don't feel gloomy because of the mist;
rather, I %eei « o « peaceful, mildly exhilarated,
privileged to see the mist, because . . . because it

is below me. And he turned and skied down into the
forest, the mist.

Stephanie did not share this interest in landscape:
hers was a -social bent. At midday,. eating wurst and
dark rye in the did-mountain restaufant, she talked of
‘the people around thenm, |

"You'd think the British.Government had imposed
currency controls,' she remarked. "This is the third
day in a row that couple has been brown-bagging it."

od%he knew they were English because their outfits
were at least fifteen years out of date and the woman
had watery blue eyes. "And only an English woman could
have that colour hair; I think it's some sort of old
fashioned rinse they buy at Boots or Marks and Spencer
where it is stocked not for profit but as a tradition.”

Stephanie could gé on for hours like this: acute,

perhaps cutting, but rarely cruel and never nasty. She

. ‘ o
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was entranced by the hand movements of the English
woman, the precise, almost prissy way she would select
a triangle of séndwich from its waxed paper wrapper and
insert it between her teeth with her lips withdrawn

slightly so as not to get soiled; how, neverthelesé,

- after chewing each piece of sandwich, the English woman

cleansed her lips with a paper napkin, making sure the
few crumbs were carried back to the wax paper. Sometimes
a crumb fell to the table; methodicall; she plucked it4
up and placed it with the others while‘lifting her
watery blue eyes and sweeping her gaie across the windows.
"It's absolutely, quintessentially middle-class
English. I bet they're chewing each mouthful a set‘
number of times. And contrast her with either of the
Stuttgart women over there . . ." They had parked next
to the two German couples at the 1lift base and had noted
the Stuttgart licence plates.
Ian looked and followed the argument: she was
right, of course. But he was more interested in the
window beside their table, the two walls of windows
and the mid-mountain view of the valley and of the
wisps of mist which suddenly evoked in his mind a
passage played on the oboe, something, he thought, by
Schubert. ) -

n, . . while the hair on his hands is « «
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inappropriate:‘it seems almost obscene . . ."

Stephanie wés talking now aboué'the English man's
hands, neat, plump and offensive.

Tbe oboe line took a turn which caused a wave of
melancholy to surge through him; with difficulty Ian
controlled the tears, turning away from the streamers
of mist and examining the fall of Stephanie's hair,
straight and brown with a henna tint; beautiful hair.
And the glint and vivacity of her blue eyes, how lively;
he loved the sparkle of her life, like the sun on the
blue waters of Penobscqt Bayﬂlast summer. They had
- been in lMaine visitipg Stephanie's Aunt Ethel and
Uncle Edgar who had a house on the water in Searsport. -
Every day Ian stole an hour or two of reading on the
lawn but read little,.for the light on the water, the
light glistening in the clear air above the bay,
ravished him.

How clear-headed must people be who live with this
light before them, with this air around them. Twenty
or thirty miles away, the cumulus-~humilis clouds floated
white and benign over éhe ocean, clearly visible;

~

overhead, on its weathered pole, the Stars and Stripes

snapped in the breeze. ZIEvery spring Uncle Edger retired

the old flag and raised a new one, the red, white and

blue strong and assertive, the new cloth heavy as




sailcloth. Once Hew England had been powerful among

. the United States because of clear-headed, vigourous

people; but it was powerful no longer. He must read
some American history to find out what had happehed:
had the clarity failed, or had a different Texan or
Californian clarity bested it, made it i;relevant?
But the clear air was most like Stephanie's mind

and he loved her for the clarity, the vigour and the

lagility of her mind sparkling before him. {he was the
‘business manager of their union, paid the bills,

‘reorgqelzed the mortgage from time to tlme, booked

their Motels and flights, wheedled window seats for
Ian. From a Qantas window seat, while she slept
beside him, Ian watched moonlight shining on towering

clouds over the South Pacific, stared down into the

‘depths between the clouds and pondered the immensity

of the Pacific, wondered at the idea of lazy happiness

" the Pacific evoked in him, so different from the brutal

- menace of the North Atlantic. e remembered a line in

a book, something like: "The USS Bashful chugged slowly

between the islands of Apathy and Tedium with an
occasional side-trip to Monotony." The names suggested
the boredom of the sailors in an irrelevant backwater

of World War II, but for Ian the important thing wag\ﬁhe

immensity of the ocean under the hot blue sky decoraté&\

A
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with towering but harmless clouds. He thought of a
television series about the war in which the Pacific

had seemed so, and the goings-on across the Gilberts,
Marshalls, Carolines and Marianas seemed, however
gigantic in human terms, somehow small and

insignificant in oceanic terms. Surely more important
was that Gauguin and Stevenson had come here seeking)éﬁ
peace rather than adventdfe. Was there something about
these skies that granted a comforting humility? ot a
humnility which suggested the vanity of human desires,

the futility of action, but the proper scale of man's
state in the universe. And just as the North Atlantic
could be peaceful in reality (as on Penobscot Bay) so
the Pacific could be brutal; and somehow this was all
connected with the Egglg_égx in a sky of towering clouds;
and the fireball and the towering cloud that sunny Sunday
morning.

And presently Ian was able to watch the glow of
dawn grow over the Tasman Sea, lighting the depths
between the clouds, dispelling the moonlight mystery
and revealing, at last, the blue waters, green growing
luxuriance and red tiled roofs of Sydney under the sun.

Jdan and Stephanie had one child, Elizabeth, who

.shared qualities from both of them. Her hair, blond in

infanecy like Ian's, darkened like Stephanie’'s and she




24
Y
had Stephanie's quick, chatty sanity. Yet shé could
lie quiet in-her father's lap while he read to her
about the princess with the golden cup and the silver\,
cup and the tin cup and the wicked stepmother who
tried .to steal themn. ) ‘ .
"Am I a princess, Daddy?"
fYou're ny princess,{iisa.”
"But maybe you're not my real father and Mummy 's
not my real mother and my real Mummy and Daddy are a
king and quéen in a fafaway land and they're hiding me
from the wicked stepmother. ;Couldn't that be, Daddy?"
"It ggg;g be, I supposéL but then someday a herald
from the king and queen would come and take you back to
be a princesé and you wouldn't see [lummy and Daddy
anymore,"
I"Oh yes I would, because I would b§ a princess and
I would give commands and you: and Mumnmy woﬁld get on a
Boeing 747 and fly to the faraway land g;d visit me in
the palace all 'spenses paid." .
She was six years old when the herald came to her .
disguised as a drunk in a late modsl car;fag far as is
known, she did not become a prdncess in a faraway land;
nor were commands given in regard to Boeing 747 flig?ts;

and her light faded from their lives ever so gradually,:

like the fadingylight of a northern summer sunset; and
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" all their liveé her memory glowed like the sun:on the

horizon. .

‘.

3 .
Sunsets, theugh, were too easy, too obvious, like
E?e beauty of Rio.de Janeiro: Ian had decided that

cityécapgs were a form of landscape, and took a

. perverse pleasure in strolling aBout Edinburgh in

the chill drizzles of January.

"By the Water of Ieith, we sat down and weft"

. , 1
he murmured. Stephanie, with a more sensible attitude

toward gestures, hustled him off to a talky pub én

Rose Street ana a pint of Leith Hegvy fog each of them,
pun intended. She did not mention Elizabeth -- what was
thé point? -- bhut talked instead of the bright Celtic r
humour in the Scottish eyes, the languid curl o} humour
in the voices which caressea and piqued the words.

"There is a generosity about the Scots wRich is most

- appealing. The Irish have sharper tongues, I think, .

they're more iqterest;g in pinching you into a reaction.

|

It's easy to see why the 'Irish have a greater reputation

for charm and 1aught%r than the Scots, because they make
# .

jokes for an audience, they always have one eye on the ¢

listeners, looking for.reaction, approval, a conspiracy

of wit. The Scots, on the other hand, make a joke just
W~
for the friend and give it privately as a gift; theirs

. » . . . - \
is a domestic friendship, warm and cosy. The Irish are -

t ]
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performers on public display, and are therefore like
actors, always a bit false and a bit disreputable.
Now look at the group of three by the window, the
girl with t%e green scarf and the two men. For some

_ Teason which I can't guess for sure, although she is
with the tall g@y, she is trying to flatter the one
in the blue sweater. Why éhe is doing it is not

important —-- perhaps.he's had a fight with his girlfriend;

-~ anyway, I don't mean she's trying to promote an affair

1

with him -~ but she is definitely making up %o him, but
is doing it without making anyone, especially the tall
one, uncomfortable. That touch on the sleeve, see, and
the way she leans forward slightlj when she laughs:h
those are inclusive gestures when we see that her other .
elbow is always near the tall one and her eyes go to the
tall one quickly and without qhange‘duging the laugh.
Sﬁé is flirting, of course, but openly and innocently,
to promote the unity and warmth of friendship, not the
'divigion and ¢ . . guile of an affair."”

But while she went shopping along Princes Street,
he walked in the drizzle through the squares and
crescents of liew Town, a section of cityscape remarkable,
perhaps,unique in the world, for its civilized unity and

"warmth, its lack of division and guile. In the late

afternoon gloom, he stood in Charlotte Square swept by
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winds and sheets of rain and considered the admirable
Adams' proportions about him. Here one could well
imagine Hume's clarity, sanity and especiaily his good
cheer (even though Hume had surely been dead before the
square was bu{lt); here one could accept the notion of
a semi-barbaric people bootstrapping themselves into a
moral, intellectual and scientific force in the world;
here one could look from the deepening darkness at the
warmth of the windows of gold light and the people
within, warm and chatty. iHe stood in Charlotte Square
for some time gazing at the windows while the wet wind
harried him; and so he mourned his daughter.

Stephanie had always been alert to his moods, but
had thought 1t wise %5 leave him to."moon on his own,"
His suggestions about a trip to Greenland enraged her,
+ for Elizabeth had been her daughter too. She took him
instead to Cortina where, yes, he was entranced by the
Dolomites changing éolour through the day, a shimmer
of colours: fose, rosé pink, g}nk, dark pink, red,
red gold, gold, pale gold, ochre, buff, sand, pale
orange, salmon, salmon pink, and so to pink again; a
useless list of words, he said to Stephanie, because
the colours of the mountains were too delicate, too
evaﬁéscent for words.

f Too evanescent indeed, said Stephanie to herself,

!
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and tried to interest him in people; though Cortina is
an interﬁational resort, everyone becomes Italian to a
degree, engmoured of display, of pose; of excess, of
opera. |

"Italians afe, of course, the most tfansparent and
the most opaque of Europeans, for their‘hotivations are
aél operatic: simple and childishly obvious. At the
séme time, however, we have to suspect that behind all
the shouting and laughter and Qaving of hands there
might be real human beings who think and feel just as
we do; who,fcould they be cornered and somehow forced
to stop acting, would admit to the ordinary muddle of
ambiguous and obscure emotions. 'Yes, it is true, we
Italians are basically human beings like the rest of
you. Heavens, I suppose we're no different from the
Swiss. Imagine! But I think perhaps our centuries of
political instability -- an accident of history more
than an expression of character -- have forced us in
- upon our famllies and the privacy of our own souls.
when public life is always false, when it always means
something other than what it pretends, then we adapt -
by becoming performers: actors and singers. Ouf deep
affinity for opera is, as you have pointed out,
Signora Stephanie, obvious enough to the point of cliché,

but it is nonetheless real. sut inside, yes, we Italians



39

are just like everyone else, even the Swiss.'"

"He'ﬂidn't say that to you." |

"He did." ’ “

"] wish I'd been here to hear it: He certainly
didn't look very reflective." '

Ian had, on a pretext, snuck out to look at the
mountains under the moonlight to see if theylchanged‘
colour (they did) and Stephanie had filled in.the time
falking at the bar wifh zmilio whom they had met when
he and his rather plain young wife had been seated~ﬁith
them at dinner. =milio, as Ian had suggested, -was
handsome, even beautiful, the classic tall, dark Italian
with delicate yet masculine features, a voice like the
caress of true love (heartbreakingly beautiful with an
undertone of poignant sadness) and gestures which
'displayed, with pellucid clarity, a remarkable range
of simple, obvious, direct emotions utterly devoid of
obscurity or ambiguity. Or, as Stephanie had put it,
"Pretty but boring."

Now she said: "Ah, but he was reflective."

"What do you mean, 'was'?"

"Well, as soon as he said Italians were like the
Swiss -- said it the second time, I mean, at the
conclusion -- his face .began to change, rather as if

he had choked on his drink, which he may well - -have done.
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His eyes began to bulge out, his cheeks took on a red
flush and his lips began to tremble. IHe staggered to
his feet and had to hold on to the bar with one hand
while the other rested, palm outwards, on his brow.

His eyés looked up to heaven in supplication, his
eyelids fluttered, then grédually he seemed to regain
control. When his legs were steady, he let go of the
bar, held one hand to his heart, flourished the other

in the air and began to sing some aria by, I think,
Donizetti., But before he was two lines into it his

body was wracked by spasms and he began another one,
this time sad, so that h§ went down on one knee, clasped
his hands before\him in prayer and began to weep. Two
lines into that ;ne his body froze for a few seconds,
then he leapt to his feet and gave a scornful 'Ha:' and
began the derisive song of a young hero defying tyranny.
e went through half a dozen of these changes, the
variety remérkable, the clarity pverfect, but they

began to come faster, gne beginning before the other

was quite over. Gradually he was moving toward the
balcony door over there. By this time, of course, he
ﬁad the attention of the room. With the door open, he
grabbed the red cape of the woman -- you remember, the

one in black who was sitting on the beige couch --

wrapped himself in it, paused, then vaulted out, up to
. N
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the railing, turned to sing snatches from ten arias,
then leaped off."

"But it's thirty feet to the ground there!" '

"Not to worry: he disappeared in a flash of light
and é puff of smoke. Opera, you must reméhber, is an
essentially harmless entertainment." ‘

But while Ian enjoyed the felicitf.of her wit, he
was thinking of the white wastes of Greenland and less
than a year later, in storms of argument, they separated,
he not to Greenland but to Arabia; she, after considering
Iondon and Paris, to Wew York. Of course, he was seeking
some sort of cleansing purity under the sun,.craving the
simplicity of a stark land under blue_fky; but he found
government regulations-about travel, he found jovial and
sharklike businessmen in his Hotel: a computer programmer,
a construction engineer, a stock consultant, a hotel
architect, a highway contractor, a perfume manufacturer,
a pipeline surveyor, a salesman of executive jets; and
he found money; and air conditioning. Thus, when
Stephanie called and suggested he visit her in New York,
he accepted with rather more enthusiasm than he let on.

They were both beateJ’Ly the frustration of their
grief for Elizabeth and by their separation and wanted
a way back, not so much to what had been, but to

something like it, something they could live through
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together. Ian recognized that she was the wiser of the
two and put himself in her hands. Indeed, by coming to

ilew York he was admitting he could not live without her
and she was right. ﬁb worried that perhaps she would
talk to him endlessly about people and how people must.
get on and talk and deal with one another and he was
prepared to endure this, but she did not do it. Instead,
after a certain amount of hesitation -- a day or two “
while he talked of thé loathesome hotel life of
Riyadh -- she came to a decision and showed him:

"a one-armed man who smiled,

an aged, recé¢lusive actress buying oranges,

Berman the tailor who joked as he smoked and
coughed his lungs out,

three child prostitutes joking with a cop,

an off-duty cop who bought them many drinks and,
in the small hours, wept for all the lost people of his
city;

a little old lady from Dubugque,

a struggling actress from Sandusky, N

Berman éhe deli owner who claimed he made thesbest,'
hot pastrami sandwich in iew York ("by which, of cdurse,
I mean the woild"), and who certainly made a gfeat one,

the body of a heroin addict, black, about fourteeh,

three fat ladies squinching up their eyes with




43

delight as they bit into pastries, 0“

a famoggs writer—actor-director playing clarinet
rather warily in a club,

” two chess players in the park, both from one of
the Baltic republics, one small, neat and quiet, the
other large, dishevelled and talkative,

a man who danced wifh his wife,‘re.peatedly, and
obviously loved it,

a young woman on a street corner who seemed” not
to have enough hands for her briefcase, portfolio,
shopping bag, suit jacket, wallet and lunchbag, and
who smiled with all her teeth when a truck driver
whistled at her, but did not whistle back,

| a young woman studying viola at a famous music
gchool who laughed brightly but nevertheless committed
suicide a few weeks later,

a flight attendant who said, "Memphis? No, we
don't have a base in Memphis, but I wish we did: no
more Memphis layovers!™®

an insurance executive who wrote fine poetry,

a well-known movie actor, a specialist in villains,
lwho bowed graciously as he held open the door of a shop
for a young woman he did not know and who did not
recognize him,

a pickpocket getting caught and shrugging,
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a man in a business suit standing in the middle of
traffic with tears running down his cheeks,

a man whose clothes were held together with safety
pins and who claimed the earth is crystalline and will
shatter if we all get together and hum the right note,

a man who said, "The fish import business? What I
don't know about the fish import businesshyou could roll
into a ball and stuff up a mosquifo's nose and still have
room for my wiie'sbleft,bazoom and let me tell you, my
wife is built, ya know what I méén?"

a roomful of people having sexual intercourse
with strangers, | i

two smashing trans?eétites who, for two andha half
hours, explained Monteverdi's place in the history‘ofb
western'music, nay, of western civilization,

ten lords aleaping,

eleven pipers piping,

twelve drummers (one the leader of his own band)
drumming,

and old Uncle Tom Cobbleigh and all,

and Iaﬁ had to admit to Stephanie's victory so that,
although she loved him more than ever and conceded that
their next trip should be down the storybook,

castellated Rhine from Mainz to Cologne, he had to concede

that it should be on a boat filled with people drinking



and singing and dancing, ,

and so it was,

and they lived fairly happily for quite a while
s ’ o
afterwards. ’

~

* -
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The Garden of thé‘Hbsperides‘

After the rough and tuPble of the great world; I kave
brought myself to this haven so as to enjoy whatever
tranquility and genial exertion may be left to me in
this life. [y health is bétter than I have a right to
expect, my finances are reasonably secure, and the house
is sufficient for my needs. I am an hour and a half
from the nearest city, near enough ?or convenience and
far enough for some hope of peace. Having not so much
retired as disengaged myself from the world, I gatper I
can look forward to a dozen more ;gars.of what some calL‘
r"golden age."

I am not naive enough to think there is anythingl

golden about even a fairly painless decline into death.
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The-elasticity and bloom of youth had gone froﬁ'my skin,

by the time I was forty, my once excellent eyes needed

~help by forty—flve, and™a few years later I began to ask

people to repeat what they had said. GLow my digestion
has becone querulous and my 3011ts rickety, while my body
is subject to the ebb and flow of prophetic aches. lMore
distressing is that my memory fails me at times, so that

I confuse people and places, theé order of events, and

. transpose half-vague conversations. Perhaps ther

c‘ptage J.s that I shall be forced to loo& forward
and not back

No, I do not expect the years remaining to me to be
golden. From what I have seen of the world i shall be
contented if they are nerely leaden. However, considering
that my wife, my daughter, and my granddaugnter are all
iead before me, I expect I should be thankful I am alive

at ali.

Apart from the business of relocating here, my seven
months of retirement have not been particularly bdbusy,
and for the first time in years I have had time for

reflection. I have not done any systematic thinking,
nor have I come up with any random thoughts of use to

anyone, But, this morning, while reading the newspaper,

. I realized something about my own view of the world
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which surprised me:-for years now I have regarded. global
catastropiue as inevitable. War, pestilence, famine: in
some combination, sooder or later, slowly or quickly,
A

they shall come to.us, and such glories as the human race

'has wrought upon this earth.shall crumble into dust.

I knew I had ‘believed this for a long time, because
2S soén as the thought took words, I saw that it
explained, or at least fitted in with, certain hitherto
donfusing or surppising attitudes I hold. My years with
UNRRA in Europe after the War were fruitful because we

had funds to work with (never enough, of course), we

cotild see the lot of the refugees improving, and Europe

.4id get reconstructed. But mych of my work since then

in, Africa with the Zconomic Development Agency has been

a matter of two-steps~forward, one-step-back. The late

‘fifties and early sixties, when so many of the colonies

were blossoming into 1lndependence,, seemed to promise so
much good, but the seventies éqd eighties have delivered
disappoinﬁmenf and frustration. Of course, the saddesf,
most dramatic for me was Biafra. Friends dead, work in
ruin: why did I not give up in despair after that*
devastation? I only worked on one job in Uganda (an
agricultural diversification project ia the late sixties)
but how could I continue in a profession of hope =after

meariag of Idi Amin's chkarnel house? I was not involved
2

¢
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in Somalia and was in Ethiopia only before the worst'
troybles, but some of my closest colleagues were in
bo%ﬁ. ‘Bven second-hand, the stories leave one numb,
Speethess. The Congo, Angola, South Africa, Zimbabwe,

Equatorial Guinea, the Central African Republicj’heed I

. 4 )
go on? Of course I should, because so few people out

here in the West really know, really underﬁtand about
thé endless ocean of black bodies lying splayed upon
those sun-baked plains, but?someday perhapé i'll write
a book aboutlig. N

T kept S in spite of those-and other horrors
because it,seems I have believed the ultimate horror,
the ultimate 311ence, is mnevitable.‘iburely this is -
a paradof% No, I think the answer goes somethlng like

this: No matter how horrible ‘this sight before me, I

'lﬁave in my mind's eye seen the worst; if I could face

that, I can face this; if I can face this, I can get

on with the'job of trying to make thi; less bad than

it is. - © i
,& don't know.tﬁat this makes much sense, but I

rather think that is ﬁow I must have been thinking about

it. At any raté, it is all a startling revelation to me.
{might add that I long ago lost whhtever religion

I Had

;A\ and I have always considered this sort of

convoluted philosophizing to be a waste of time, an
. - ° \
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indulgence. I must £ind something to do with myself.

Reflecting upon it, I see that the logic of my
egpocalyptic vision makes sense. But more important

is the conclusion: what am I to do now? In fact, I
plan to write a few articles and I shall continue to
attend conferences -- Rabat last month and Lugano next.
But the fact is that I have disengaged. Thirty-eight

é made

fears of hopeless labour in a cause of hope hay
me old and tired. More predisely, ny soul is fired.

, Sotl looked about me and decided to take up '
ga&dening. A failufe as an angel_-in the great world,
'I shall try my hand as a god in this 1little one.

(‘ .
My little world here on the coast of British Columbia
is particularly suited to gardening in that the area
has mild winters, moderate summers, a;d generous -
rainfall.

 Mild! Moderate! Generous! Nature here is helpful,
bountiful, kind, smiling; mx’ngighbours complain of fog,
of three days without sunshine, of ;terrible heat" when
the sun is but smiling and, next wiﬂter, will no doubt
whine when stretches of cold keep them from the golf
courses. I hope I may céntinue'to restrain myself in
the face of this shocking an sélfish ignprance. For I

o}
) .

\ .



4

51

shudder when I think of the extremes of violence which
nature regularly visits upon the human race in much of
Africa’, Asia and South America: a brutal sun baking the
land for months on end; torrential rain§ washing away
huts, tracks, crops;’everything; droughts laséing a year,
three, a‘decade; such riotous fecundity that if a garden
be left unweeded for a few days it will be submerged in
Jungle; such a profusion of wildlife that, should the
garden survive the climate or the jungle, it will surely
be devoured by a lightning invasion of some sort of
énimal or insect from the legions of devourers which
swarm across the continents.

‘But T am disengaged, am I not?

I live on a spit of land shaped very much like
Florida except that the rocky tail, like the Keys,
curves off to the east, not the west. Where the spit
joins the mainland, I also own a éhunk upﬁto the ;oad.
The whole measures nearly a kilometer from road to tip ‘
and is about one hundred meters wide at its widest point.
The height of land is a spine running the length and near
the western or windward shoreline so that the drop there
is steep, while the land falls gently to the eastern l?e

shore. Most of the land is covered with pine. gnd spruce
trees. Those near the road are tall and straight, thaose

on the peninsula are shorter, while those on the western
0 ! *

. ]
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lip are stunted and contorted by the wind.

All about are mountains. Thgy soar up beyond the -
road and form a solid, majestic wall on the far side of‘
the Sound. I should say that the idea of gardening here
is absurd. The site possesses such ravishing natural
beauty that anything I could do would probably detract‘ \
rather than enhance. But in some places the underbrush
is rather heavy, in others the pathways are overgrown,
and some of the steps down to the beach on the lee shore
need mending. :(So I see myself not as a creator of a

s

garden, but as a caretaker, a neatener of a garden which

+

is already here.

Each morning for‘the past Pow days I have cleared
underbrush ahd have made.considerable headway. The
{indigenqus trees are clean things on the whole and do
not drop much debris. The bushes in the edges grow
thickly, but I see no reason to trim them back except

in a few places where‘they°hind;r movement or hide a
view. I am contenting myself with neatening the forest,
floor in a radius of about fifty meters in each direction
from the house; this gets me as far as the‘water on
thr;e sides and to the first turn in the dritfwaj.. This
should be enough: domestic around the house aﬁd wild

further off.
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On the front of the house -- angled toward the

Keys —— there is a large veranda (which‘the real estate
agent called a "deck") and off this veranda there is a
lawn about thirty meters square. It seems once to have
' been bordered with shrubs,and flowers, but to have been
neglected for some years. I have decided to try to
revive it. This goes somewhat beyond my original
intention of neatening nature, but I don’t think .a
smallish house garden violates the spirit of ?he place.

The great.thing, it seems to me, is to live in
harmony with the world around. Nature here is so
benevolent that to live in harmony with it should be a
pleasure. Only louts and barbarians could want to do
otherwise. Living with one's fellow man, however, seems
more than some of my countrymen can manage, as an
encounter this morning made clear to me.

; was buying a few groceries in a convenience sfore.
As I waited to pay, I remarked in a vacant, conversational
way to the pudgy man behind the counter that prices keep
on going up. -

"Know why?" he asked in a tone\of voice which
suggested that I did not, that he did, and that he was
going to tell me. AsS a vétefan of well over a third of
a century in international economics, I know the mqin

lines of all the more commonly accepted explanations of

*
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pr;ce rises and of a number of the more bizarre ‘hes,
but the easiest course seemed to be polite igngfance.

"No. Wﬁy?"

T?e grocer took a can of frozen orange juice from
my hand an& pushed it in front of my face.

"There you are, mister,”*he said. "Read it and
weep. Here we are in God's own country and the
government shoves this crap down our throats, so the
whole damn shebang is going to hell in a handcart.”

"Orange julce?" I asked. There rushed through my
mind the thought that he was a lunatic who held the
view- that vitamin-C is poison. Then I thought he was
objecting to some sort of government policy on the
importation of canned juices in competiltion wiéh local
produce -- Britiaﬁ Columbia is a great apple 5rowing
province and guch arguments are, not surprisingly,
extremely common throughout the world. |

"No, this!" he said, jabbing his finger at the
label, "Thls here crap. They're always shooting their
mouths off about pornography, but compared with this,'
what's a few tit pictures, eh?" '

I shook my head, Speechleés.

"Jacks the goddamn'prices on everything, people

can't afford to buy as much, sales go down, pegble get -

laid off, more uneﬁplgyment, so more crime, taxes go

l
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" up, tﬁére's frustration, mdre robberies, more drugs,
more violence, rape: the whole goddamn shebang is going
down the tubes and there‘f the reason, plain as the ngse
on your face." ” : ' //

In desperation I managed a réply.l

"I m sorry, but I haven't the slightest idea what
you are talking about. If you mean ‘to suggest that
orange juice causes rape, I'm affaid that e« o "

” "Not the 3uice£ The Ffench.

Everything in this goddamn store got to have French

Look around youl

labels, see. Look here, and here! See? And here ... ."
But I heard no more, for I was out the door and

‘driving away. After half a mile'I puiied into a

lay-by and parkbd because I was shaking uncontrollably

and would surely have killed myself or someone‘elée.
Madness., u .
At work abroad, I was always plegséd to be able mi

to say: I am a Canadian; I am nbbodj; I am e%erybody. ”’ﬁﬁ;\.

Sheer madness.

Two days ago while I was,in Vancouver oh a variety of . .
chores I bought three books on gardenling. The largest D
deals with gardening in all its ﬁractical aspects, the
second deals with problems particulab to the Pacific
Northwest, while the .third is a history of gardens.
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Tﬁig last one fascinated me, for I discovered that not
- all gardens are,designed upon the same principles and

" that, in fact, great wars of philosophy and taste ‘
have been waged over gardens. I also learned to my
surprise == only the ignorant could have been surpriséd
by this —- that gardens hane been around since at least
, the time of the Egyptians,

Their gardens seem to have been largely practical.
They grew fruit and vegetables, not flowers, and water.
~was for irrigation and transportation. Yet they planted
in regular rows, so they knew they were ordering natune,
and under the hot sun of the Nile Valley they certainly

appreciated the cooling shade of tﬁé trees, the bright
refreshment of the pools.

’;t seems Nebuchadnezzar mny have built phe Banging
Gardens of Babylon as a reminder¢ for a ﬁife, of the wooded
mountains of her homeland. This story reminds one of the I
tale of the Portuguese prince whygmarried the
Scandinavia \prlncess. She Vearly pined for the snows
of home, un 1 at ‘last he had the hills of the Algarve

planted with' almond trees. When they flowered, they"

D et

turned the hwils white as snow and the princess was
A

happy. !

As I read my{ ooks and compare what I see there with

¢ ‘\ { \}
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what I see growing, I realize I know the names of only™
a very few plants. From memories of my maternal
grandmother's garden I recognize pansy, petunia and
sweet pea. From my paternal grandmother's, nasturtium

and morning-glory. Roses, tulips and daffodils everyone,

 can recognize, of course, but it seems every slightly

different one has its own name. In addition, there are
families within families. I had heard of moss, damask
and tea roses, for example, but could not have recognized
any. Now I find these groups are rather old-fashioned
apd that whole families have arisen of which I am
ignorant. This is abysmally slight knowledge with
which to embark upon a career as a gardener, < I am
hunbled,

" I am further humbled, indesd humiliated, by my
ignorance of the plants of Africa. 'I remember Gwen

talking about frangipani, hibiscus, acacia and so on,

-and must certainly have seen them right in front of my

noée, for she used to say, "A table without flowers is .
like a life without laughter."” And I recall spending
hours reading reports in a succession of gardens which
shg,must have laboured over when I was away. I am ”
beginning to realize those gardens must have taken a
lot of work and needed a lot of knowledgg and taste.

I couldlcertainly use her knowledge now.
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It appears that the Greeks were indifferent gardeners.
What little tillable soil Greece had, had to be used for
sustenance crops; and, without delving into cause and
effect, the Greeks preferred the social life of the
agora. ' | €
Surprisingly, those practical, bureaucratic Romans .
held gardens in high esteem, a rare case of their ability
to create beauty rather than simply buy it, imitate it,
or loot it from subject peoples. The gardens of the
patricians were as massive and elaborate as the royal
gardens of a few centuries ago or the great public
gardens of today. The merely well-to-do had courfyard
.gardens which are the ancestors of the courtyard gardens
of modern Spain: I recall feeling cooler for the solace
promised By a few tantalizing glimpses into those deep
interiors behind the iron grilles.' The Romans were the
first to use flowers and such architectural elements as
columns and statues as pure decoration. They deligpted'
in fountains rising in jets and falling in cascades, in
the serenity of pools, and ﬁith their engineering skills
could make everything workable and long-lasting.
0f course, there was also the Garden of Eden, but
that is a different sort of thing altogether:' an
imaginaf& garden.
‘ Still, I am creating imaginary gardens for my



59

little world, érying to fit them to this landscape. So
far they are all inappropriate: wrong landscape, wrong
size, wrong philosophy, wrong elements. I did walk back
to check the overflow of my water cistern and found it
substantial, so I could introduce flowing water in some
form or other to my garden. Surely there would be some
sort of stream or pool or fall which would not be a

violation? The possibilities intrigue me.

I am tempted to think Gwen was one of those people who
acquire complex bodies of knowledge with their mothers!
milk; I learn from books. Of course, the English have
alwayé been great gardeners, and I suappose it woula have
been impossible for her to have grown up in her Hampshire

home without learning at least the names of plants, the

‘ofder of their bloominé, something of pests and diseases

and so on. Yet she nmust have had a feeling for plants,
for their needs in food and watér, for thé‘arrangement of
colour. And although she must have been steadily
accunulating knowledge over the years, I never saw her
writing down lists of plants, or drawing coloured
diagrams of flowerbed layouts, or consulting tables of

pesticides. I suppose she must have asked advice from

neighbours and, in the hours or days or weeks when I was

away, there must have been times when she lay back with



a gardening book I'h sure I remember seelng some about:’
over the years.

Yet learning was dlfferent for her than it was for

( S

me. More round, somehow. ’

L N .
Our word Q;radiée can be traced back to the Old Persian
pairidaeza meaning an area walled around or e;closed;
thus a park. Whax”a marvellous connection: to think
¢ the afterlife, .the reward for virtue, as an etermal
‘garden!
The Persians divided their gardens into four with

)

water because they believed the world to belquartered by
four great rivers. At the centre, the four cﬁannels
usually met in. a pool. At some point there was a
pavillion or at least a place to 'sit, so that the body
'could rest shaded from the summer sun and sheltered from
the w1nter wind, and the® goul ‘could pe soothed and
delighted by theftidkling'bf water and the warbling of
birds, by the harmonies of music and the sanities of
’ order. ° fl

Always the Persians paired flowering fruit trees
with slim, ever@resn*cyprqpsps. LThe springtime blossoms
of the cherry°6r plum spoke of life ever renewed, while
" the cypress, whose stump ‘will never sprout again if the
tree be cut; betokened death.

I :
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The Persiag garden, therefore, was a promise in this
life of the next, aygliﬁpse into eternity. - This idea is
testimony to the ability of the human spirit to rise above

C— the swamps of hatred, brutality, indifference.

‘< 'Yéqlhow can I, who knoy of starvation, disease,
ig@orance; betrayal, degradafion -=- unbelieveable,
unspeakable miseries -- how can I believe in such a

-
~ ki

garden? nY - '

, & -
Here is a sifuation typidal of the life I lived while I
was in serviz\; it is a commonpladé in the lives of all
ny qolleagues. ' ‘

I am standing at the window of my room in a large,
air-conditioned international hotel in some African
capital. If I were part of a large delegation, the
police would have removed all the unsightly poor from a
five block radius around the hotel. But I am here alone
for a routine me?t!hg with the Minister of Development,
so I am able to see the wietched of the earth hobbling,

* erawling, clawing their ways through the heat and dust
o~ of the grandiqse but pathetic garden of Indepéndence
- A\\xéﬁﬁére. Even from this fifth floor window, I can see

" _th6 deformed limbs, the bloated bellies, the swollen

Joints; the growths on throats, armpits and groins.

For some of those humans %P front of my eyes, the end is
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near, béyond the skills of doctors. For others, the
cure is as easy and as cheap as a single injection.
For many the answer is as simple and as impossible as
ha'pfoper diet. I am not a saint and I like to think I
am not a fool. I am not medically trained. ‘So i say
to myself something like this: .

If this meeting with the Ministe; is stuccessful,
then we shall have a framework for the schedule of
transfers for the farm implement scheme; and if the
remaining five meetings are similarly satisfactory, if
the’goyernment'rémains stable, if the neighbourfng

’ .coﬁntries do not make mischief, if the larger powers
do not interfere, if.the three delegates to the ~
International Commission on Small Industry Developmene

i continue to report satisfactorily on the project (one
“is against it, one is wavering), if the budget is not
cut, if the economy 6f the world remains stable, and
if . . . any number of ifs: if all that, then perhaps
I will have been of some help. I will not, of course,
havé been -any help to those poor wretches down there in
the square, the ones who have inspired all this concern,
the ones before my eyes, but I may perhaps be'of some
small help to their children, or, more likely, to some
person who today is walking tall, proud, fairly hedlthy,

fairly prosperous on a distant hillside, but who, in two
a .

. 5 !



Jears, because of some catastrophe of wgathef, of ‘9
\ insects, of disease, of ‘war, will be down there
' - crawling across that patch of dirt, degraded to beggary.
| | éhus m? colleagwes and } learned to turn our-.eyes from
the window,‘clicﬁ open the briefcase, square up the
files, and get on with the job. ‘
Y So, after a &ear of getting used to it, f/Z;;%
spent most of my adult life walklng through the valley
‘ g of the shadbw and have managed to keep myself sane and
pointed at the,obgectlves. But now, wheé I contemplate
‘5 N . living in my paradise, I am tormented by the spectre of)
¢ ,§; ] E \those Qegnaded mqltitudes, and all delight is gone from
- ﬁy-garden. ot o
. )
- . a
This afternoon I was in the garden centre standing in
front of bins.of bulbs.‘ Oniony things in net bags with
colourful labels: erocus,enarcissug, daffodil, tulip,. ' ' .
. " ,Q&acinthf I was considering whether to buy some now or
* to wait for fall or whether indeed my garden needed bulbs .
and, if so, where. Now, I am a'man who has superviseﬁ‘the
Y ' . . ’
‘have influenced the lives of millions of people. Yet the -

P ¥ ‘
d601sions ever the bulbs seemed intolerably- large, beyond .

P8 1-diebursement of hqureds of millions ¢f dollars which \

. my~abllity. Suddenly tears sprang to my eyes add I found .
4!\ g I
myselg thinking of Gwen and I had to. move to the parking ©

PN
.
\ - . "
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lot whereé I sat in my car for five minutes or\gp., When

at last I regained control of myself, I drove heme and

" lay upon the chesterfield where I élternatély dozed and

pondereq)yhat had'happened, why I missed her so much.
I am not sure I have the answers, but I believe I have
manaéed to make a few things clear to myself.

I don't know whaf people mean by love or by
happiness in marriage. I expec{ I know as we}l as the
next fellow, but I am not able togdefine these ideas.
Certéinl& we were passionate‘enough for the first few
years and the pasgsion transmuted easily to affecpion.
Certainly she was always comfortable to be with. We had
our share of squabbles, I suppose, but I can barély
rémember her being angry with ﬁe, stilg“less my being
angry with her. . She was of generally éheerful
disposition, though rather quiet -- perhap;

self-absorbed -- unless we had guests in. Sufficient P
i

" unto herself, I might put it. : 4

She was always a good housekeeper and that is a

tribute when one considers the variety of rented houses

-

and rented furniture, the different foods available,

'énd(%ometimes ndt}so available, Of the many'postings,

' Washingtoﬁ; New York and Geneva were relatively easy,

I expect,~but Enugu and .lagos, Accra}‘Dar-es-Salaam, and

‘Bujumbura must have been trying at timés, despite the

/]

t
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, - generous allowances and quagsi-diplomatic status. I was
- 'pot surprised when she aﬁnounced she would not let Ian
and Jaﬁe be packea off to boarding school in Eurépe. She
had been through that hersélf and remembered well the

: ~  fear and the loneliness.. She ne%er forgave her pafeéfs. '

Because thg éhildren needed better educations than they
were getting, and because we were faced Jjust then with
moving from Dar to Addis Ababa, I agreed all three of
. . them would. be better off in Geneva.
Gwen did not come with me again, on an African
posting: She was planning to join me in Mombasa that
» final year, but at the last minute she decided to stay
 in Geneva. I thought perhaps she -had lost all sense of
adventure and reminded her what a pleaéant‘place Mombasa
is, but the ‘real reason, which she'kept from me; was that
-the doctors had just told her aBout/the'cancer. i
, When I féund out, during our Christmas holiday ln
.- Barbados, I at once gave up the Mombasa posting (I had
only been there three months) and arrghged to return
to a ‘headquarters job in Geneva so as to be‘with her.
o "You should have told me,* I said. ' "\\
“You .were so looking forward to Mombasa," she 7
repliedx\ »T didn't want to keep you from it.fv

. "Under the circumstances?" -

"You so enjoy isf Vor?." ' ¥ ~
WL )
l:;< ‘
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"There ‘is no lack~of work at headquarters.“

"It 's not the same, though, not at all the same."

She was saying I loved the figldwork more than I\
loved her. But I have little talent and less taste
for such fine discriminations. Quite possibly she was
right, although I don't.remember any particular regret
at relinquishing the posting. It seemed clear to me

that my duty was to be with her.

I always did the best job I could, but I always accepted
the dictum: No one is indispensable. So I didn't think
Africa would“bé ény the worse off without me. Indeed, I
have often thought Africa would be better off without -
the white race entirely.

In any case, I went back to Geneva with Gwen: for
those last‘ten nonths. I gather she must have been in
great pain, especially(/at the end, but if so she did not
let on. Her progress down to death was a mystery to me,
as guch a mystery as her life, the life she gave Ian ;nd
Jane, the warm glow she spread around us all.’

 §ufficient unto herself: during those final months
she often said I Qas a_ great comfort to her, but I took
this to be the rgklexive gratitude of one who felt herself
a burden to others., I do not know what I ever did for

her besides pay the bills. I have always i;en my, salary



.as a by-product of work I would have done'anyway.

Besides, what else did I have to spend ‘it on?

No, she lived and died a mystery to me and now I am

retired and I wish she were with me here on this veranda

this evening, so that we could sit togéther watching the
' shagows in the garden deepen from gre%n to blue to
purple, so that I could ask Egr what bulbs to buy and
where and when to plant them; and when I knew her
answers, perhaps I could begin to know .her. °

-

And that is why I wept.

The gar&ens of Renalssance Italy were meant to impress
the viewer with the magnificence and tagte of the
owners. I am inclined to think this was even more so
in the gardens Italy inspired: those designed by

'Le Brun and Le N8tre in the France of Louis XIV.

Thefé are differences. Because Italy is so hilly,
its gardens tend to be vertical, and this led to
wonderful elaboration in the use of falling water,
"while the great French chateaux were mostly built on
level ground, and thus use horizontal vistas with flat
water.'\There are also technical differences —- in the-
designs of parterres and terraces, for exampled-- but

for me the most important is one I have only guessed at.

I suspect that while the Italian prince or cardinal

7
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would say, "Look at my magnificent garden. Marvellous,

“is it not? ,Iet us go for a stroll-in it so that we may

enjoy its délights!" The French duke or count, oﬁ'the
other hand, would have been séying, "See my magnificent
garden. ‘Is it not splendid? Now let us return to the
salon and discuss . . ." whatever it was they had to talk -
about: politics, art, the grandeur of Ffance. I mean
that, from what I read, from what the photographs sugéest,
the gardens of France seem inhospitable, cheerless. ,

While this generalization is probably worth as
much as such generalizations usually are, I note that
Italy was a divided country of weak principalities,
while PFrance under Louis XIV was the greatest couﬁtry in
Europe.

But in the end, despite the intellectual challenge
in trying to understand such gardens, they are irrelevant
to me, f;r they reéuire vast riches. They“also require
armies of peasant labour, a repugnant idea.

»
From my practical and historical gardening books, I
learned that around my front lawn I probably have what
is called a herbaceous border. This is a nineteenth
cenéury‘English idea, and 1s the most adapta&lé
gardening theory ever. 'wnat it amounts to is this:

in the strip between the fence and the lawn you ‘plant



whatever you like. Obviously the tallest plants stand
at the back, the shortést in frpnt, and the others in
between. The great thing is variety and apparent
randomness which is yet ordered and pleasing all year
round,

But one man's flower'is another man's weed.
Yésterday and today I weeded and trimmed my suspected v
border, tryimg to discern the scheme intended by the
previous god. The task was not an easgy one, but I
think I have not made many errors. The problem is
that even such things as clumps of grass may be part
of the garden. It seems, for example, that I have a
specimen of pampas grass which will flower one of these
days. I agonized long over a lot of lumpy things in
the ground, and concluded at last that they were
rhizomes. Heaven knows what they will produce; iris,

I suspeé%. A brazen clump of stalks appears to be
a peony. | | |

When I was done my weeding, I tilled what soil I
‘could get at, lavished fertilizer in the Interstices,
and used an nging tool on the lawn. Now as I sit here
on the veranda with my gin and tonic in the glow of the
evening I find it all looks very much like a garden. ‘
That is, I can sense a mind behind the creation. This

benign predecessor god has made an orderly, comfortable

\ .



. little world,\while the randomness implies a generous
and hespitabl freedom. How unlike the savege gods
which devastate Africa. ' °

!
\ ‘
" The theory mosﬁ appropriate to the grounds outside ny

' immediate gardeb is the one which developed in England
Jn the eighteenéh century ang, went on to conquer
Europe: the Bois de Boulogne or the Bois de Vincennes
in Paris, for example, or the English Garden in Munich.

The core of the theory‘is that Nature is herself a

great gardener, only soméwhat lazy and slovenly and in -

need of someone to attend to the details. !

The theory has about it a pleasing modesty and
includes no looming threats of grandeur, expense, or
peasant labour. In practice, of course, the great
English‘gardeners of the time, Capability Brown and
Humphrey Repton, were as prone as Ie N8tre to move
hille; divert rivers, and hew down forests., Yet this
was only needed when‘they were working in what they saw
as flawed landscape. I have no reason or excuse fop‘

aﬁch massive meddling.

More ana more I have been coming to the conclusipn that

I will never be able to enjoy my garden and grounds

while others afe in misery. Ome solution which occurred

to me was to make a beautiful park which I would then



leave to the community. This could probably be cdlled
the artist's answer. He may not be able to save lives,
so he hopes to ennoble those who survive on their own.
A tenuous argument, I must say, but it seemed worth a
try. . '

So I walked about and tried to imagine what sort of

park I might -make. Here I imagined a family eating a
picnic lunch laid on a cloth spread under the high pines;
here an 0ld couple contemplating the sea from a bench in
the shelter of some flowering bishes; and, on the
headland, a pair of young. lovers arm in arm watching the
moon rise over the Sound. With these pictures in my
head, I went %to see the mayor of the town. ILong
experience has taught me that government cooperation
from the beginning is crucial. ILong experience should
also have taught me what to expect. _

| He was typical of his kind: stupid but cunningx,‘
and with such a pretence of affable openness that one
knew at once that he was hiding something. O0f course,
he was very keen about'my park and begged me to go on,
all the while crossing and uncrossing his legs and
fidgeting with a J6tter-knife which was enamelled with -
some brightly coloured device. A palm tree?

I told him about my visions of his ditizens

strolling about and enjoying themselves in my idyllic
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little world. He nodded enthusiastically until I got
to the young lovers. |
"Moonlight?'.I don't think we want to push that
aspect of our development, do we?"
It was a palm tree.
"I beg your pardon?"-
. And a sunset.

"Well, Iover's Lane, Nooky Nook. We got enough

girls in trouble around here without giving them a
{
special place for doing it. 4Agd there's no lack of
' i
dirty-minded media types, either. .Think of the headlines:

~

Panty Paradise."”

I resented his perversion of paradise.

"I'm sure security could be worked out," I said.
"Other municipalities manage, after all. At worst, the
gate could be locked at night."

He had evidently noticed my interest in the
letter-knife, fof he laid it estentatiously before me,
so that I was encouraged to read the legend: "Greetings
from the Maui Commission of Tourism and Real Estate
Development."

"And of course,"” I went on, "I would be there."

. "T thought you said . . ."

"?engps I didn't make hyselt clear. I was

thinking of giving the park to the town when I die,"
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"0n. Yeah." | |
He gave me an appraising once~over and concluded
I could be expected to sﬁrvive his term-of office.
"But after a yéar or two of basic work I would
open the park to the public, then spend what years I '
have left maintaining and improving it. The great
thing is that it would be a gradual approach in which I
would take into account the suggestions of the users |
and adapt the plans accordingly."”
"I see, yeah."
He nodded and stared at the ceiling in a struggle
of cogitation. This was the result: )
"It all depends on federal or';gvvincial money,
If we play our cards right,qthis could be a gold mine.
I just got to check out a few contacts in Victoria."
"Well, that really isn't the point of it. You see,
while I am not rich, I'm sure I can afford to buy’
whatever bushes or flowers I'll need."
"Yeal, sure, but the parking lot alone will run
you fivq.thou, éasy. Then there's the access.road.
You got to widen/that."%ﬁﬁen the comfort ?tations -
they'd take a hell of a big tank and dispersal field.
Though we might‘jﬁstiget permission to pump it straight
into the Sound. But, what the hell, with the big boys

paying the shot, why not go for broke?" .
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I was chagrined. The fact 1s that I, a veteran
negotiator gf hundreds of projects, had forgotten
'what he so delicately called "comfort stations." I had,
however, thought of the parking lot and had done some.
prelim;nary coéting; his five thousapd was highly
\optimistic. But over the years I have learned enough
aboyt sep@ic tanks to be able to guess at once that the
soii oh-my litﬁle spiﬁ does not have anything like the
absorption capacity which would bg required by a system
large enouéh to handle the job. In other words, from
this point on, I knew my dream was onlyAa dream.

Therefore, during the remainder of the interview,
I was guilty of leading him on. However, I am’
reasonably certain that while I was agreeing to a
government funded septic farm system, costing perhaps
ten thousand, he was planning either to pump raw sewage
into the Sound, or teo try for the s;veral hundred
thoﬁsand needed for a full-scale sewage treatment plant.

"An excellent idea," I said of his fuhding proposal,
"but it reminds me that we should also consider the
intake aspect."”

"Huh?"

"well, since people can be expgcted to put out
fluids, they ;an also be expected to take them in. We

should think of drinking fountains . . . and perhaps a

N\



little kiosk offering soft drinks,"
It took him ieés,tﬁan five’minutes to expand thg
kiosk into a licensed restaurant with beer garden. With
my naughty encouragement he had soon added a marina, a -
condominium development, and an all-season resort hotel.
"And with all these people around," I remarked,
"we- certainly will have solved the lover'‘s lane problem."
"Yeah, that's: right!™ |
As I took my leave, he was reaching for t@e

' telephone.

A pitiful victory, that. Frpm reading between the lines

of the %ecal newspaper, 1 learn that the mayor is a real P2
estate déveloper in a province governed by real estate

-developers. No doubt he would accept a bribe 1if it

weréﬁaiscreet enough, and no doubt street repair contracts’

are awarded on criterisa other than those set out in the \E"ﬁ:b
municipal by-laws. But the streets ;ctually will be .
repaired and the largest bribe the mayor can cgmmand will

'likely be a week in Hawaii with his wife. ©Or perhaps

W~

a woman not his wife.

But this is small potatoes éompared withlthe levels
of corruption I have witnessed in Africa. I know of
rulers whose ldea of "dash" is twenty percent of

government revenue, and of one who, in the six years
oo ‘

vy



before he Qas butchered and fed to the dogs, anhually
mﬁlcted over sixty percent., Bureaucracies in which an
official's income from dash is ten timeF the, official
income are the rule rather than the ékceﬁtion. *In

" perhaps the most flagrantlcase I encountered, the

entire quarterly subvention (from an agency not my own, .
I'mcpleased to say) toward aghydro-elgctric project was
appropriated. The ruler simply stepped out .of the
ﬁresidential palace into his limouéine, was driven
across the équare to an internafional bank, aé& handed
over the cheque. Five minutes later the entire amount,
over twenty-seven million dollars (U.S,), was telexed to
the ruler's personal corporation in Luxembouré.

The whole pathetic com{;l?x'of Third World-
governmént and business corfuption has been analysed,
and various cures havé been triéd and have failed.
Commdn sense tellg us that ecénomic development,
education, and a more‘equitable‘income distribution
will reduce iéfto acceptable 1eVéls. That isl it will
:become like our mayor's, and what a wonderful state of
] affalrs that would be.
| Why then am I irritated by him? Becausé of his
splrlg%al poverty, I expect.

I am sitting as usual on my veraﬁda as the sun sets.,

Through the trees I can see over ;the water to the head of

o
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the Sound where the town lies surrounded by mouttains.. I -,

»

see the,smokestack of the lumber mill (the smaze not

‘clean, ¢f course, but tolerable), I see the dodk where

L 4

the fishermen land their catches, and there 1. ¢an see

Lo ) .
yf\\g\\ \ the beach upon whlch, on'a recent hot day, I could Just A’x .
' {“\\rake out mothers'end children bathing, while theréﬂor '

“the rige is the hospital which,,despite recent cutbacks,

provides extellent eervice. The.setting suﬁ'bathee‘the !

P o Jeown 1n a glow which makes it look an outpost of ﬁelren,, ,*
,°7 , ,.-a town it for angels. , . e .
v . S ﬁnfe in such ‘a town should exalt the spirity but .

€., ' '

‘ ,the mayor dreams of parklng'ld%s vfast feod concessions,
e - and sewage %reatment p}apts. Andcwhy not? People must.
“have spaces to park thelr care, Junk food in moderation

is a harm}ess enough pleasure, whlle raw sewage breeds

g

disease. . "
cL 19 L
| ‘ + . So what rlght have I, sittj] 8 in oy retlrement N
~ garden, to feel supegkor? No right ateall. Lot .
1 . [
(S £ - ) e
: After the sun moved around enough to gnpnt some shade, I ‘

got to work rEpairing the stepg which curve down from
o v the garden to the beach. There are three separate *
ﬁﬁﬁ R flights of steps'joined by pafhways. The steps are
| - madé of creogoted railway ties with gravel fili,' Sgée
t&mbers have te'Be replaced, the fil weyerywhere topped

\ ¥
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up, and tHhe banking cut back wheére it has faller in.

L4

: lt W;@ keavy work; so I rested often. During one ‘ J
rqu;i sat lodklng down the long, graceful curve of walk | ’
and steps "and suddenly found myself thipking of Gwen. . | v

JIg s;equ to me she would have enjoyed the gentle 3 ’ >

falling curve of the walk, and that she should be here
to enjoy it, and that it was alﬂ&somehow like her. R

And then I thouéht of the,&lsease whlch killed her

and how it is not 1like other dlseases. The cancer \\

.which invaded her body is not (so far as I know) "a germ

or a.bacteria, not some so&t of infection, but rather - .

'some allen idea or R{i?ci? ¢ which perverts the natural

harmony of the body cells, sé that parts which should ) -
live more or less in peace with one another arewat war.

And I’thought this was like Africa invaded noE/QO"much v
bj}the white man, but by our alien principtes. |

Capitalisq and communism, Christdianity and lslaq}_)' ??

' nationalism apd high technblogy: all of these were

inimical to Africa ds it was. And while aboriginal

Africa was certalnly not perfect - dlsease and tribalism

were endemic -~ at least the ?roblems wereé Afrlcant and o o
the Afrlcans‘could deal with them.. But once import ‘,‘ i
our 1deas and you have to import people like me to ’ o ?
admlnister those 1deas.l The Africans understood and '
could live with their own Deat@,_but th%;r‘philosophies:

b ’

L 4
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. .
cannot deal *with our Death. : S

'&>>wﬂ/'I am reminded of a quip from the fifties when

*

v

hat

Eise&bower was building the *Interstate Highway System:”

"The danéerous two-lane highwajs of the past which 4
. ”

caused frequent two-car collisions have beén replaced

w;th m;eern six-lane interstates’ ¢n which fifty or even

a.hundred cafs can collide and.dozens can die at once,"
Or: spears and arrows kill people, ggns ¥ill many.
Or: ,a spear is an ideé‘%ade into wood and metal

S

so is the gun; whlch is the better idea? -
} 2

| Or: was I part of the disease or part of the cure?

A telephone call today from my daughter-in-law,
Stephanfe. She and Ian are' in New York,\which was a

join them

surprise to me, and'they are inviting me

on a Rhine cruise in May. The Qrulse is to\celebrate

their getfing together again® This was alsa\a surpkise,

as I hadn't known thg5 were apart. I am pleased to hear
. . . »

ey are patching up whatever their differences were;

I exbect'the problems have something-+to do with the death.

of their daughter last winter. It seemed to me

f Stephanie was trylng to mister her grief, hopingJI would

not try any maudlin phrases, so_ I kept orf the subject.

b

- She will_recoverﬂfrqm herlgnief in a few jears‘without

any help.from me, for. she is a sane and energetic young

) .
\ ¢ - ¢ —~
S *
. R - .
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.pOSsible to ynderstand another culture. I now_iegaid

$ S
woman., I ﬁave a}ways approved of the marriage in the
hope that she might ‘brighten Ian}s'characte;. A quiet,
imaginative child, he has become a gloomy, restless L
adult. I think Stephanie would be happy enough to
settle down in London or New York, but to suit his “
whims she follows him all over the world. \i suppose
Lan to blame for the transient 1ife he had as a child, <

<
but: he actually.ieems to enjoy, jet travel. .

Because I concentrated on Africa, I'have had a few direct
dealings with either the Chinese or tHe Japanese. My ot
two visits to Beijing were brief., I remember little

' besides immensely elaborate banquets which I was too

tired to enjoy: and slow but fruitful discussions about
a Chinese sponsored. technical assistance pajggge for a
Tanzanian railway projéct. The Japanese I have met

fbecause they have been ’ t
active internationally for so much more of the post-War

much more ofteén, of course,
L4

period, but I met them not so much as Japanese, but as

colleagués in the trade. . -
" I may have had a gliﬁpsq;n{ a,Chinese/gérden -

I ?on't Eemembef - ﬁut I do recall being taken to a’ -

Jé%anese tea garden ip,Kyoto. I .should go back a few

stepglh In the arrogance of my youéh I thought it

¢

\ ‘ .
. ,( C .
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this notion as Highly tenuous, especially in regard to a

culturg very different from one's own. .That the .

Japanese are more conscious than we are of belonging y

to a society is a cliché, but this does not make it any

less true. The Japanese really do see myriad connectionsl

in things and acts, connections with ?heir fellow

Japanese, with their history, with their islands, with™

the cosmos. So the tea garden 329 the tea ceremony are

not just casual things. _ . . .
Now, as an o{ficial g&lan international agenc&, I |

was early and often expgsed to tpe fqgereq sh{ines and Co-

sacred ceremonies of a hundred societies.w I quickly

leafned todavoid most and, when attendance was l {

absolutely necessary, to solicit a briéfing from a

trustworthy local so as to avoid gaffes such as eating g ~§§ l

with the excremental hand; to prepare myself for the )

‘unpaiatéble, such as doé, §1u§, and lizard; and to avoid

Gentirély displays of impossible barbarity such ag the

ritual mutilgtionyaf girls' séxual organs. I had Eeérd

that the tea £gerevony was extremely tedious and offered

. numerous possibilities for blunders, nonetheless I had -

to attend. . Ci 4
‘‘My wmemory of it is dim, for it must have beeh

twenty-five years ago. I re?embér having to stoop very
low in‘order to pass through’the gate into the garden;
[ ,‘ * .

s
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when I saw that my hostg also had to stoop, I assumed
_the height of the averagglgapanese had increased since
the gate .had been built. - I remember that the wa;kway
through the garden was rather awkward. It meandered
and one had to walk on stones which seemed awkwardly
placed. Of the ceiemonyﬁi remember only sore knees,
endless bowing, and amazement at finding ; nation which
could make even more fuss than the English over a drink
as in igﬁd as tea. ”
bobk of garden hiﬁtory explains all this.. The ,
gaté is.dé!ibérately low so that ane is made to stoop
as a token of humilify. The stones are awkwardly
ElQZéd so that one walks slowly enough to enjoy the
garden. Certain stones invite ‘the guest'to stop and
admire a particularly pleasant view. Tﬁe tea ceremony
itself is rich in symbolism and signlficance ¢ it has to
do with history, society, 1ntegration, discipline,
balance, and so on. ;
. 0f the other sorts of Japanese gardens I read with
terest but little comprehensnon. I read of the 238
'p imary rocks possib%ﬁ in a garden and of their symbolice
meanings; qﬁ the eleven (or is it thirteen?) sorts of
" waterfall; of the principles which must govern a garden's

design: cause and effect, male and female, active and
1 4

passive, horizontal and vertical, light and shadow; I
. ' . A .
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read _that there must be a balance of the five elements,
the four seasons, all weathers, night and day, and so on.
My slightly sarcastic tone is not for the Jabanese
and their gardens, both of which I comsider adornnents
of creation, but rather for myself and my ignorance, and
the imposs;bility‘oglmy correcting my iénorance before
I die. Japanese gardens are clearly the éost highly

evolved in the world, and to understand them fully one

would have to have a proround&knowledge of Japanﬁ L
: >

indeed, one.would have to become Japanese. I do not

have the tinme.

I think I may be able-to use ceértain ideas which are
embodied by Japanese gardens. The most important is

a sense of hardbny within the garden,,thig reflecting

most profoundly an attempt to be iﬁfharmony with'nature,
with society, with the cosmos, I cannot expect ﬁo

understand Jépangée harmony, but I can try to find

harmonies of my own. ,
To be in harmonjkwith my fellow citizens, however)

to pave my garden, eschew the use of any

I shall hav
language b%i ungrammaticai and obscene English, and -
I had thought

measure evg}ything in Impérial units,
hatred of the French language was the consuming lunacy

of the area, butb it'appears the French in Qﬁebec are far
- - »
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enough away to remain more a theoretical than a real
J‘\

threat, desplite the ubiquity of frozen orange Juice.
No, the greatest passion hereabouts is hatred of the

metric systenm, which the ' ' government is gradually 1mposing

on the country. That the system was invented by a
F?enchman i1s an added irritation. ,The great local
passion is the right to buy gasoline in)Imperial "
gallons, rathgr thae/in liters. I disc;vered that t%?
issue 13 conside#ed to be fundamental' more important
than the possibility of another Arab oil embargo, more

important than the size of existing reserves,‘EEEe

-

_important even than the.actual price of the g?soline.

Obécure references in the newspaper led me to a radio
"talk “show'" where the subject of gallons and liters has-
apﬁarently been ali the rage (both senses) for months;'
Althouéh I could not, of course, see the callers, it was
clear that many were foaming at éhe mouth. It appears
that advocacf of the metric system is at least as heinous
a‘crime”as high‘treason or sexual assault upon the
Queen: these analogles were used several times, I was
¥jp first gmused by this m;dnéés, then appalled, but
finally depressed. What does it say for man that, if
you give him a paradise in‘ﬁhich to dyedl ("God's

. Country," as they say around here), he. nonetheless finds .

Qu
this sort of foolishness with which to tormentghimself
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and his neighbours?

I began this meditation with some hopeful words ‘on
) harmon;x now this madness. I wonder how the Japanese
.would view it all.

.

To Lugano in two days for the conference. Lugéno is on
Lake Como and not far from Lake Maggiore which has in
it the §reat island palace and garden called Isola Bella.
Perhaps I can wangle a visit from one of my hosts. Age
.and eminence, however hnmble, have their compensations.

While I go to this conference to keep up with
things, to meet old colleagues} end perhap# to enjoy the
51ghtseeing for once, 1 seem %o recall having spent an
absurb amount of my life at conferences. I was always
preparing Mor them, travell;ng ng ‘them, being at them,
returning from them, reporting on them. I am beginning
to see thatﬂI should have spent more time at home with
my family, in. the. gardens Gwen grew for us. Perhaps
if I had, Ian might not have been so gloomy, man and boy;
and perhaps my daughter Jane might still be alive. Like
Ian, she was a restless and solemn adult, but I recall,

-~

her as a child of sunny laughter. .
The picture which comes most readily to mind is

of Jane,‘at four or five yeafs of age, wearing a blue

dress withlwn}te shoes and stockings. She is in a

gerden ~= it would have been our house in Washington?

!



I expect -~ and the sun is golden all about. Jane is

laughing while a large,ablacﬁ dog licks her face§ but

she stands her ground, brave girl. In-the end, brave

~or not, she could no longer stand hér groubd.

» . R

-

I recall her that last day in Barbados before she
killed herseif: I passed her in the hallway as I was
walking to the garden with a plate of 3unch-.and,
inev1tably, a report. Jaee was standing before a
mlrror, and as I approached I éreeted her, but got no
reply.y She had only just gotten up, so I assumed she
was thinkipg‘§ out her hair or her make-up. But when I
got outside I remembered she seemed tO wear little
make-up,~and her hair 'Seemed not to have been washed.
An indelicate addition: she had alwé}s been most
fastidious about the nuisance odours of femlnlnity,
but was not so-that day. I de01ded she was plannlng
a swim and would freshen up later. Had Gwen been
there, she might have sensed something wrong, but she
was in Bridgetown shopping, and when I picked her up
later we went straight to the university for a.reception-,

B ; N
then to dinner., When we returned that night, Jane was

d’ead.;‘

She had oply just léearned about her mother's

'

cancer, so Gwen tried to take the blame; but that made

no sense:‘ The final note contained little beyond
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. .
cryptic references to disafhament,'world hunger,
racism, and the status of women. Surely-this sort of
large sécia; concern susgesté th;t if either parent
ﬁére to blame, it had to be me. In any case, how
could anyone blame Gwen for anything?

I am beginning to wonder if this all means I
have been a failure as a husband and father. When
Gwen offered me gardens of delight, I filled them witp
official documents., When little Jane came -laughing to
me in the g?rden and demanded, "Daddy, Daddy, tell me
a storyl". I lifted her up and told her about the
world beyond the garden'gate. And now that I haﬁe my
own garden, I have 56 one who can share its delight N
with me. ’

Do I theneblame myself?

Yes., o

Or this murderous century?

Perhaps.

Yet I must go on,

But to what purpose?
And what of my garden?

As I was loading my 1uégage into the car, the mayor drovg
up, bringing with him a representative from a pizza.

franchising company. This man had made a special detour
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here while wvisiting Vancouver from headquarfers in
Fort Worth. I held up my garment bag and shrugged.

The mayor was Jovial. |

"Oh well, this is more impﬁrtant. You can take a °
later flight;" \

jI explained that I wasn't going to Edmonton or )
San Francisco, and a later flight w;s, at the earliest,
tomorrow. -
| "Five minutes, Jjust glve us five minutes."

No. |

He grew desperate.

"We'll dri&e‘to’Vancouver with you.”" '
) This 1ed to a tangie—of possibilities ("Well then,
you could go with Mr. Knapp in his car, I'll bring
yours along behind, leave it in long term parking and
Mr. Knapp and me will . . .") all of which I rejected.

He grew sﬁrly, then offensiﬁe. When he kicked a
rock onto the lawn, I told him firmly that people who
did such ﬁhings obviously d4id not. see eye tofeye with
me on parks and gardens, and I was going.

"You can't do this to me;" he cried. "I'll make

you pay. You won't believe what I can do with zoning

regulations, Pops!" y

I drove away cursing him under my breath, but soon

enough settled down to curse myself for naively bringing
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about the entire affair.

On the flight from Vagpouvef‘to Londsn lasthweek: I
whiled away the houré tﬁinking of ways of using watep
in my ga?den. The overflow from m§ cistern is
certainly strong enough to keep a small brook babbling
and any pools clean and sweet., I decided the best
idea would be a stream issuing from behind a trio of
rhododendrons, meanderirng ?etwgen rocky banks aéroSs
the gafden, making a small cascade into a pool:where
the lawn terraces down a metef to the lower level,

It could then be direcdted out into the bit of woods
where I planted some bulbs in order that next spring
I might have "a host;of golden daffodils."

I had taken the provision of photocopying a dozen
plans of the area and, with the aid of coloured pencils
as recommended in my gardening book, Ivdre('several '
elaborations of the garden'with stream, cascade, and
pool. The Japanese, who love symbolism and loathe
symmetry in their gardens, suggest that a stream should
enter from the east, meander to the south, and exit to
the west. Unfortunately, because of the way Nature saw
fit to drop my little paradise upon this earth, my stream
- would have to enter from the west, meander south, then

exit east. No matter for me, a westerner with iittle

A
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.« feeling for the symbolic. In any case, I‘ghink I

.

o

on a hot day, the .birdsong and the cascade making the

came up with a number of pleasing'layouts fér my stream.

I eSpecially like the'placing of .the pbol on the lower:

1evel and have half a dozen~ideas for edglng it to

best advantage with beds of water-lov1ng plants and

on ﬁ%e shady 51de, a seat whers one could 31t$énd read

very air music§1.’" . , r __ o ’
‘Forvfhe cascade itself, I had originally thought

of a éimple vgii'éf watef, but myfreading on Japgnese

gardeng’conﬁinced me somethlng more natural would‘be

better., The Jaﬁanesg makg thid sort of classificafion: S

single stream above,’givided‘below; divided aﬁbVe, : ‘ | ‘

single below;'divided, heavier flow to one side; and 80

on. I worked on a number of'diffg;égf plans, but .

decided' I would probably. base ﬁy final ého%ce upon .

whichever rocks I have at hand for the job. Wesﬁerq

"pragmatism.

So, as I flew si miies\aboup the Arctic desolhtion,
I cast my 1mag1natlon back to my -garden and forward in
time, mu51ng upon the music of falllng water, the e
sparkle of liquid 1lght. ,

But the conference seems t§ have solved all my

»

gardening problems for at least the next six months.

1

I have accépted a consultancy with an EDA commission

Y- — . U (R U S
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» on small business develoﬁ)ent”i West ﬁfrica. I do not
know why. I did this. We begin in Abidjan in ten days.
Although the C8te d'Ivofire iS the great |
developmental success of Africa, I have never &uch liked

Abldjan. Every time I go there I am made to waste at

‘i yleast a day touring the industrial estates. Of course,

I understand and approve of‘ghe rationale behind these
vasts stretcggs of concrete-ﬁlock—metal—#odt buildings,
the tangles of pipes, the fences and tarmac, but they
seem much of a muchness to me, whether they be in

Abidjan, Abadan, Singapore or Winterthur.

I am sitting on my veranda in the dying glow of evening,
looking into the purple.shadows of my garden. This is
surely the last of my evenings here for a while, When

the six months are over, I may be so disqouragéd with

Africa, with the conferences, the twisting and turning, !

the lies, the corruption, the bullying of the
superpowers, the posturing of demagogues, that I wiﬁg )
come back here to work on my garden. ~

I don't know, but somehow I doubt thet I shall.
With Gwen and Jane dead and Ian and Stephanie ever on '
the move, what affections I have in thig,world are for
a few old colleagues in the trade, for'zgl‘job itself.

I don't know. This dreaming land almost captured me
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. 'with its molintains and mist, ite sea and soft light.

But I seem to need engagement, struggle in order teo
stay alive. d
\ But I have a scheme. . Instead of ngurningy/I
-8hall photocopy some more plans of the garden and others
of the entire property. International agencygofficials
spend much of their lives in hotels, #irports, and
airplanes. The efficient fellows learn to work in such
places, the gregarious chat, the thoughtful read: I
shall work on my garden., With my coloured pencils, I
shall draw it at various times of the day; I shall
make up schedules %nd plans for the round of the year;
,for planting, fertilizing, weeding, blooming.“ If in
my travels I see an attractive plant, I shali ask its
name and see if I can work it into my garden.

And before I leave here the day after tomofrow, I
shall make A preliminary list of the great gardens of
the world, so ghat if I am near any of them I may
arrange a side-trip. Sometimes there will be a useful
.idea. (For a variety of reasons, I was unable to visit
Isola Bella; perhaps next time.) The commission has a
_meeting tentatively planned for Estoril in a month, and
nearby is the famous palace garden of Queluz with its
tiles, called azulejos; I shall definitely visit,

These little trips will help me to bear what I
it
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know is coming, but the real solace will be my imaginary
garden. -Surely the green of it will comfort‘ge when
the jumbo Jet next disgorges me, ’pd again I gaze upon
the rpnning sores, the twisted limbs, the clutching

brown hands, surely cool breezes from it will restore

my soul when next I walk into the lazy, swirling colour,

the drifting red dusty the blinding 1ight, the hot,
sweet breath of Africa. \

Surely?
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THE CONTINENTAL

Red Velvet, Black %ace

Wednesday, May 17
. Thursday, May 18
\ » 1893
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‘Aa Mademoiselle Fifi moved the curling tongs through the
blue flame of the spirit lamp, then applied them tq the
tissue-papered curl, she glanced from under her long
lashes . at the reflection of the American: a most bizarre
creature, In h‘er hearly three years with Madame Eugénie
she had known many curious men, and indeed considered
men incomprehensible beings driven by desires which might
as well have animated the stars in their distant courses,
8o foreign were they to her. Because they were all
strange, the particularities of their desires were a
matter of indifference to her, and thus Madame Eugénie
steered the odder ones to Fifi. ’

"Pifi is my curator," Madame would say; “As in a

museum, she takes care of the rare ones."




s v \ %,
3 e .
So Fifi had learned to disport herself in‘fugs, .

satins, velvets and feathers; she had d&veloped the
theatricality to play a schoolgirl, a Persian houri

Y -~

a nun, a sailor; she could counterfeit an affinity for
s

shoes, flowers, incense and cigars. Of course, there,
wer; limits, The English vice was strictly monitored
within the precincts of Madame Eugbnie's =- there had
been a nastybincident with a milord some years
earlier -- and a sweaty Belgian rich from the Congo
who had made a request involving a snake h;d been
treated most frostily. L
"But Madame, I ﬁyselr would Qupply the creaturgfﬁkjl

6o
k

and together we would administer the soporific. Be.'’:

[

assured, Madame, that . . " p \\

"You may be assured, Monsieur, that this ig a.- ' = fg&mQR‘ .
. ' {‘{g § PO
réspectable establishment. I may call it a mu?éum in ¢ >

Jjest, but it is neither a circus nor a zoologiéal,“§W:f¥Qth:r
garden. Begone!" ' : 5§:£ 'ﬁi ¥
"An artificial snake?" in desperation. -
"Hamid! Monsieur‘ﬁiil be leaving now." . [

I

But the more common caprices of men were :;' W
acceptable enough to both Fifi and Madame Eugénie.’ ﬁen‘: ’
" had desires; they would be satisfied; and one might turn
a profit in the process. Fifi's own desires closely

resembled Madame's: a hoard of savings and all possible
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~inside information about the goings-—on of the Bourse.

Recently, for example, a most obliging gentleman friend
from the Quai 4'Orsay had given Fifi. warning of an
impending “incidént" in North Africa which together
with hints Madame had gathered about adjgstments in
Austro-Hungarian naval policy had enabled the ladies

to make a tidy profit in German armament shares. |
Ebwe;er, the Bourse was for the speculative enlargement
of one's cache: the steady income came from the desires
of men, rich men like this American, Kenniston Thorson,
and his harmless but outlandish quirk.

"Wwill Monsieur not have some champagne?" she asked
as she laid aslde the tongs and took up her brush.

"Thank you,'no, Fifi, eleven in the morning is too
early for me to be drinking champagne, but. do order a
glass for yourself. And if you would be so kind, perhaps
you could ask Berthe to bring me a caféd crédme,"

Theré now: this\was not naiveté on his part, but
frank generosity, for although it was real champagne
reasonably priced, he must know he would be charged for
the wpole bottle and she would get a commission.

"Perhaps Monsieur had a night which was slightly
ovér—-exuberant? Champagne would be soothing."

The suggestion was not dangerous: he would reject it.

"No, no, my dear, champagne with luncheon, champagne

with pheasant, champagne with a song, champagne with

id



ladies and laughter all the night long, but not champagne
in the morning; that would be too much of a good thing
even. for me, But you enjoy yours. No, I prefer coffee.
Wouldn't you like some yourself? With your champagne,

of coursé."

In truth she would, but she suspected he was .
teasing her and declined.

When o0ld Berthe had departed, Fifi asked Kenniston
1f he would not rather sit on the red chair and enjoy
his coffee there in the light of fhe vanity table.

"I believe I shall, Mademoiselle Fifi. Thank yo&."

Like all the Americans she had met ~- perhaps six
others -- he was tall, about 180 cm. she guessed, and
very healthy looking, testimony to his wealth and to
the fructuous land across the ocean. He was
well-muscled, she had reason to know, and took care
that he should remain so. Three mornings a week he
worked out in the gymnasium of Théophile Blok, the
ex-boxer, and his prowess at the Club de Tennis Giraudoux
had, it seemed, embarrassed a number of the members. |
His wager with Fanchon the professional runner, their
three circults of the Bois de Boulogne, and the
shocking result were a matter of public record, the
eavent having been well covered in several of the

newspapers despite efforts by Fanchon's backers,
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This healthy body Monsieur Thorson kept dressed
in some of the best and most fashionable clothes Paris
could provide. Today he wore black and in his black
| gloved hands (gloves of kid so light it took her
breath away) he held a walklng stick of ebony topped
with a rose of solid silver which echoed the white
rose in his lapel. On the table lay his black hat
which was trimmed with a ribbon thinner than any other
in town; it would cause a stir when he went to lunch.
She wondered if he particularly enjoyed wearing hats
because of his prematurely balding head; she made bold
to ask him as much,

"My dear Mademoiselle Fifi, back home on the banks

of the Wabash, we have a rhyme that goes:
b
E_E_EQ___EEEEQ‘
axes vex
e a hex;

The ave will call

One and all;

But falling hair
eas8y O bear.

Now I don't think I can make that rhyme in French, but
“ 4

it means . . "

So he was a man who cared about his looks, cared
how he dressed himself, but had no silly vanities, And
ﬂ yet' '« « o« yat this bizarre desire: she noticed the
interest in the tilt of his head as she reached for fhe
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littq‘ﬁar of rouge. She could understand a man ;wishing
to watch a woman remove her clothes, but to watch as she
did her hair, applied her maquillage, donned her clothes:
this was outside her experienc;, clearly something
American, perhaps. the result of iife among half-naked

savages.

"And 1f I may be permitted another question,

what did Monsieur do last night that did not involve

a surfeit of champagne?"

"You, may certainly ask, for my life is an open
book. Welfﬁ perhaps not from cinq & sept, but after
that I strolled over to the Café Claude in the
Boulevard des Italiens for an ice with old Bouguereau
who invited me to the private view of the Salon today.
Then I called on Wedekind and together we took in
Feydeau's new thing."

"Was it as good as his last?”

"Better, better. What economy he exercises, what
a light touch. Rgther reminds me 61 your technique with
,eyelashes,"” k v

Fifi blushed..

“Silly man. Go on, what did you next?"

"Tate dinner from Monsieur Frédéric: I consumed

the five thousand seven hundred and forty sixth caneton. -

Tour d'Argent. It was heavenly."
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"You make my mouth water. Then whét?" '

"o the Moulin Rouge for champagne, you'll be
pleased to hear, with the usual bunch: Bruant was very
witty, but Lautrec had to be carried home. Suzanne .
Valadon says he is destroying himself."

"Very likely. And then?"

'"Wwhy then, as you very well know, I came to say
goodnight to Madame and her young la@ies. And back home
to the Sixteenth as the sun was rising."” |

"A full eveniﬂg indeed."

"A normal evening in Paris, I am delighted to say."

"And now another day: how will you f£ill this one?" |

With* this, Mademoiselle Fifi turned to facé him
while l1ifting her hands in a pretence of making
addustﬁents to her hair; 80 she displayed with pride
her tiny waist in its tight corset of red velvet brocade
trimmed with black lace; and pouted most winsomely.

"I am not entirely sure;‘bdtol know what I shall do
next." | \ -

And he began to peel off a glove.

Lunch, the de rigeur lunch before the private view%pg at
the Salon, was truite de mer sauce verte at Ledoyen.
Most of the officlal painting world was there along with
wives, mistresses, models, friends, enemies, andJa

potpourri of hangers-on. Charpentier chatted with
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GérBme and Daudet (Alphonse, not Iéon), Zola groused at
Maupras, Anatole France tossed out mordant witticisms for
Lady Randolph Churchill and Count Kinsky, while D'Indy
tried to peek at the notebook of the ubiquitous
Edmond de Goncourt. However, Kenniston Thorson was
most interested in Jacfues Joseph Tissot. Once a
'fashionable painter of narrative scenes from bourgeois
_life, he had turned in o0ld age to illustrating the
Bible. Kenniston,'a bemused freethinker, considered
this direction lunacy, but wished to gpnour the man for
the delights he had produced in his past: Kenniston
owned three Tissots., But after half an hour with his
host, Bouguereau, and with- Tissot, he was stolen away
by Henri Gauthier-Villars the publisher, writer and
music critic. |

"pAhh, Thorson, just the man I wanted to see."

Willy, to call him.by the pen name he used off the
page as well as on, wanted to see everyone, and as he
talked his eyes moved restlessly over the crowd, picking
over the faces with the swift discrimination of a
gardener culling deadheads. For Willy was ndt so much
a publisher or writer or even editor as he was a literary
middleman, an entrepreneur of bookish schemes. In the
firm belief that one could and usual%y“éid tell a book
from its cover, Willy employed a stable of underpaid

{
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hacks to writgdhis works, but uged thé most falented‘
and expeqsive designers in Paris for his éovers.’ Willy
was, trﬁth to tell, a tout. ' t

‘"I expecteq to see you the other evening at
Madame de Cail%?vet'é, Willy, but I heard iou were‘ou%A‘
of town." - '

"Yes, I went to the country to getﬁﬁarried.

Gabrielle, my dear,”™ he said, half turning fo°the slip
of a girl behind him, "this is Mbnéieur Thorson; Thorson,
my wifej).Gabrielle." ‘

She smiled, made a miniature curtsey, and did some

J

magic with her enormous eyes. - .

"Come, let us find g tafle and -get dowﬁ‘to businessﬁ'
said w111§ as he bulled his way through to a vacant
place near Meilhac and'Halévy the playwrights.

"Now look here, Kenniston, I'm sure you're either
effete or you're trying to gét better terms which I
simply can't afford to give you. I have costs, too,
you.know: typesetters these days . . "

He raised his eyes i suppiication.

’mﬂwKenniston_chuckled. R ‘

"No, Willy, you don't understand: the.project is
hopeless. I could no more . . " -

"Nonsense, you're a man of the world, you know all

} e
there is to. be known of the subject, and what you don't

L 4
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, know you could invent." \

"I could not have knowledge gf something which I
doubt even exists in the real worid, thus I could not
invent with conviction.”

"Real world? Conviction? Good ébd man, who needs
this sort of crutch? All that is needed is a suggestive

wdirectiop and a fertile imagination."

"An imagination greater than mine would be required

thv)/ o to write a book about tribadism among the society ladies
o? Indianapolis. I'm not on principle ‘against the
), fabulous, but my heart would haye to be in it before I
could set pen to paper." o
| "But you wouldn't do ‘the writing&f‘Spluttered
Willy. "I have my drudges for that. My dear fellow,
~you are a gentleman. I only want you to provide some
local colour: describe for us the vice of In@ianapolis,
the better known maisons closes, the names of the most
'talented grisettes, tell us what unnatural practiées
are most-common. The readers of Paris are jaded; the&
- need exética." |
"Phey could find more exotica in this room than
=N N in the entire state of Indiana."
\ Not that there weren't some interesting ladies in
his home state,*but(unfortuhately they were few and far

N . between and damnably difficult to cultivate. For this
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reason, Kenniston had left Indiana and, financed by his
ghére of the income from ﬁis family's. limestone quarries,
had fared forth in search of love. First to Chicago
which he thought altogether too crude; thgu to New York
which was obsessed with wealth; then to Boston where,
between classes at Harvard, he found sport with the
landlady of his boarding house, a thiffyish Irish widow
named Bridget Bourke. .

Bridget was the first Qoman he mef who not only
enjoyed the pleasures of the flesh, but actively sought
them out. Every fall she took in eight likely-looking
students and while thex investigated Harvard she o
investigated them. When her choice was made a few weeks
into the tgrm, she applied her considerable charm and,
within a few days, conquered. If the boy proved a dunce
~he left the house, but if he showed a suitable aptitude
he was moved into the room next tO»Bridget's where a
connecting door made late evening lessons convenient.

_ "You are my best professor," Kenniston remarked
to her one/B}gﬁt as‘they lay languid 1n'the pale light
of the 3}ty. \

//ﬂéﬁre and you're my best student too."
//// "Dhen let's get parried, Bridget, and stay together
- alwhys." ‘

But Bridget was the wiser; he must travel the world
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in search of love while she remained to nurture her

procession of -scholars. In the meantime she must school

. him in the ways of woman; he must learn the secrets_of

her body and, more important, the secrets of her mind.
"You men think us coy and secretive craytures, bgt

if you know us well you can read our hearts as easily as

you read from that book. Do it again, the part T liked.®

And he read, from Swinburne:

We _are not sure of sorrow,
And ’oi was never sure;
Toda CF e¢ tomorrow;
e stoops to no man's lure;

%nd love grown fTalnt and fretlful,
8 but half re $Tul

and w eyes forgetiul

Weeps that no.%oves endure.

"'With 1lips but half regretful . . o' Now isn't that

4

Just lovely, though? Poor fools that we are, we women -

can always be bought with a tender word, but we crave

the shelter too of a man's strength. Now, when you know

when to give which, you'll be lord of all you survey."
True to her word she sent him away at the end of

the year; and true to her word she had given him the keys

to a woman's heart. ~In search of others like her he went

to Dublin, but was rudely shocked by the poverﬁy and the

priest~ridden morality of the town. On to Lpndod,,where

he spent several years in delightful dalliance wiﬁh a
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number of ladies from society and the stage; then to
Vienna for romance as rich as the schlagobers on the
‘coffee, But he was really just practicing, grooming \
himself, honing his skills for the passages to come
.in the greatest arena of love: Paris!

"Perhaps we should forget about the demimonde of
Indianapolis altogether, then," Willy mused. "What
about an account of savage rites among the Red Indians:
blood sacrifices of delectable virgins under the full
moon, that sort of thing?" -

"I'm afraid I know very little about the Indians.
In Indiana at least, they have been peaceful for some

*éighty years now."

"But one hears of massacres, scalpings, horrendous _

| -deeds committed by these brutes.”

"I'm afraid“thaé what there is of that\happens out
on the Great Plains, far to the west of Indiana." . h

"What a shame. Still, I'm convinced you could
invent someﬁhing o« o o piquan% for the readersiéf
Paris, What do you think of it all, my dear?"”

Evidently Willy had at last recollected that he was

"mairied; what was even more evident was that he was not -
interested in ‘her answer for without waiting for a reply

he raised his glass to Curnonsky, then abruptly went of?f
to speak with him., Curnonsky, called by some the Prince
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of Gastronomes, could not be @sked to leave his table.

"You must excuse my husband, Monsieur Thorson; he
is a very busy man."

"No excuse is necessary, Madame. I know Willy
quite well. His energy is proverbial:" . S

"This is all a great adventure for a little country
girl like me. All these famous people are quite
intimidating." ;o

"Have no fear, for you will find them just like
leveryone else except that they are, perhaps, more at ease
with themselveg than most people. And they are always
intrigued by beauty."

She lowered her face and raised her enormous gray
eyes at him. Clearly she‘kﬁew her best feature. Shew
was, in fact, not a beauty, but was lively and
attractive: thin, a sort of miniature fox.

"No, I am sure I shall be regarded as a boorish
country girl with nothing at all of value to say."

“M& dear Madame Gauthier-Villars, did‘you not
understand from what your husband and I were saying
that I myself am far more the country bumpkin than ybu
are? I come from a part of the world that was trackless
forest a mere‘gundred years'ago, while you are, if I am

not mistaken in identifying your accent, a native of
Burgundy. That is to Say, a native of the very Eden of
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call me Kenniston."
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France, civilized these two thousand years and more.
Thgse people talk with me, Madame, thui all the more
Qill they ray attention tO';ou." |

"You are a charming rlatterer."

"Not at all. And let me begin by repeating the -
question your husband asked you: what do you think the
Jaded réaders of Paris want?"

"I don't know about the jaded readers of Paris,”

she replied, "but it seems to me a writer should only

describe what he has seen. He should look long and
hard at éhe things th;t please him and write about them
exactly as they are."

"And what of things that don't please him?"

"He should look even longer énd barder at them,"
she gisgled. . . *

Kenniston was truly impressed by her insight and o
realized with something of a shock that she was hardly

13

twenty and until two nights ago had probably always
slept under -her parents' roof,
"I think, Madame, that the famous artists of Paris

‘should listen to you very carefully indeed."

"Hush, Monsieur, you will be averheard and thought
a fool for saying such things."

"And we Amerieans’are very informal. You must

P
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“I believe I shall, Kenniston. And because ydu are
the first person in Paris to befriend me, and the very
first American I have ever met, you must call me
Gabrielle, though I think we should not tutoyer one
another, at least not when my husband is around. Aﬁe we
betrayers, do you think?"

"I am sure we are not," he replied with a twinkle

in his eyes. "Conspirators in innocence, perhaps."

Presently Monsieur Willy, who had visitéd half a dozen
tables, returned muttering about percentages and |
overheads and mopping his brow, * )

"The trouble with all these artists,” he said,
"is that they haven't the slightest 1dea of the value
of a franc. My God, the things I have to bear.”

"Then perhaps,” sald Kenniston, *"I should not put
forward my idea for a book: it would involve a certain
amount of artistic understanding." )

"No, tell me, tell me. What is it: a Tahitian
idyll, perhaps? Exquisite lusts in Japan?"

"Oq the confrary. It came to me —- out of the
air, you might say -— that what is most interesting is
right before our noses,”

"Absurd, a ridiculous idea. What say,’mon petit

chou?®
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"0Oh, I'm sure you're right."

"Now Willy, you must listen to my suggestion before
condemning it. ILook about you and what do you seeﬁ"

i

"A room full of artists with grand 1deas and no
more sense of financial reality than . . . than dear
Gabrielle here,"

"But those artists do have what you say is required
for a book: imagination. My suggestion is that you get
each to write or dictate for you a . . . a little dream
of love, a little plquant tale of the imagination. You
understand what I mean."

“Never mind Gabrielle here, she'll have to learn \
about the wicked world someéime and the sooner the better.
Ev;fy artist's erotic daydream, that's what you're
talking about. It would never work., Without their names
attached to the stories the book would be just another:
plece of improbable pornography. And before allowing
thelr names to be used, they'd . . . they'd take a
tramcar to hell." |

"But.ir everyone on the tramcar wore a mask? I
mean thgt the names would be listed at the beginﬁing,
Bgt there would be no way of connecting names to
sébries. It would be the greatest guessing game of the

year: it would be a sort of collection of contes a cl6s."

Willy sat transfixed: obviously he was considering
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the combinations possible, the best candidates for a
contribution. But no:

"Charity, that's the answer. I'll tell them all
the profits wiil go to some sultable charity and if they
press me I'll say I'm only takiﬂg a small fee as
organizer, editor and front man. And expenses, of
course."

"You could donate the profits to the Académie
Frangaise, perhaps.”

"Exactly, Kenniston, exactly. By God, if
Tocqueville were here today he would be proud to see how
far your half-savage country has come., This tramcar
project shows an astuteness which must be the result of
a certain amount of discriminating civilization. Are
there Frenchmen in your Indiana?"

"There were some trading posts there in the
eighteenth century." |

"Ahh, that would explain it."

Kenniston Thorson accepted this compliment with a
polite bow meant to cover his amusement. Monsieur Willy 0
was pleased with himself, with his wife, with the

world: he beamed.

When the private viewing was over, Kenniston Thorson.

took Bouguereau and Tissot along the Champs-flysées to.
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| Fouquet's for an aperit;f and a chat about the show. .
The oldléantlemen were pleased with the seemingly
unlimited technical virtuosity of the Salon painters,
with their attention to archaeological detail, the
richness of implication in incident.  But they sensed
that something was wrong: the traditions were being
attacked. | | |

"If that anarchist Courbet had been shot in '48,
everything would have been fine," said Tissot, who had
himgelf been involved with the Commune. "The rot beganﬂ
with bim. Then Manet. I don't understand, I really
do not understand." . | |

"Frankly,"(said Bouguereau, "I ﬁlamq Corot. A
Trojan horse, that's what ‘he was; soft in the head.
Always arguing that we should be patiént‘with the
young., Patient with slovenly technique is“wh§t'it
amouﬂfa to." D

"Corot? Rubens, more ‘like. The Frenchman Poussiﬁ
was right and the Belgian Rubens was wréng."

Kenniston, who owned and enjoyed work by both
&issot and Bouguereau, was also buylng things by
Van Gogh, Gauguin and Iautrec and by unknown ydunggterg
like Bonnard, Salies and Matisse: he let his attention
shift from the table to the light which filled the air

of the city. Wwas this perhaps the real reason he had

<

8
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come to Paris, in search of air like velvet? - But no,
for in that case he would have gone to the Mediterranean,
But the air was certainly wonderful, and the light
caressed the eye as velvet caressed the skin, as the
lips of a woman caressed his throat as he lay on a
v;lvet bed. The woman was the Comtesse Amalie de
Invernet with whom he had been conducting a languid
affair since shortly after his arrival 1ln Paris the
year before. Three times a week he paid her a visit
from c¢ing & sept while her husband, whose tastes were
exclugively pederastic, dallied elsewhere. Amalie's
sensibllity was so exquisite, so delicate, that she
could only beé; the act when one of the partners was
.completely passive.
| "Secretions are deplorable," she remarked eafly

in their liaison. "I find them wholly unnecessary."

Once he had covered her eyes with a blindfold,
then trailed a silk stocking endlessly across her body
until she was rigid; he brought about her crisis by
touching her somewhat intimately with velvet. Afterwards
" ghe described the experience as "brutal."

Today, however, she was in a talking mood and
he found himself acquiescent; while she babbled on

about the Baron de Charlus and Comtesse. Anne de Noailles,

Aiston dipped a madeleineﬂin‘his tea, slipped it onto

e
T
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his tongue, and allowed his mind to drift on a gea of
memories, set adrift by the 1ilt of the voice, the haze
of pink and white, the haze of scent.,

| What was he seekiné? Since he had wandered away
from Indiana, since Bridget Bourke had sent him burning
from Boston, what had he been looking for?

Tust?

Love?

Surely not love.

Certainly not marriage.

What then?

Why had he spent those many months about the stage
doors, dfessing rooms, boxes of the ILondon theatre
world, exchanging cigars with Plnero, listening to
Beerbohm»Tree's questionable scholarship?

80 that he could get close to Ellen Terry and
Lily Langtry, of course.

So that he could flirt with iridescence.

But to what end? Was it all in the service of
the moment; was he simply a collection of cultivated
senses? Of questing ganglia? ’

To what end his competition in seduction with
Schnitzler in Vienna?

Also in Vieﬁna: why his mad pursuit of that mdchante
Countess Larisch? To what ‘end their frothy tumblings?
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¥, « « sald to me that General Boulanger had not
just been wrong, but mad. To which dear, dear de Vogiié
added: *No, not mad, but bad and certainly dangerous to
know.' PFrankly, one wonders what it's all coming to. °
I'm sure I don't kndw, and I'm too tired to guess. Be
a darling: massage my feet for me."

So for the remaining half hour of their time
together, he held her 'silk stockinged feet in his lap
and kneaded one then the other a few minutes at a time
while the exquisite Comtesse Amalie de Luvernet spoke
more and more slowly, more and more softly, until she
caught her breath and her voice stuttered into silence

in the violet twilight,

K
74
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After a lkght goup and a truffle omelette‘at Fuyot on the-

Boulevard des Capucines, he Jjolned Fauré and a few of his
~students for a performance of Siegfried, the Germanic
ponderousness of which left the composer shakiné his
head with perplexity. |

"He had melqdy in him, his harmonic@%deas advanced
music in this century, and his structural conceptions
were genius, but there is that omnipresent philosophizing
and symbolizing and such which is all too typical, I'm
afraid, of those so-serious people to the east of us.

Certain;y there are things to be learned from Wagner,
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But when the Ring coﬁés to an end it leaves one slightly
more convinced of univqrsgl misery, of eternal suffering
.and that's all! f&bu can see -how gay and stimulating it
is! In fact it is penitence in the- noblest meaning of
'the word, it is in fact almost contrition. Yes, he isj
powerful. And yet . . ." \
Kenniston's gaze wandered absently to the opera
goers milling about in front of the Café de la Paix.
Through this chdtting, gesticulating crowd strode three
army officers, artillery by the;r insignia. Théy
qu’sounded a jarring note, the.cocky tily‘of their képis?
their nonc?alant shrugs suggesting a confident B
impatience with these aimless civilians: Sedan would
'never be far from their thoughts.'
¢ "And\yet e« .« « there must- be anoth;r way?"

Kenniston asked.

"Exactly, but no one seemskable to seerit. For
example, present day audiences are indifferent to’the
limpid, sincere music of Saint-Saéns to whom I find
myself closest."’ '

i | "I hspe yow are the one to find that other way."
| "Say rather: some other way. I hope I may." '
Presently Fauré and his students departed while a

thoughtful Kenniston Thorson hailed a cab and asked to

Fi)

be taken to the Place Blanche. The driver did not need

4
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further details;'in a few minutes he pulled to a halt

‘and the doorman of the Moulin Rouge sprang forward to

help Kenniston to the sidewalk. (E
%
"Mongleur looks particularly gay and expansive
this eveniﬁg," he essayed.

;7 "Indeed, Michel, I feel gay and expansive;lnothing

<

-~ but champagne Eonight!" gnd with a wink he slipped the
man a generous banknote. ExXxpansive indeed, but not gay,
for a numb€® of questions bothered him and behind those
qqes%iohs he sensed a mystery shrouded in darkn;ss.*
Could Fauré and Wagner both bg right? Was Wil}y correct
in,arguink that imagination solved all the problems?

. 'And what was disturbing about Gabrielle;s iuminous gray
eyes? But Toulouse-lautrec bgckoned from their usual
table thle La Goulue (in a backless dress with shoulders
puffed larger than any otﬁers in town) embraced him,
kissed him, murmured to him: "You were late and I was

. devastated; you are here and I am elated.”

"Unhand him, you hussy," cried Ilautrec, "you
Hsimply want to despoil his sensibility with your cra;s
appeal to his eroticism, but I.need his judgement, nis

. sense of what is right and fitting, and thus of what is
beautiful,"” ' - '

"But am I not beautiful?" she deménded.

"For a common salope you are not too bad," and’

N
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pattéd her behind. - ~

"For a common salope I have better manners at
least than some soi—disaht aristocrats I pould mention,"
and bussed him on the forehead while winking at ‘
Kenniston. Lautrec beamed like a cét on a velvet
cushion, o ‘

"A common salope, but a witty one. DNow begone.

Sit down, myfriend, sit down. Gilles, more champagne
and don't open the bottle until you get to the table,
yoﬁ spawn of 4 camel." (Tbe walter was slightly' '
hunchbacked.,) "By God, you are so slack tﬁat you give
def&rmity a bad name. INow my friend, how are you this
evening?"

| "Henri, a man who could be sad in Paris would be
sad in heaven."

"Nonsense. You are simply being American. France
is a mother to us all, but Paris is as much a harlot as
the girls at Madame.Eugénie's. The gaiety is assumed
like the false eyelashes, the paint on the cheeks, the

‘whalebone stays. But the -artist\ sees beneath the flesh
to thg disease, the corruption, the ﬁortality of the
lquivering jelly within." L

The first time Kenniston had heard this argument
from ILautrec he had wondered at the apparent

contradiction between the artist's theory and his work.



" Fortunately he Eept the question to hims®lf and heard
it answered a few nights later when it had beqn asked
by a fatuous little Irishman named Frapk Harris.

"What a lot of rot!" cried Harris. "You haven't
Qhe‘remotest‘idea’ofhform, of the réundness of the
human body. You only paint outlines and thefefore it
is self-evident that you cannot be expressing anything
abogt the essence'of thg forms., Very pretty surfaces,
ﬁ& dear fellow, but it isn't’art. You take my advice
and stick to posters.” \

For some miﬂutes”the/gir wa§‘thiék with oaths;
tﬁen it was thick with chémpagne”; then with champagne
bo‘ttles. mons.’{.eur Lautrec was a regular and valued
;ustomer, so he retained his table; Harris was
‘unceremoniously tossed into the street.

| “Do you see Qhﬁt I mean?" Iautrec asked now,
reflecting on that evéning. "Do you understand why
that fool was so completely wrong?" ‘

"I could make an educated guess, Henri, but why
“fshou}d I: lecture you.ﬁhen you could so easily Be
 1ecturing me?" ” | )
T 'Lautrec, th(yas too sensible to accept this

proposition with any more than the modicum of modesty

it deserved, beggn without ceremony to explain his

positiog.

120
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"There is at the centre of painting an apparent
\paradox: painting is an art which takes.surfaces for
its immediate subject and'uses surfaces for its
medium. But the only art worth the fleas on a
streetwalker's crotch is art which deals with essences.
In some cases it 1s the essence of a generality, in
others the essence of a particularity, but always it
. 1s essences, How this paradox is to be explained is
the central question of all aesthetic theory in regard
to painting; and how it is to be solved in practice
is the central problem for all painters. That fool
who was tossed out that night clearly believes tﬁat
Michelangelo is greater than El Greco and that Ingres
is greater than Goya. Now pbssibly E1l Greco was
inferior to Michelangelo, though I would take some
36nvincing, but there is simply no question that Goya
was one of the greatest painterdg:the western world has
ever seen: Michelangelo —- nevéi'mind Ingres: —— was

just a sculptor on holiday compared with Goya. Or take '
Rembrandt: the light'within, Kenniston, the light
within, that is central to the whole affair. But it

is only through the manipulation of surfaces that we

can see, understand, express that light of form withing
Now watch Jane Avril there. A beautiful woman, you will

no doubt remark. And I paint her with due reéard for

’E
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the 1ipe_of;hen nose, the length of her fingers, the
tilt of her neck. But do I, do yoﬁ, does éhyone care
gbout such pFotographic concergs?u.Abgurd! Absurd and
grotesque, my friend: look at the self-absorption of'
the face, the shoulders, the waist and hips. ILook,
my friend, and you will see what artists have always
seen in such an event: woman, mortal woman in love
with eterniﬁy,rthe eternity that lives within her
. dance. That, Monsieur, i§ what I shall paint.
Gilles! Champagne!l" |
| "Champagne, yes, but the stress of your position
seems to be illustrative, Henri, and that seems ro\
falsify ehe°ihtént ;n yaur work which is more decorative
. than you seem to admit 'here. The balance is the thing,
surely, not the excess,"

"Hal Kenniston,;you are becoming wiser than I am
. with wprdsf When I first met yoﬁ, you‘were igndrant;
‘but yoﬁ ﬁanted to learn. I express myself in paint,
but when I try to explain myself I lie, as you
correctly point out. Balance, of course, always that
balance and a dqzég others. Balance even in extrémity,
even in asymmetry. There‘you are: put that'down on -
paper, explore a few ramifications, and you've got

another article for the Revue Blanche. Don't let

Aurier know or he'll grab the idea. Now, what have &ou '
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to .say afout’cglour? We talk about forms, but what is
colour and whaﬁfis light? Tell me what‘yog saw around
you today, tell me what you learned."

"Well, today I attended the private view of the
Salon,-so I diﬁn't learn much tyat would interest you.
However . . ." } |

Kennistén Thorson scratched at his goatee a moment.-

"You must not be proﬁpkéd if I make a provocative.
statement, Henri, but it begins with)the‘Engiish.
Imagine: the English who foéJcbnturies ha;e been the
most incompetent painters in Europe. Yet it was
. John Constable and Turner who'opened =-- or ‘re-opened --
the eyes of Europe toﬂcolour. I'1l not bother with the
jcpnnectioqs - Jou Enow theém all well enough“-— but
France recéptured the lead with the Impressionigta, who,
above all, purified the palatte. At the same time they
saw that colour oﬁly exists in ligh%. We both love that
'G;ﬁL4§§£h farésoi' I bought from Monet last year: the
light is simply ravishing. And when I visited him last
month in Rouen he was doing a aeriés of things on the |
cathedral fagade, a different canvas for every hour of
the day.- Wonderful stuff and, again, ravishing. -

"Yet the interest they take in light seems to
prec;udq_jhe~us§ of the intellect. A brief digression.
When I think of ¢olour I dlso think of chromaticism

-~
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which is a word in musical theory derived from the
Greek for colour. As I ha%e mentioned, I play the
flute a bit 80 i try to follow trends in the field.
The use of chromaticism as opposed to —= or as an
alternative to, or an extension from =- diatonic
harmony has increased dramatically in the course of.
the century. It can be found in Chopin and Wagner,
for example, but is being extended in the works of
some Austrians I have been watching., From what I
understood Monsieur Fauré to be saying this evening,
it is also on the increase here in France. His students
seem quite excited by the possibilities o e "
"Walt now, who are these Austrians you speak of2"
"One is an 0ld codger named Bruckner who meanders
on at the organ for hours; then there is a young wildmanr
nameq Mahler who largely conducts opera; but the one I
know fest is a writer of lieder named Hugo Wolf, He is
as good as Schubert and perhaps better."
"Never heard of any of them."
| "It doesn't matter. What I mean is that this
¢hromatic movement is a way of extending the colour
range in musical hafﬁony. I think the movement has a
way to go yet and will lead to some dramatic developments.
And I think something the same is happening in the use

of colour in paimting, It was there in poor Vincenttias  :.
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work and in Gauguin's, especially the stuff he has
brought back this time, From what they have heen doing
.I would guess one of the extensions we are”seeing is a
freer use of colour, but rfee not from convention, but
frqm visual actuality itself.”

"Go on, my friend, go on."

Lautrec lighted a thin cigar and puffed
passionately..

"Well, 1f we take Poussin as the exponent of
perfect balance in colour, a balance that goes beyoﬁd
nature's, then we can(draw a stralght historical line
from him to Ingres. A theory which/sur§ives that long
hmust have grea% value, 'it must correspond in some
important way to the . . . what shall I call it7 . . .
the sensual needs of the palnter's eye. But of course
it had become a tyranny desﬁite itself. Thus it is
'only by unbalancing colour in ways that would have
distressed Poussin that new balances may be arrived at.

"The unbalancing which Monet and the others have
édopted is charming, but it is too objective in the end.
And the obsession with colour in light to the exclusion
of everything else is a kind of drunkenness, if you wish."

"Drunkenness of any sort is a state dear to me:
drsnkenness is exaltation. On, go on!"

"Well, this drunkenness with colour in light’

LY
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makes some wonderful paintings, but I think Eincent and

'Paul and yourself use colour, among other things, to

try tq ‘get at something which is just not there

& G

objectively on the sunraces, "but you also try to express
something about your)own subjective relationship with
the object, Take that one of Cha-U—Kao which you showed
me the other day: tpevgolden yellow tulle of tge skirt
which cuts the picture horizontally is madly

unnecessary, totally out of balance, yet it makes the

- pleture, does it not?"

‘"Indeed yes!"

"So it seems to me that you progress, Henri,

through a balancing of extremes.”
. "Ah-hal" -

"Now, we have been speaking about colour, but you
work with other extremes. In composition you take wild -
chance; with asymmetry -- the Japanese business --
while you also take wild chances with unbalancing flat
and round or illustrative .and decorative elements; and
any number of other elements. But I began with the
illustrative and the decorative, so I'll stop there too.
To repeat my opening proposition; your very
precariousness of balance in a number of areas makes. a

comblnation of imbalances which leads %o a new kind of

bélance, new truths. And so the worlds of palnting and

L 4
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musié¢ have turned for centﬁries and go on turning."
"padmirable! You are my best teacher, I swear. And
if you keep 1t up, you'll be my best pupil. In fact,
why don't you take some lessons from me? A man with
your mind and at least a litt;e.talent ought to be able
to ;anage something. Eh? What do you say?"
"I should be most honoured, Henri, but I would be
terrified of wasting’your time,."
"Nonsense, for I plan to learn from yqur mistakes.
We'll discuss the details later. In the meantime: Gillesi

Champagne and be quick about it, you oafi"

When Jane Avril finished her set, she winked at Kenniston
and he slipped away to her dressing room. Sometimes
she so lost herself in her dance that her crisis came
upon her while the audience watched unknowing; other
times the dance was merely routine and had no effect
upon her; and from time to time she found herself
aroused but(unsatisfied when her dance ended. Then
she- would beckon to her current favourite who would
come to give her release. Kepniston Thorson had been
her favourite these seven months. '

After the first time she murmured just audibly:
"Yes, he has the touch."

At another time: "You know women too well, perhaps,
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I think you céuld be dangerous.” i

And one thoughtful eveﬁing{“"When I éh‘yith you,
iy is as if I am’stiil dancing;" IR

These passages with Jane were of no great moment
to either of fhem: he was but giving the famous dancer
the adulatipﬁ all of lively society wished to lay
before her; she was using his services to enhance her
performance., Aé she called upon the best coiffeur,
magseur or couturier, so she {pvitgd the most renowned
swordsman iﬂ,towh to soothe her nerves. Now, when the
cries and the sighs were done, when the honeyed silence
- had sweetened her soﬁl, she fose from him and sat before
her mirror to repgir the damage while Kenniston, amused
at her businesslike efficiency, watched her ovef a glass
of champagne.

"You interest me," she remarked as she shifted her
eyes back and forth between the reflections of her face
and of his., “Many men are frightened or disgusted to
see make-up being applied, but not you. Why is this?"

"I enjoy it because it is an art, moreover an (
erotic o;e. It is an art whereby one of nature's most
fasqinatiné creafures -- a fualy grown womén -= transforms
herself into somethiﬁg even more fascinating: a figment

of the imagination., Many men cannot tell the difference,
or wish the difference did not exist, ﬁhuq they fear the
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revelation of truth. I adore it."

D '"But here you see stage. make-up which is crude
because it is not meant to bé seen up close.
- Eurthermore, when yoﬁ are close to a performer you
encounter . . . let me call it -the scent of

.strenuous artistry. Even{wdrse, costumes cannot be

cleaned -or even aired evbrg“day. I am a phantasm
of beauty in motion at fiwve meters; up close I musﬁ
remind you most forcibly that I am mere flesh and
blood} while one week out of four . . ."

‘She shrugged questioningly.

_"These encounters enable me to hold the phantaﬁm“
and the reality in my mind at the same t%me; this is
much more intéresting than either one qlone."g |

"This is remarkable. Are other Americans like
youzr" -
' “"Only"a very few, Iususpect."
"A good thing: the world cannot bear too much
Yruth." o

Madame Eugénie's was neither the largest por the most

expensive house in Paris, but it was the best, for

Madame had the genius to know that pleasure, not \§\

lubricity, is the-chief commodity sought from such ’ \\\

establishménts. Hers was in the Place Vend8me just \\\\
\ o

. .
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qpposi%e thé Ritz and reassuringly near the Ministry of
Justice and the residencée—of the Military Governor of
Paris.” It was a pleasant sﬁroll»from the centres of
politics, diplomacy, commerce, finance and the arts.
The security was quiet but comprehensive. Although
Madame was a;siduous in collecting her due == "I offer
pleasure, not charity,"Kshe would remark -- all m&ney
matters were handled with discretion and toleration; 
the itemized bill presented at the end of a visit was
always correct and reliable regulars were granted
credit at reasonable rates.

Madame ~-- or her backers -- had not been
niggardly over decoration and appointments: it was
said that the silk for the wall panels would have been
rejected- by lMarie Antoinette as‘too expensive, while -
the paintings were, without exceptién, real works by
Academy artists, although Lautrec's scathing comments
were beginning to suggest a few examples of more
advanced taste might be appropriate.

04 course, the twenty 03 so girls were the crénme
~de la créme; That they were beautiful and skilled goes
without saying. They came rfom a number of countries on
three. continents, thus ﬁost spoke several'languages.

More important, all could carry on a conversation.

Because a position with Madame Eugénie was the acme " -
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of the 5rofeséion,~there was never a lack of applibants;
so Madame could -afford to be‘cheerful about: girls who
wished to leave. Iﬁdeéd, several had g&ne on to
brilliant positions in society. . ‘

"~ Perhaps the greate%t appeal of Madame Eugénie's

arose from several small generosities unexampled in

. i :
rival houses. In the first place, half the main

floor -- one up from the street -- was given over to -

common rooms, There was the central saldn with its

‘bar, ivs several groupings of chairs and/ﬁﬁﬁquettes,

and the small stage occupied by succession of

“talented musicians and used, on occasion, for little

~shows or tableaux which enabled Madame Eugénie to

introduce new girls to her regular$ and enabled the
girls to show off some of their more eccentric
talents, ‘Next was the li%rgfy: more than one visitor
had éomplained gﬁat he had lost track of time there
among the best of the classics gnd the moderqs, the .
several dozen Jjournals, the racks of newspapers. ‘ °’,//

An alcove near the cloakroom held a‘ticker tape - o
hachine,‘yhile tucked in a corner next to Madame's

office was % small room suitable for private ' {gi\
conferences --/rumour had it that certain.secret -

protocols to a possible Frahco-Russiag alliance had

been worked ogt there =- but it was usually in use aé

N
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a card room; it was without windows so that time did
not pass, there, but ebbed and flowed with the fortunes’
of the players{.or of nations.

However, the nicest example of Madame's generosity
of spirit (tho%§h not of money, for she had ample .
return from it) was the private stock of a berfectly
acceptable champagne which wasxqulte reasonably priced
at all times and-offered in frank gratuity at various
times during the day along with peaping trays of
hors d‘'oeuvres ané pastfies trotted over from the Ritz
kitchens, f

'"Fine wine, exquisite fooq, intelq!gent and witty
conversation with beautiful women in an atmosphere of
artistfy and taste: is this not, indeed, a definition’
of France herself?" &

The speaker of thls encomlum had been none other
than Felix Faure, a devoted patronnof Madame's house
and a politician widely sei& as a future President
of‘the Republic, In fact, as Kenniston stepped from
the gilded lift, handed his hat, cape,and walki?g stick
to the aftendant, and stepped into the salon, ﬁe saw
M: Faure seated in the center of the room with

Mademoiselle Jojo in one arm, Mademoiselle Didi in the

other, and‘'a great laugh rolling from Ris throat.
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Kennisto; Thorson haq barely time to pluck a glass of
champagne from a passing tray when Arthur Balfour and

- George Wyndham,ostopping in on their way home from the

Riviera, pulled him aside and demanded his analysis of
probable American reactions to certain possible events
in Latin America.
‘ "Good heavens, gentlemen, ask me about the width
of lape&s in the Rue de la Paix and I shall tell you,
but of these large matters I am entirely ignorant."

His protestation notwithstanding, he allowed
himself to be led to a secluded.gorner for a chat. As
the Englishmen v;ry wéll knew, he d4id frem time’to time
carry out certain delicate tasks for éhe American
government, so they* listened with some interest as, for
twenty minutes, 'he enlarged upon the significance to

“the American character of certain phenomena: the new
10,000-ton class of battleships; the obsession with
silver; the lure of the Pacific; the future prospects
of the patricians of New England.

“Trenchant as always," remarked Balfour. "goAAGv

&' dvopdmwy T8ev &otea nai -véov Eyvw."

while Kenniston blushed, Wyndham clapped him on
the shoulder and waved.for more champagne. "Now you
must tell us about lapels, 0ld chap!"

"No, he must tell us who is the most beautifull"
. ;
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"9
cried Mademoiselle Didi.

"It ith I, thay it ith I!" lisped buxom Frdulein
Annaliese in hgg‘Auétrian accent,

"No, you fat German pig, it i1s I that he wili
choose," asserted Mademoiselle Bobo, the lithe giantess
from the C6te 4'Ivoire; her muscles flexed beneath the
snowy corset which compressed her slim torso and waist;
languidly she raiséd one ebony leg encased in white
éilk, lifting it h;gher'and higher until the heel rested
on his shoulder. ' ‘ '

"Géntiemen:" Kenniston pleaded, "you must see fhat
this judgemént of Paris will require a nicer
di;crimination than the rather crude suggestions 1 have
' Just been giving you. Thus I am‘afraid I shall have td
retire to more peaceful surroun@iﬁgs to &onsider my
ghoice." .

"Don't take any bribes," advised Drumont the
newspaper publisher.

So Kenniston made his way toward the stairs while
the ladies danced around him chirruping, giggling and
caressing: Bobo in her white satin with black velvet
ribbon for the trim; blonde and pink Annaliese in black
satin with gold velvet trim; and Didi in blue velvet
with white lace. -

Presently a door closed, murflipg their laughtef.

A
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.Some hours later, the ladies played out, Kenniston took
a seat in the library and called for coffee and cognac:
Aé he sipped, he perused several newspépeps: how silly,
-vapld and hysterical it all seemed somehow. He realized
that politics is, of necessity, a cacaphony of strident
contention, but when one was not personally engaged in
ié, how unnecessary it all seemed; and he threw down

the papers in a heap.

“Th'expense of spirit in a waste of shame . . .*
he said softly. The waste of humankind in hatred and
aﬁger, striving for the downfall, enslavement, death -
of one's fellow man: how shocking. Why will not man
strive for happiness? Surely~there would be enough
to go around if only we could get togethef and try.
Or is it but a personal thing? And he recited
quietly: )

I3

Ab, love, let us be true :
T Tor the world, which seems

Mo one anothers
Mo 1le before us llke a land of dreams,

S0 'various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath reallz‘neither joy, nor love, nor light
or cer ude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are -here as on a in aln
Swept with confused alarms OX sgru Te and flight,
Where 1 € I Tash b I E%

gnorant _armies clas )y Dignv,

*And he bowed his head, for he had many lovers and no Love.
*You are sad, Monsieur?" murmured Mademoiselle Pifi

‘ as she sat on the arm on his chair., "I have only a
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little English, but I think that:poem is not g happy
one," ! -

ﬁe put one arm around her waist held tight in its
red velvet, the other:hand on the leg in its black
silk; he smiled up atrher through a film of tears;

"Yes, you.are quite right, Mademoiselle Fifi,‘itu
is a sad poem, and I should certainly not be thinking of
if here in this gaygst house in gay Paris."

"At this time of the morning, it often happené
that a few of our guests are sad, and sometimes 'some
of the girls. Madame is always most attentive at this
h;ur. The sadness is natural, I think, but I also
know it will pass; it always passes.,"

"I am not so sure. The Germans have a word for
this kind of sadness: Weltschmerz. I am not sﬁre, but
sometimes I fear I suffer from this sadnesé, this
world-weariness. I hope I do not."

Mademoiselle Fifi pondered a moment, then said
decisively: "If you will put yourself in my hands for
an hour or two, I shall see what I can do about
helping you defeat this sadness. Madame will understand
that I am with you. Do you agree?"

"I am entirely in your hands."

She left the room and returned a very few minutes

later doing the last buttons on the front of a blue
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" dress.

"I am not suggesting anything very surprising or
special, Monsieur, merely a walk to Ies Halles for
some oniop soup.” ;

| "Excellent: I haven't been there for months."

He had, of course, never seen Mademoiselle Fifi
in anything but the scanty satins, velvets, and laces
of her costumes, so the blue dress was interesting
because it was so commonsensical. Thanks to Bridget's
lessons, however, he was immediately comfé;table with
this different woman and as they stepped into the
street heloffered her his arm as if they were husband
and wife éut for a stroll,

"Thank you, Monsieur."

"You are most welcome, Mademoiselle."

She smiled, noticing the slight hesitation.

"You may call me Frangoise, Monsieur.”

"Delighted, Eranqbise."

Fifi had been a sobqr, down-to-earth girl;
Frangoise was much the same but was also more
thoughtful and more breezy. She eujo&ed food, she'said,
because she was t:gm”gzangggeComgg,yhoeeQinhabitants‘ate
better than any in France except perhaps the Burgundiéns.
The Seef in Franche-c6gté was the tastiest in France,

she claimed, the game p&té simply superb, while the wine



of Arbois, which has the'cplour of the skin of an
onion, was a rarity and shamefully underrated by the
spi—disant experts;l
""wBut the fish stews! IMy mother makes one with
pike and crayfish ﬁhich e o o

So they walked along the Rue St. Honoré into the
sunrise, 'With his literary bent, Kenniston made as if
to turn into the Rue Jean-Jacques Rousseau, but
Frangoise kept on and turned.iﬁ%o the Rue de Sauval.
After a moment of reflection he realized she wighed to
avold passing the Rue du Pelican whose gaudy lajies
Qould remind Frangoise of Fifi; and worse: of the

future in store for Frangoise should Fifi fail to earn

~enough, should she fail in her frugality. But the

alternate route took them past the house where Molieére

had been born, a more congenial‘shaQe, Kenniston
thought,'so that sanity and wit hung over the table at
“ ie Chien qui Fume where, wedged between beefy porters,
tﬁey,spooned up the pungent soup with its rich, melted
cheese. And as Erangoiég talked of pigeon p&té, of
trout'aﬂ! quenelles of pike, of all the ways morels
could be eaten, Kenniston enjoyed the obvious
sensuality of this. hearty country girl while al§o
thinking that she had not had time to undo her cofset
.and so was certainly dressedcin‘Médpmoiselle Fifi's

,>V



red velvet underneath the b;ue dress and no one knew it
but he; for even Frangoise ﬁ;d obviously fdrgopteh‘that
other gaudy world and was far from Parls, wandering
instead through the wooded valleys of home.

So what is the reality, Kenniston wondered, what.
woman sits here before me, and who does she think sits
before her? These porters growling and muttering
around us, did they wonder about themselves as they
heaved the baskets of lettuce onto the wagons? But
surely it was Zola who could best ask those questiaons, -
Zola wholcould best translate the answeré\into a
language his readers could understand. With
1llustrations by-Daumier (may he rest in peace) or
Goya. And music by'.‘. . but he could not think of a
suitable ;omposer because . . « because music does not
work that way? T , \

But of course the answer was that both Fifi and
+ Frangoise were here along with several others Kenniston
did not know about; and all together they made up a
éhole woman, some aspécts of whom he was privileged to
know. But she had just remarked that the only true .
onion soup was the sort made in her own village.
"Kirsch first and last," she explained. '"Before
anything you put a small splash of kirsch and you

finish it by floéting another splash on the cheese.
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And the cheese should properly be Comtéﬁlnot Gruyére.
Made so it is m&raculous, but of course one doesn't
expect such niéeties in Paris,"

Several porters had been listening open-mouthed
to this speech; now they erupted against the heresy.

"I beg leave to Suggest that Mademoisqile is
incorrect in her opinion: Parigians know quite well
what goes into onion soup. Manifestly this is so
because onion soup was inventéd in Paris by Parisians.”

"Where the soup was invented is perhaps a matter
of speculation -~ though the cheese, whether Gruyére
or Comté, 1s a mountain cheese -- but of the foul y
stench in the air of Paris which, from birth, clogs the
nostrils and throats of Parisians there can be no doubt.
It is a well known fact that a person born and raised
in’ Paris has inferior organs of smell and taste. ‘
Whereas in mountain areas such as Franche-Comté, wheré
one breathes pure, clean mountain air, it is possible
to taste one's fqod. And to make Jjudgements on it."

"Mademoiselle may be cqrrect in her assessment of
the corrupting influences of the atmosphere of Paris,
but both you and this other gentleman are wfong in
your statements about the origins of this soup: it is,

of course, from Lyon."

"Tncredible!™

"FL\EE
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"Absurdl"

"I wish to point out that the essence of the dish,
evidenced by its very name, is onion, and onion has,
from time immemorial, been the foundation of Iyonnaise
cuisine."

"You may all have one point or other about the
basis of this great soup or of the cheese which adorns
it, 5;t you are mistaken in the most important thing:
the final touch, Mademoiselle and her esteeﬁed mother
and their neighbours may well prefer kirsch -- local
eccentricities are the life blood of French cuisine --
but the-liquor which most exalts the taste of the onion
and the cheese, the liquor of gold which, as a'riﬁg |
soleZnizes and symbolizes a marriage, solemnizes and
symbolizes the marriage of the onion and the cheese
can only be calvados.

"Your Norman accent,~Monsieur, betrayed yéur
surprising prejudice long before you pronounced its
name. In any case, everyome but yourself anq |
Mademoiselle here will agree with me that the best
liquor to use is the best liquor obtainable: cognac."

"Nonsense! What everyone including Mademoiselle
will assert is that cognac, just because of its
adﬁirable lightness, is exactly the liquor one must

not use in this rich soup which would overpower it.

-
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No, a marc is the best, its humility appropriate to
this soup of the streets, this soup which is the.
rightfullproperty of those who work with their hands."

"Marc! Whaga;ext, I asﬁ you?" cried Frangoise.
"Shall we now have’ a Marseillais with his pastis?

Why not a wily Gascon trying to insinuate armagnac
into our soup?”

"And what is so humble about it? This onion soup
can stand up for itself in the most exalted company as
is amply proved e?ery morning as we see finely dressed
members of le gratin coming for their soupe gratinée,
this soup which breathes with the eaithy soul of the
noblest people of all: the'working clasées."

"That is all very well, Monsieur, but I wish to
correct certaip fallacilous statements which have been
made in regard t& the cheese . . ." .

Will there ever come a time,. Kenniston wondéred;
when such a conversation will be heard by the banks of
the Wabash? ”

No, he answered, there will not.

‘As the cab clip-clopped up the Champs-Elysées toward his
home in the Avenue‘Bugeaud, Kenniston Thorson returned
to his probiem of Mademoisélle Fifi's red velvet: how

was one to get at the truth of things?
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Art was cerfainly one answer, but not evef&one
was an artist. Moreover, artists' lives seemed to take
such a.toll: Gauguin impoverished, Van Gogh dead,

- de Maupassant mad And probably near death's door in
Dr. Blanche's clinic. Even dear old Tissot,
apparently sane, had, in his Biblical obsessions,
obviously gone simple. (And what of Lautrec? Here it
was morning in Paris with light bathing the world in
pearly glory while'beyond doubt ILautrec lay stupefied
by drink; not yet thirty,‘he would almest certainlj be
dead before forty.

Yet somehow the excess was necessary. "Drunkenhess
is‘'exaltation," Henri had said. Somehow the best
artists combined some breadth of view with some ;§dness;
some drunkenness: E1 Greco his elongations, Rembrasdﬁ
his depths, Rubens his swirling colours and forms, .
Shakespeare h:.i.s metaphors, and Henri, with balance from
asymmetry, his deﬁths explored through an obession with‘
surfaces. Yes, they are all drunk with something, just
as 'I am drunk with women, drunk with . . . the curl, the
reticulation of wdmen. Yes, all women. If only I could.
find such a one as Willy's wife, that enchanting little
Gabrielle, then perhaps I could love just her. But no, -
not even with a woman like her: I love all women and |

woman in all her guises. I love that shopgirl there
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on her way to work dappled by the light through the

trgﬁs, I love‘that waltress pausing in the doorway --

. oh? how ravishing the turn of her white wrist against

the black door frame -- and who is that little schoolboy.
waving to? Yes, little fellow, smile in your mother's
love which you will enjoy, but I shall not, though she

has mine as she leans from her window all smiles and

"pink bursting bodicé.

But what of Mademoiselle Fifi's red velvet and
black lace? What of the rouge, the kohl, fh% perfume
in her hair, the smoky silk stockings swishing on her
legs? Were these trappings which so stirred him but
the decoration to the illustration of love? But no,
for this would belittle the decoration which was also
part of the balance. No, he must not juét accébt the
erotié, but embrace it, for it was of the essence in
the answer which he could feel bulking in his mind:
he must become drunk with the red velvet and ali it
meant, suffused with it so that the sight, the touch,
the very memory of Fifi's‘red velyeficoiled through

his mind just as once, while he was trekking a deep,

forested valley in the Vorarlberg, a song had come down

“to him from the craggy heights, the song of an unseen

girl far above had come coiling down through the trees
and filled the valley and filled his soul with its

'S S
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clear liquid-innocencé;

He was ahout ta let himself in when old Marcel, his
conclierge, opened the door with a proud smile and
hastened to take his fhihgs. Thé& settled some
matters of ,business aﬁgut the coach and the guests who .
were coming for diqner that evening, then Kenﬁiston'
started up the'sggi:s; he stopped and turne&.

JOh,"Marcel, perhaps you could have Madame Maillol
make me a'pot of tea. It will help me sleep."

"Yes, Monsieur . . . and shall I have Mademoiselle
Mhrie-Ciaire bring it up to your room?ﬁ '

"He smiled slyly as Kenniston Thorson paused.,

Red velvet and black lace.

The”girlish song in the‘deep green vaa;ey.

And , . . !

Something more. #

Wbat had Marcel said? -

igughter?= _ \ .

"Yeg, ask Mademoiselle Marie-Claire . . . if she

would be so kind . . "
Laughter.h .
%”The laéghter rose in him, rumbled in him, tumbled

from him, tumbled down the staircase and through the

halls and all the rooms of that house and out into the

¢
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streets of Paris; and all who heard that 1aughter

.stopped still, amazed.
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THE CONTINENTAL

-

Red Banner, Black Boots

Thursday, January &4 .
Friday, January 5 L/
1923 ’

The great express was Speediﬂg ipto ﬁhe darkness pag&lu,
Brugés when Connie slipped aut of her slip and ordefed;
"From now on, call me Lulul" ‘
"Lulu?" : ) ‘
"Lulu," she confirmed. She stepped out of her
step-ins, and dangled them before Kenniston Thorson's
" face, brushed the black silk against his cheek, then
flicked thé garment over her shoulder and posed, arms
’ akimbo.
‘ "Yes, I am Iulu, exotic temptress of men, 1ur;r
of méen . . . can I sa} ‘lurer?' Is 'lurer® a word?"
"If itxis not, %Fvent it.”

1

¢ . "hen I am lurid Iulu, lurer of men -~ and quite

\ ¢
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possibly of women, too -- destroyer of men, I will
drive men out of their minds, for I will draw them 6
my frenzied\body" -~ she jerked her torso and her small
" breasts shuddered, brown-tipped, the tips hard in the
chill of the wagon-lit compartment -~ "and. they shall
destroy-one another in their lust for Iulu, f%r Lulu
shall remain a virgin -- well, I would if. I were one :
and who's to know? —— ILulu the dancing virgin, Iulu
the tangoing virgin, Our Lady of the Tango ==
, da-datta-da --‘Lulu the dancing fool, and I will dance
until I drive all men mad, until I myself am driven
méd in my own frenzied dance, until ; dance myself to
death and then where will everyone be? Ha-hah!"

"Iost, of course,n

"Yes, lpst, everyone shall be lost utterly for love
of Inlu, my God where are my gaspers, I must have smoke
to calm ﬁy nerves anﬁ then shall we see whether ox dot
my virginity has in fact returned? Why couldn't it
have been arranged for virginity to be renewable, say,
once a month with the curse? But then of course
everyone would be a virgin and maidenheads would have
no value and anyway, virgiﬁity is éerribl& tedious,
don't you think?"

Kenniston Thorson cradled her to him, cupped her

breast, tousled her cropped, henna-red hair,
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"I have never been much interested in virgins,”
he replied.\ "I prefer mature, experienced women," '

"Hah! There you are . . . now light me . . . mmm,
yes, I needed that.” She exhaled a cloud of smoke andj}
nude save for her white silk stockingg, stood before
the uncovered window as the lights of a little station
flashed past.

"Here, World, see your Nemesig! For I am Iulu,
Destroyer of Worldsi"

She pressed her thin body against the glass.

"Good God, fhat's cold! Hold me, warm me, mmm,
And.i} you are so attracted to mature, experienced
, womén, what are you QOing with me, Just twenty-two
and totally inexperienced . . . well, largely ‘
inexperienced .. o of limited, if selsct,
experience . . . well, expérienced but immature . . .
perhapé massively experienced . . . ravaged, as
. ravaged, as ravaged as + + Qhat is terribly
ravaéed?" . ¢

"Phat's Flanders just outside the window." .

"Oh how boring: the War; Well, as ravaged as
?lande;s, then, but immature: so why me?"

"Because I would kno;‘you,'Lulu."

"Do you mean Biblically or socially? |
. Metaphysically? Ontologicaily? gsychoanalyticallyZ"

s
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"
' "Historically."

"Oh, howdreadfullydrear}: history again. History!
I simply loathe history, it's nothing but a lot of old
wars and kings and dates and figs and fugs. Ha!l
Forget history. Pack uﬁ your history in your old kit
bag and smile, smile, smile . . . does that feel nfce?"

- 4, J

"That 7" ' ~

"Mnm-hmmm, * \
s "Want a lucifer to light your fag? No, it seems
it's already on fire . . . yes, lie b;;k —

And presently, as he lay back waéching, Tulu
rode upon him, whimpering, clutching, tears of striving
on her cheeks, tears of relief, and he watched,
quizzical, marvelling, a tango:

Da-datta-da-datta-da-da—da-datta-da . . . y

Through Brussels, dressed, along swayipg corridors to
the dining car, many-lighted, lamps with violet shades,
hidden lights abofe, lights glowing on velvet,
shimmering on silk, dancing on crystal, cutlery,
spectacles, necklaces, bracelets, rings, cuff-links,
tie-pins, stick-pins.

"Bonsoir, Mademoiselle . . . and Monsieur Thorson!'7

Quel plaisir! I was told you were with us tonight."
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A"Good'evening, Henri. The pleasure, I am sure,
- will be mine. Just like the o0ld days, is it not?"

, ﬁbt at all, of course: those days were gone, énd
these days but a pale reflection like the reflection
in the window, wavering ghosts upon the darkness.

"Indeed it is, sir. You will be pleased to know
that we have the best Zeeland mussels for ‘you."

"Then we shall most certainly begin with a 1arge
bowl each, please, Henri. But I see other treats, '
1ess expected, thus even more welcome: Certainly you
may dance on my table, Adele! . . . Ahh, ILetimer, more
research on the Gotha Programme? . . . Are you going
through to Vienna, Miss Schlegel? . . . To Munich, of
course . . . only connecting . . ." \

At last he stopped before a woman who sat aYone.

"Marie . . . may we join you?"

She was about Kenniston's age, a rather severe
looking lady, handsome, proud, with her hair done
4 l'impératrice.

"Kenniston, is it really you? Well, you are a
flatterer and a fraud, so of course you may -join me.
And you, my beauty, what is your name?"

'Kenniston Thorson, wise in the ways of woman,

&

\hqﬂ never learned the knack of predicting whether or ° W

not any two women would get along; ignoring the problem
. / ?
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led, on the whole, to reasonable results. In tﬁis case,
Lulu blinked, then smiled. .
>K<3 Jhow do you do? I am Lulu Apraxina,"

"My dear, my sympathieé. I knew your people well
before the War and, in fact, spent a lgvely summer with
the Countess Vera at their summer palace near Petefsburg.
She would your o ;"

"ChérZeTante Verushka, she was so kind to me. I
remember: the Easter egg she gave me that holiday I
spent with her when I was ten. It was of red enamel
and had a portrait of me and one of cousin Nicky and
there were tiny pearls tyat were his eyes ., . .“

Kenniston listened in rapt wonder: he knew Iulu
possessed a fine talent for invention, but the Eas;;r
egg was an acutely convincing detail. Marie -~ Countess
Marie Larisch -=- was no mean fabulizer herself; now she
was not just helpful, but encouragiﬂg;\

"Yes, Lulu, it is more than thirtj years mow since
those days with Grisha along the blue-canopieq shores
of the Mediterranean, yet when I think back to that time
I feel every wrinkle in my face vanish miraculously and
once more I am that young woman, not quite thirty,
neglected by her husband and grievously disappointed in
love., "The world will never know the depth of the

Russian soul," he declared to me, and a tear trickled

e



155

down her cheek. \
"And when we were children, staying at the
archduke's, my cousin's . . .*

Imlu, a modern miss, had once claimed to be

unimpressed by titles, but she could not help becoming

intrigued by the glitter of the Royal and Imperial

Court ig the days of the younger Strauss, by the

extravagance, the elegance, the beauty, by the castles

and palaceg, by the liaisons of archduchessesf A

fairy-tale world, but: 4
"But Aunt Sisi -- Tante Kaiserin -- forced George

Larisch upon me in marriage, a marriageé which was never

~ more than amiable, and which ended because of a

misundersténding . . LN
She stmiled at Kenniston and he lowered his eyes.
fBut that world is gone, and I wﬁo was a
'‘Palastiamgd am now but a nursing assistant, and glad
of th; work., However, I console myse;ﬁ by thinking of -
life és opera. I was once fortunate to be . . . near
centre stage, but the direction changes, new composers

write works I but dimly comprehend, and I am reduced to

the chorus while others are promo#ed to the footlights.

Yet it is still, is it not, my dear Kenniston, a
privilege even to stand upon the stage?"

"Most assuredly, Marie."
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"And you, young lady, I would guess from the look
"0of you that you are destined to play some interesting
parts on the stage of liﬂe."

"T certainly hope sol™"

Several tables away, the Countess Geschwita murmured to
the Marquis Casti—Piani
"She would be perfect for the part.” .
"Yes, I agree; we must procufe her at/ once."
"But I must have her first, I desire her first."
"My dear Countess, she is not my type. I see no
conflict."
"How?"
" The Marquis lifted a spoonful of sugar; the white

=)

crystals spilled down.

. Gamembert, coffee, cognac:

"And now, my dear Kenniston, agq sweet, exciting
Iulu, I mugt leave you. I shall certainly be Jjolted
awake when they drop the slip-coach for Munich before
sunrise in Nurnbuég and I am already sleepy. Oh, how
boresome -to be old:" |

When Marie‘was gone, iulu fidgeted with the sugar
spoon and asked: | SN

"Was it all true, every?hing she said?"

.\_.4
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"She probably perked it up with some decoration,
but most of it was true, yes.”

"Tante Kaiserin and Tante K¥ni-whatever?" !

"Yes, Aunt Sisi was a Kaiserin,*she Empress .
Elizabeth of Austria, one of the most beautiful women
in Europe, and Tante Kdénigin was Maria, Queen of Naples.
There was also, as I recall, Aunt Helen, Princess of
Thurn and Taxis, and Aunt Matilda, Countess Tristero,
and Aunt Sophie, duchesse d'Alengon. Along with g' /
number of kings and archdukes and so on." {

"It sounds simply marvellous; I wish I could havb
been an empress." 3

. "Well, it should have been marvellous -- and my own

brief enqounters with that world were certainly \
enjoyable ~— but Marie herself sesms to have lost most '
everything, though at least she is alive and sane. Aunt
- 31si was agsassinated, Cousin Rudolf, the Crown Prince,
was a suicide, Uncle Max wés executed in Mexico and his
wife went mad. Mad King Ludwig of Bavaria was also
Marie's uncle, I believe, and he drowned in mysterious
circumstances, while his brother Otto spent moét of his
life in a padded cell. Then there was the Archduke
Franz Ferdinand: he was Aunt Sisi's nephew an& you know
what happened to him."

"Now you're talking histor& again. I to0ld you I'm
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sick of history, it tires me. I'm going. I want to be.
alone.,"

She threw down the suéar spoon and was gone.

Kenniston understood, though he did not approve.
He had, from time to time, indulged in all the
fashionable drugs and, while he enjoyed the oblivion of
absinthe, the attenuations of opium, he remained
sceptical. Sobriety and sanity seeﬁed to offer greater
insights. And how many had he known who had slipped
aside, undone, running to a paradise that became a mire,
a shuddering quagmire of lost direction, lost definition?
Of appetites though (swirling the éognac in thé glaés):
"how much had EE indulged? A rare cigar after a club é
‘meal, perhaps; the alcohol which he but sipped,(why only
with mealg‘these past twen?y years; and yet his ofher
appetite, still unquenched now in his seventh decade,
seemingly unaiminished, and he felt his héart leap: he
could* feel (his eyes unseeing) the tense rétundity of
" Iulu's buttock as she posed before the window, the
negligent cufl of crease where buttock met thigh, the
' miracle of heat . . . u

He shook his head and~found himself the subject of
\ﬁhé quizzical gaze of a femme d'un certain &ge who,

- 'several tables along, had just been seated with what

seemed to be her husband and another couple. She seemed

Bl
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vaguely familiar to him; returned his smile with a
coquettlsh angling of the head. When he bowéd —— more
a slow nod -- she touched 3 finger to her lips in a
discreet plea; yet she glanced at her watch then
blinked, eyes owl-ﬁi@e: dear God, she knows my desire
and means to share it} am I so obvious, so easiiy read?

"Sir?".

"Er . . . yes?" :U' ,

"Please ,sir, are you Mr. Kenniston Thorson?"

‘Before him stood an English schoolboy of about
seventeén years. J

"I am."

"Sir, I have read your book about the League and

the self-determination of nations, and I wonder if you

‘o

‘woulg clarify a few points for me?"

Kenniston beckoned the waiter. This was going %0

need‘more coffee. .

"I expect I canlgfy. What is your name, young man?".

“"Taylor, sir. Alan Taylor.*,
" wWell then, Taylor, sit you down and we shall have
a chat about the self-determination of nations . . . or
nationalism, as I prefer to call it. Now then, what
questionscdid you have about my bdok?J

"Well,sir you seem to be optimistic and generous

about mankind but you are not: wholly in favour of

v
0 ”
[
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national movéhents.( But peoples such és the Poles, the
Czechs; the Serbé, and thé Hungarians, all those peoples
in Central "and Eastern Europe have been yearning'for
rrééaom and independence for decades, for centuries.
Surely they deserve independence as much as the Germans,
the.Frendh, or the English. It seems to me so . : . SO
monstrous to question the very idea of self-determination.
But you don't seem monstrous.”

Kenniston smiled gently.

"Thank you. And I quite understand your dismay. Let
me try to explain . . ."

But he would not be able to explain. In his book,
he had "put forward with a perception we had not beeﬁ
, . led to expect from one of our trans-Atlantic cousins”
‘(as Horatio Bottomley had put it in John Bull) an
argument for the Ieague of Natlions as a con%rol on the
rémpant lunacies of which individual states were capabie.
gse balance of power h%d theoretically limited or
prevented wars for several hundred years, but had also,
it seemed,, caused the greatest of all cataclysms. I;
the League was not the only answer, it was one attempt at
an answer. As an American of intermational goodwill and
more than a casual interest in affairs, Kenniston had
“been saddened by the Senate's vote against Joining the
League, for he was convinced his country had a part to

\ .

-~
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play in world affairs.

But he supported the Ieague faute de mieux; for it

was the creature either of England and France or of the

small nations. Either way it was probably a failure
and then who was to protect the great proliferation of.
o

states between the Baltic and the Mediterranean? With

or without a settlement of the reparations problem, how

long could Germany be kept weak? How benevolent were
Russia and the Comintern? Would France ever forgive
Verdun?

"Yes, I entir;ly agree: the glories of a national
culture are among the glories of a civilization. I
remember Percy Grainger waxing inthusiastic over the
gollecting of fqlk music -~ we were out for a run
together on Hampstead Heath; Percy is a great runner =--
é;d he went into a passion insisting that if one could
get at the reality and purity of folk music, one could
get at the reality of a people. I should say that Percy
is an Australian, studied in Germany, has collected a

great deal of English folk music, but that his passion
is for the North. He has collected in both Norway and

. Iceland and has written suites of their songs and airs.

At any rate, he was telling me about one of his

| Norwegian things and how Grieg, near death, heard it and

w?s most impressed, more than impressed. And then Percy

L

*
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stopped on the spot*—— inkParliament Hill Fields as I

recall, a most exfraordinary thing for him to do because

‘he can run forever -- and he said to me: 'Kenniston,

Edvard took my hand in hig —- he could barely 1ift his

hand =-- and gazed at me with tears in~his‘eyes. "Percy,

- my dear friend," he said, "in this suite you have

-

captured a truth about the Norwegian soul. ' I thank you

kfgﬁd all Norway thanks you." I ftell you, Kenniston, that
\ S, . :

‘was the  greatest momént of my life.' And he meant it, he -

meant .it. . 4

"Now you will notice the essential gener051ty of

that story a native of country A generously composes -

-

* something for country B and the greatest native composer

2

of country B generously praises him for it. A story to |

) \ 2
warn the soul, to encourage us to faith in the essential

goodness of .mankind. And I have né doubt sugh stories,
could be told of Poland, Hungary, and Ttaly, or of
Lithuania, Romania, and Serbia.w

"But let me tell you another étéry{ Back home in
Indiana where I come from there are two smé%l towns., I'm
not\sure I remember their’names bat let us say
Boggsv1lle in the valley and Mountain Grove‘three miles
away on the hilltop. Well’ a young man from'Mouﬁ%ain
Grove fell in love with a young woman from” BoggsV1lle .

and she” with him, so they commenced to courting.- But‘the
. . .

Y 2

»
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young man's mother found out and said:.'ﬁoggsville?

You're courting éne of them painted'hussias ﬁrom

Boggsville? Very common and no morals at all. Why, I

- wouldn't give you two cents for the lot of them.' And
th? mother of the young lady said: 'Mountain Grove?
tYou're seeiég one of them hillbillies from Mountain
Grove? A bunch of fightin', feudin' ﬁ;oligans who never
wash or shaw, Why, I wouldn't give you two cents® for
the lot of them.' Well, to make a long story short,-
wvhen that métter was settled to the satisfaction of all
concerned, it reminded one of a curtain scene,ffom
Thomas Kyd or Richard Wharfinger."

"But Eurely, gir, these are just ignorant country
‘people who don't knéw any better?"

"Most of us are ignorant country folk who don't
know apy better, and the rest are ignorant city folk.
And how much worse §PUld the business be if the peovle
invelved were, say, Hungarians on the one side and
Ukrainians on the other? Different flags, different
languages, different churéhes, and noth%pg much in

~ common be§ides bilatepal symmetry. Add a lot of
uniformed bands playing patriotic national songs, and ¢
politicians looking for favour, and. generals looking for
glory, and arms merchants looking for profit, and you
‘have a nice little war on your hands. Chang; the

Al
3

{ f

.
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countries to %pstria and Serbia, throw in several nets of
'alliances and an assassinatidn and you have a war which
"has deVastated a continent and has left a generation of
young women without husbands.ﬁ'

"Yes sir, I see, but it seems to me that . . ." '

Well, it is the right, thé duty of young people to
argﬁe with old people. Kenniston signal}ea the waiter
for more coqéi: but, upon a glance from the femme d'un
certain dge, deéclined amother cognac. |

It seemed people could argue themselves into the
most contorted positions if they started from the wrong
premises. But how was one to discover the right premises?
Like this'young man,.Kenniston had once thought he knew
the workingsvof the world, and over the years he had been
careful to test his beliefs again and again. Then ﬁad
come the Great War: after Flanders, the Soéﬁe, and Verdun,'
who could believe in the sanity of mankind?‘

"But surely, sir, the example of Bismarck supports
my thesis? .Surely as the founder of the Germ;n Empire
he was an arch-nationalist?' | ~\\

"The German state and the German nation are not the
same thing by any means, and the German question 1s the
greatest question in European éolitics today, as it has
been s%nce the fall of Napo}eoﬁic France. Bismarck
g certg%:}y knew some lines toward 'some possible ang&erg,

-

.\’
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so if yeu are.interested in modern Europe you must
understand him. I reélize.that for someone who obviously
thinks of the Revolution of 1848 as the high point of the
century Bismarck must seem the embodiment of evil, but
you will have to confront him sooner or later and when
you do I ‘suggest you may find yourself coming to . . .
regpect him."

“"I can't imagine that ever happening, sir," said
* Taylor with a firm shake of his head.
"Then I'1ll give you another line to inQestigate;
‘but I'm afraid yqu'll find it even more. outrageous than
the first one."

"Sir?"

"If you are interested iﬁfnationalism and some
faifly successful ways of dealing with it, you must
stédy the Austro-Hungarian Empire."

"Successful! The Austro-Hungarian Zmpire{ But it
was a ramshackle, decrepit, tottering . . ." h

Ee spluttered into silence: this suggestion was
clearly so monstrous that he suspected Kenniston Thorson
of ragging him, but Kenniston was quick to reassure him.

"And in its blundering was one of the major causes
of the War, no doubt, and is now gone from the world,

has disappeared so comg}etely that one has to shake one's

head and grab for the history books to be sure it was
.
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ever there."

"A force of blackest reaction, sir! The Habsburgs
who never learned anything and never forgot anything.
Metternich! Austria} the oppressor of how many subject

1

peoples?"

"Well yes, I don't suppose anyone ever called the
Habsburgs ;‘force for liberty. But what if you start
somewhere else? What if you start by asking how men may
live in peace with their neighbours‘and in reasonable
security? At various times in its history, Austria tried
a number of approaches. I don't know that any was ever a
very great success for very lang, but over a period of
time a number of people lived in some peace even if not
in ideal freedom. However, I am not trying to make a
case fﬁr the ramshackle Austro-Hungarian Zmpire as a’
perfect model gf good government. Rather, as with
Bismarck, I suggest that anyone interested in the German
question -- and its converse, the myriad questions of
European nationalism and self-determination -- anyone
interested in these things must consider the Empire,”

"Seen that way . . "

"May I offer you a las§ piece of wisdom . . . or of
platitudez" ) '

Young Taylor understood the discussion\was over.

He had not made the splash he had hoped for,\perhaps, *

4
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‘but he was being treated as an honourable adversary.
"This may seem terribly pessimistié of me, young
man, but here it is: Any daﬁn fool can love and fight for
his own nation, but only a wise and generous man can look
favourably upon the good fortune of his neighb;ur's

nation,"

Taylor stood up and cleared his throat.

"As you say, sir, I have to consider your position
too pessimigstic. I believe that heaven on earth seemed
nearer in 1848 than at any other mogﬁnt in modern
histofy."

-"A nicely turned phrase. I sincerely hope you méy

be right. If you are not, God help us.,"

VAs the train paused at Herbesthal to let on the border:
officials, Kenniston rose and étarted toward his
‘oompartment. The femme d'un certain dge, with a murmur
to her companions, was neatly ahead of him into the
corridor. At the door at the end of the carriage, she
sﬁopped and turned. |

“"Could yqu?"ushe asked in German. "I never seem to
have the strength."

She lifted her eyes toward him, blue eyes pale with
the memory of melancholy, the ract‘of e« o o 0f what?

Apathy? Despair? The lids lifted to candid openness,
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then slowly descended as her head descended and turned, a
gesture of poignant, even pathetic submission. k
"With pleasure."
"Pleasure?" she replied with a humourless laugh.
"I ugsed to believe in pleasure." .

They entered the wagon-1lit carriage.

"What do you believe in now?"

She opened the door to a compartment and leaned
against the Jjamb.

"Betrayal . . . despair . . . appetite.”

"And of these three, which is the greatest?"

She shrugged.,

"Does it matter?"

The arrival of the border officials saved him the
hollowness of words; when they were gone, he sa;e his
answer by stepping past her into the compartment. If
she is right, I might as well throw myself froQVthe train
-= 80 might\we all =~ but if I can turn her ghastly
"creed upside-down . . . well, what else does civilization
mean?

She closed the door and presently the great express

plunged into Germany.

when the train stopped in Cologne, Kenniston bought a

topy of the PFrankfurter Zeitung at the newspaper kiosk
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and scanned it ln‘the faint hope of something better from
Paris. But the news from the‘Reparations Conference
.0ffered more despair. Kenniston read the several :
accounts with deepqg&ng gloom: clearly the talks had 211’
but broken down. But what matter, for Poincaré& had
decided .three weeks ago (as Kenniston knew from his own
sources) that the French Army was to occupy the Ruhr by
the middle of January at the latest. No, the Great War
had not been the war'fo end all wars and was not, in .
fact, over yet, and now Germany lay prostrate before her
congquerors, open to despoilaéion. Am I no better than

- the rest? he asked himself, and in disgust. threw the
paper down.

"Excuse me, sir, I believe I have the honour of
addressing Mr. Kenniston Thorson?" »

His first impression was that the stranger's eyes
were of an unusually light blue. His smile, which
spread ingratiatingly over his face, disﬁlosed the
ugliest teeth Kenniston had ever seen.

"Yes, but I don't believe I . . "

"Allow me to present my card, Mr. Thorson. Arthur
Norris, Gent. I wonder if . . . could we perhaps move

over here, out of the light, as it were . ./7/yes, you

see . . . dear me, things are so very complex these

days."
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"Yes," replied Kenniston and in an amused curiosity
which for a few minutes might dispel the gloom h§ felt,
he allowed himself to be led behind the newspaper kiosk.
He, realized, with interest, that Mr. Norris was wearing a
Wig.,

"Now then, if you could explain . . ."

Mr. ﬁorris sdid, with surprising petulance:

"All these frontiers . . . such a horrible
nuisance,"”

" "I quite agree. However . . ."

"Then perhaps, sir, as men of good will who share
an animosity toward the petty obsessions of nationalist .
states, we . o " ‘

Mr., Norris took some time getting to the point, but
it was clear enough when he did, and not entirely
unexpected. Mr. Norris was offe;}ng to supply Kenniston‘
with political and military intelligence from Berlin.
Despite energetic denials, Kenniston was unable to
convince Mr, Norris that such a market did not exist.’

Mr. Norris was, .in fact, perféctly correct in his
assumption, but hopelessly indiscfeet in making his offer-
on a platform of the Coi%gne Station.

"ILet us compromise, then," said Kenniston at last,

"Let us say that I am not just now 1in the market for such

wares as you are offering.".
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"In a few weeks? In the spring, perhaps? Before
the summer manoeuvres?"

"Possibly."

"Ah, well, then I can hope that . . ."

"However, in. the meantime I might be able. to
suggest someone who, now and then . . ." anq hé dictated
certain numbers which Mr. Norris copied into his
notebook, )

“AQE I am to ask for Margot? Is she . . ."

"I a&aﬁt there is a real Margot, Mr. Norris."

"Of course <. . yés . . . how silly of me . . ."

"And might ; request thaat whed we returﬁ to -the
train we avoid one another?” .

"There‘will'be no problem about thaé, inasmuch as I
am not continuing on to Vienna, bué am taking the
Paria-Berlin-expfess which, if I am not very much
mistaken, is just arriving on the next track.r

"Ahh, changing trains . . .".

As they parted, Kenniston reflected that Mr. Norris
was ; cunning but stupid man; no doubt that was the
source of his pathetic charm.

Kenniston was stepping back into the train when he
heard brisk footsteps épproaching;

"Kennistonl"

A tall, slim, ‘elegant man flourished a broad-brimmed,
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canary‘-}fellow hat, a hat Kenniston immediately c;'awlred. L

"Harry! What in heaven's name . Lo F

With a German father and’an Irish mothér, Count
Harry Kessler was byybirth and by deepest conviction a
cosmopolitan. He had been born and partly schooled in
" Paris, had gone on to Harrow, 'lthen to university in
Germany. In 1914 he was 1n England and returned to the
continent to fight for Germany; yet his companion on the
cross—-channel ferry was his friend Rodin, the sculptor.
A left wing aristocrat, he had organized ILenin's famous ’
train trip. Diplomat, discerning collector, wrilter,
publisher, socialite: Harry had been a friend qf
Eenniston sinc:the Algeciras Conference of 1906,

"Yes, I am supposed to be in Paris,” said Barry,
*but the conference is such a depreséing farce that I
had to get:away for a few hours and I knew you were
passing through tonight. I thoﬁght I might join you
along the ﬁhinel to Frankfurt and return to Paris from
there."” .;

"Ilet us go to the salgn\,carriage; it will probably
be empty at this hour," ‘

"You are alone?" Harry enquired.

"Just now, yes. I am travelling witﬂ a young lady,

™~
but she is otherwise engag’ed at the moment."

Harry shook his head.



5
N

171

“ﬁ;nnistdh, as long\as I havg known you, you have
. been travelling\with one young lady or another." He gave
‘:an appraising look, "But it seems to keep you young."

, "Yes, I suppose I trade my experience for her youth.
I don't know that it's much of a bargain for her, but I
try.to make‘sure it remains harmless enjoyment."

"And an education?" '

"Oh indeed yea: Thomas Cook offer;\a tour of
ante-beilum Burope under the personal’direction of
Kenniston Thorson, . bon vivant and minor intriguer in the
musty back halls of palaces, embassies and . . .
maisons closes. I wish she were here to meet you, but
at dinner I was able to introduce her to Marie Larisch.”

"Good God, that relic.:" Harry chuckled.

"She's our age, Harry.* ,
"Yes, but what a reminder of a world I thought
buried.. After Mayerling I expected her to lose herself
in South America or Canada. Heaven knows my title is

humble and unpretentious, but I try to give it’some
meaning with duty and service. You speak of musty
palaces: it is people like Marie Iarisch who made the
Revolution inevitable.” \

Kenniston pushed open the door to the salon and
paused to put an arm on Harry's shoulder. RN

"Patience, 0ld friend. Marie and her sort are
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- irrelevant now, be&ond our anger. Qhat is important now
is the Republic.. . . and the future." '

"You're fight, of course. Habsburgs and
Hohenzollerns and Wittelsbachs: how redoubtable their
fortresses seemed, yet how chimérical they proved.”

"Shall we drink to their successors?"

"You needn't tease me, Kenniston. I am painfully

aware of the imperfections of our world."

.
*

"C&unt Kessler!" the steward exclaimed, "we did not .
expect you on this trip."

"And you don't in fact see me, Dieter, for I am not
here." ‘s “

"I understand perfectly. And you wish, gentlemén,
to be left in peace, I am sure.”

"With some coffee, if you could, pleése." ’

"0f course, sir.” “

"It is impossible,” Harry remarked when they were
gettled, "to reform the Germans. TYou noticed the -
deference? Yet I am a socia;ist.w Why, only a month ago,
at thé Trades Union Congress at the Hague, I was
enjoying a rather mischievous spesch by Karl Radek."

"0ld habits die hard." |

"Yes, I am afraid so. Unfor?unately, servility is

a most deeply rooted habit among ny compatriots. As
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deeply rooted as stubbornness among the PFrench. Poincar®
is utterly intransigent." A

So they got down to a discussion of rhz‘repérayions
question. AéJwith all serious international issues,lany
sane solution was impoésible and any possible one absurd.
Kenniston had long ago set his mind to search for the
principles behind thin‘%. Ip his various‘diplomatic‘
doings he worked perforce with details, half truths, u
ﬁaybes, but always he tried to get behind them to the
elemental. Now, after half an hour, he'concluded the .
problem was the French could”not forget thgy had won the
‘ War and the Germans could not remember they had lost it.

"Kenniston?" .

"I'm sorry; in old age, thg'm&nd wanders. Even
worse, I was making an epigram wherd I should have beenﬁ
seeking wisdom." »

He repeatea it. o

“Neat. That comes not from your mind wandering, but
rather from your mind turning its subject round and ~
round as a sculptor considers his piece. You know
perfectly well epigrams are amusing and useful as.
glihpses;‘zpu alsé know they are not the whole story.

The truthgis to be found in the way many difxergnt
thihgs fit together in relation to ong'another. In a,

‘sense, because the relationship, not the parts, has the
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truth, the.whole is greater fhan the sum of the parts.”
) . . s -
"Very well judged, gar s very wise, I think."

"You' should," replied ﬁarry drily. "lt is the
position you explained to me over ten yg;és o."

As he laughed Kenniston ;dund himself stroﬁing the
fabric of “the chair arm. The salon ho doubt looked

-

elegant enough from dutside the window, but clese up the
)
nap was gone frdm the velvet. . /ﬁw

“Harry, what if we think of the War as'a release of

-~

energy Just as, say, lightning is the release of
electrical energy?"
]

(W Nk
VYes'" \

} . &

uThen‘we’could say that the energy, the tension,.

had been building all over Europe gince . . "

Pl

"Since a? least 1870 " Harry shrugged.

wt

s . "Slﬂce-{?e Congress ot Vienna7" : " )
‘"Perhapsﬁit goes back to the first méetlngs between:
“ the Germans and.the Romans." SR 'R ‘
"Witﬁ anéther/ﬁ%lardtq betyeen Germaqs and Slavs?"
' uppgolubely.” - ‘ N |

"So the releasé of this energy in w&r/is as

pncontrollable, as destructive, 7& stupid, as e%eiting‘as'

lightning, " . ) , 7
¢ .p‘ A
"Yes." . & B . _ ’ )
"And'&qu needn't continue trying to hide your
. N > :

, . .
. . ~
P - .
¢ -y i ’ 1 )
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impatience: I know all

this is obvious, even fprite. I'm

trying to describe my sense of a phenomenon. Now look

-

‘out the window:~what do you see?"™ '

. "The Bhine . . . a town . . . Koblenz, I think."

v

"A,town; yes, but what are you actually, looking At,

L 4

‘'what do ybﬁ eyes see?"

- ¢

) v
, ) o
S "Houézz, streets, shops shuttered and waiting for :
‘ . 4 , b .
the morning, here some small gardens hy-the rail line,

stréitlights, automobiles, threé men, two of them

al

n§

-

* helping a third who has obviously had too' much to drink."
F

\\;_gﬂﬁkm§bs," said Kenniston, "all those things. Now ask
‘ yourself what they\mean.‘ The hquses where human beinpgs’

live in warmth here in a porthern January, where they

have some peace and privéicy to beget and B}ing up

™

childfen, tdAread{books and look at pictures and perhaps-

<y

. | N ;)
evenamake sometjhing like a“wall hanging or an embroidered

’hair }ibbop or to pa&nt a flowered frieze around the

r I

¢gining room. Perhaps they plant a garden or ging.iq a

choir or justvchaf with a éppain‘at the Stammtigeh in- the

ﬁierstuﬂé. And perhéps’fhéy ﬁork in those shops, or for

a iarger Bﬁsiness, or for the government,?or for the
comﬁany that keeps those streetlights gl%yfhg. o« o o,
. N , ’ 1 i b

Any mention df the great @érman electrical company,

Oh, Harry, forgive me-. "

the AEG, inmevitably,implied its remarkable founder, Emil

v

A
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Eenniston, he had been a‘friend of Walther Rathenau, if

" free‘” ‘ N
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Rgthenau, and by extension his son and successor,

Walther. With face set, Harry stared<oﬁt2tbe window:

since the turn of the century, sinte before he had known
\ 2 AN ”

'that ‘austere, and brilliant man could be said to have had

friends. Rathenau had been at once a soulful romantie

and a profound intellectual; a philosopher and an
engineer; s patron of the arts, with exquiSite taste and a
shrewd, energetic businessman and industrialist a Jew

A

and an admirer ,0f the blond, Teutonic ideal; a lover of

freedom and equality, yet a supporter of the

.Hohenzollerns and the autocracy and aristocracy for which

they stood; sflover of\ peace (the Great War had broken

88 organized German industry for

his spirit) who nonethe
total war and perhaps the eby kept the War going two or

three years longer than it\would have; one of the richest

me? in Germany, yet an apostle of socialism who preached
. . ‘ .
the evils of inherited wealth . v. ’

)

"Beguiling . s . repellent . . . enigmatic Walther
Rathenau. " And his nurderers, the real"ones, will'go
o ’ Coa
'l

Denied a rdle in the Imperial government because he
was a Jew, Rathenau had aécepted the p051tion of Fbreign
Minister in the Repubiic. The campaign against him in

the Reichstag and in t e‘nationalist press reached

. . . .
. ) - @
[ ]

™~ ¢ " 3 -
' . . *
2 - .
‘. A . . - .
.
~ 4 "
.
'

™
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hysterical heights and a gang of young natlonalist thugs
assassinated him in June of 1922. After a month they |
were all either dead or captufed but the nationalist
press lords and politicians smirked in satisfaction and
spread the lie that the bolsheviks were rbsponsible.

"I hope to write his biography,f sald Harry. "He

' was not Just rascinatiag,;he was, in the profoundest

sense, a human being."

"A, Mensch."

"Yes . . apd when you speak of Rathenau and the
AEG lighting up the night .« v . I look out at the lights
there, across the Rhine . . . reflecting on the watel
« « « the lights of ‘the barges . . . phe lights of a
Germany trying to crawl back to . . . I don't s giory,
fdr that régime was not glorious. Did I ever‘tell you
about m Iy visit to the Palace in December '18%7"

"No, you didn't_ . ,

"This was a day or so after the revolutionary (
sailors had been dr;veg,from the building. There were

sti11 cqa‘ees,in the éntrance hall; I had walked through'

that hall.for any number of receptions beforfe the War." .
. The damage wasn't~ great, although there had been looting,
of course. Bﬂ; when I went through to the private ‘ P

apartments of the Emperpr and Empress, I found myself
astonished’at the bad t%ste of the rubbish tﬁat was Yeft:
) L

\
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chairs and carpets, cabinet fittings, some little bottlés,

pill boggies I suppose . . . it was all so“trashy,'so;’

_Ansipid. I remember a feeling of something morbid,

oppressive about the rooms.. One could’ not live in sueh

an atmosphere of grotesque bad taste/ and remain sane;

’

and here he had hatched his lunatic/ schemes. I don't

4

mean to trivialize history by suggesting thaf the driving

R
force behind great events is domestic decoration, but you {
coui@ not stand there without reflecting that it must

the o« o o encbq;aged his‘pathologically excitable mind. )

I think there is something in this i&ea, smile though °

you will." ' o g .
"Forgive me, Harry, I was thinking abouf your home . ﬁ’>

in the Cranachstrasse." - *{} /

. ﬁarry's home in Weimar was surely one of)the most
civilized interiors in Europe.

Kenniston added: "And 4 must agree to this extent: \&
the idea of anyone being able to think a cruel thought or
experience a barbaric emotion in your roomé is . . .
absurd." ' : e :

"Thank you, old ;?iend. However, tonight'I cannot
keep the ﬁlackest,tho&ghts féom my m%nd. I was saying
the liégts reminded mg‘of a GerPany struggling . . . not
back to that Imperial lunacy, but forward to . . .

economic stabiiity,fa Jjob for every able bodied man, a

~

r i )
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dgg%nt home for every family, equality . . . and what's
more important, a belief in equality, though heaven knows
if the Ggrmans can ever come to believe in such an idea
e+« o and most important of all, the highest quality for \°
which a society can strive, perhaps: dignity. - Not |
dignity for the state qua state for that quickly turhns .
into such Bhams ‘as the East Africa advembure or
monuments %uch as the Siegesallee statues, but dignity
for every 6i£izen, ordinary human dignity. If the
Republic could attain that, it woulds have earned more
.glqry than all the armies of history." ) _
"Yes," - ‘/
"Yes, . Yet 1n two weeks the poilus will Dbe march1n§

.

in those streets just over there, in the industa&gl ’Vﬁ
heartland of Qermany, and jthe economy will come to a.
stahdstill, the society will pe in chaos, and the Jjackals
will be tearing at the body politic." )
| "Neither Gesellshaft nor Gemeinshaft?™ |
"If. you wish; I f%nd}?@gt gicpotdmy'invidiou§,:

. The train seemed fo pause as if go catch 1ts'breath,
the coachés compressed together, extended agaly,
shuddered s ightly; then the train went gmoothly on its
way. At the far end ‘of the salon, the waiter, nodding in

his chair woke and looked out the window. A glance at
his watch a scowl at the two old fools at their table,

‘ ) )
}
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the recollection 6f the big tip he was h*vtng—ta wait for,
then back to sleep. ” /

“As the train drew in to Frankfurt Station, Harpy was
speculating on possible projects for his Cranaéh Press;
he had already made his reputation as the publisher of '
sqye of the finest editions of the century.

"But what I would most like %o do are a few more
translations from German into English.» How would you

like %o do the Duino Elegies for me, Kenniston?”

"ﬁmm .+ o YyOUu teﬁpﬁ me, I must say . . ."

"Don't, answer me now, but do thigh about is.® “»e

"No, I was thinking rather that I know gf an English
ﬁoetess who’is already working on a translation oflthe p
Elegies. Hem English poetry is quite good, I think, so I,
expect the Rilke will be at least interestiﬁgg I'1l just
note her address . . ." ] | '

"Vita Sackville-West? She would be rélated to
EQQie?"o ;

"Hig cousin, I believe. éhigis married to young -
ﬁicolSOn at the Foreign Office. I expect you knoy him?"

"Our paths have crossed."

On the platform they reviewed their diplomatic
business, promised to get together again soon, émbbaced,‘

parted. ' *
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Iulu, dazed, pulled the shade back an inch, gazed at the ’
great number of soldiers milling about, boarding the train
.'acposé the platform, amohg them a young soldier about ten
fegt away, blond, with a dimple in his chin.
."Now,fmy love," murmured Geschwitz, indicating the
two rows of white crystals on the night table, "Now,
. while the train is still."

!

v /\a‘ The blond soldier blinked slowly; his eyelashes were
‘ enormous Lulu caught her breath.
Geschwlitz ran her finmeg along the down in the small
or Lulu's back.
oS f
"Not just now," said Lulu, turning to smile_at her.
- "In five ﬁinutes. I'1l return’in five minutes.. I
promisge."
When shé s&mmoned him from the carriage door, the
soldier blinked his enormous lashes and smiled slowly.
"Quick, now, here, now," she said, pulling him imto
'*a vacant compartment, lifting ﬁer skirt.
In no time she waslback with Geschwitz.

. 4
"Now," she smiled. "Now, more . . ."

r] I
The troops were at 1 t aboard their special train and .

gone and the clock read 3 :6 as the express slipped from
the station. EKenniston went gratefully to his

Y
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‘compartment; he was too 0ld for all-night ramblings and

revellings. Iaulu, clesrly, was not, for she had not yet:

. returned. Well, he was the 1ast man with a right to be

Jealous, even inquisitive, about the comipgs and goings .
of women friends. ératefully‘he changed into sleeping

costume, then searched through his suitcase for a book:

-2 slim new volume of advanced poetry which he put back at

oncé; and a_review copy of Le Blé en herbe with the

inscription, i K. T., Chéri, ta Gabrielle," from his

beloved Colette. He laid this book gently upon the night
table and climbed into‘ged.
~ Not/yet. '

y Outside the window a town asleep, seeming empty.

Under the streetlights a yellow foé licked and curled '

into the cofﬁers of the dark. He had not finished trying
to explain to Harry what he meant about the lights, about
the why of the lights, the why of the: streets, the rails. .

* Networks: why all ' these networks, these webs upon the

jumble of the land? But the train grossed a river (the

Main?) and he thought: Naturewhakes lines too, rivers’and

lakes and seacoasts, tree lines, climatic zones,
geological strata, lines of elevation, weather fronts
e « « isobars? isotherms? The routes of birds. of passage

%,

like -the routes of ships and aeroplanes. But Nature's

1linss arise at random from within inevitable laws of



r

183

science, khi}e man's lines are thought made substance.
Rathenau's Iéther had had a vision of a Germany connected
by electrical péwer lines and he gave that vision_ reality
in the cables which ran there, down the streets of that
town. The streets are lines, the pipes under them which
carry .fresh water to the clustered buildings and the
other pipes which cafry the sewage away; the rivers are
strgighteged, their banks made ;irm, and where ;hey do
not flow there flow canals; and where mountains rise to
block the roads and rails, man digsutunnels and the lines
go on, But why?

. What drives men to work together to make those
lines? Why 'do Hans and Fritz go to work for the AEG or
the Deutsche Bundesbahn at the age of seventeen and l
spend a E&fs learning the special skills which keep the
generators and transformers working, that move the goods
wagons from factory sidings in one city, through
marshalling yards, -each wagon shifted from this siding to ‘

that, over this set of points, then this, then this

until it is joined by others for shipment on more lines

to Haﬁburg or Rotterdam or Antwerp and to the gidings of
warehousing depots? A theory arising from an analysis
of the medleval guilds would probably find the motive in
the pride of workmanship, craftsmanship; of the thing

well made, .the job well done: the golden crusted bread,
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round and hot upon the counter, andibehind it the chubby
baker dusted wﬁite, his pudgy hands open; offering, and
his round face warm with a grin. .

Yes, but . . . .

But what had the master baker to do with the
switchman employee in his hut, his breath mingling with -
#he steam from his coffee, now, at four in the morning,
"and the miqgled smells of the coffee, coal dust, cold
swedat, grease and more grease, and the garlic from his
hunk of wurst; the switchman for the small branch line
who must remember to pull that lever eight times, no

more, no less, eight times tonight, and ten times

<

tomorrow, and six on Sundays, remember or a train will
g0 thunder;pg, shuddering, rolling, churning, plowing,
cleaving, hiésing, flzzing among the linden trees, and
that lever has to be pulled correctly, winter and summer,
year in and year out, war and peace, busy times and slack
times, but all times for forty-five years without A
single mistake or the switchman is a criminal; and if he
Jdoes ﬁis job for forty-five years he has only not done
wrong? ) o
' Is it enough that he is part of something, part of
the network, the system, the idea that is bigger than
him and his little hut, but encloses them, the idea

which comes on silvered rails that gtretch to Munich, to
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Vienna, to Istanbul, to Baghdad?‘ But why dées he join
the idea? His daily bread? And whose idea? And why the
idea? Where does it come from? ‘

Is it all just an idea to provide daily bread to a
multitude? Daily bread and more daily bread: the
workman(éets his beer and wurst and the boss his
champagne and caviar? Is that all there is to these
ldeas, dreams, visions? Is it all just men grabbing,

. grasping, twisting, grinding other men, women, children,
animals, plants, water,rsoil, and rock, all just stuff,
matter, raw material for chunking; chopping, crumbl;ng, .
' mulching into . . . what was the word? . . . slop? slip? -
élurry? some sort of liquid muck, where there's muck,
there's money, and his own fortune founded in the
1imestoqe quarries of Indiana: all his pretensions to
taste founded infmuck, yes, he had long understood that
fact (as he had long sought exaltation in the salt tang

of sweat, the slip-slide of secretions, the fish smell of
spilling seed) but had always believed Nature benign when
invested with the spirit of man, believed in flesh, bIOOa,
earth, water: the sweet breath of springtime in Burgundy,
the teeming breath of the land plowed and harrowed with
manure, alive under the sun, trembling with growth.

But 1f April is cruel . . .

But if life is only process, if man is only
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appetite: then all is barbarism . . . brutality . .‘;
~* slavery . . . rape . ..

No, oh no, it could nét, it must noé . ; 45‘

But . . .

But he put his hands over his faée‘gpd'saw in his
mind's eye angreat plain“gfay undér‘low clouds, the plaiﬂ
Kringed by distant“mountains from which rumbled sterile
thunder without rain, the plain lumped with slag‘heaps
and pitted with foul pools and‘acrogs the plain ran‘;
road and on the road Qlo&ched ﬁuman creatures nerded in,
rough lineé'by guards with machiné pistols énd a priéoner
stumbled on the cracked earﬁh and a guard fired a burst
info the prisoner and another guard cut a female fpom the
herd and pushed her doﬁn.;pon a rock and mounted her from
behind like an animal and when hé was done he offered her
to another guard who shrugged aﬁd took her and then
.,another did while the‘other prisoners groped togethér and
avolded speech but a child or a'awarf watched so they
shot the child and then they shot the female and there
were no eyes'here to see and they shuffled away -across
that dead land and the rats came and feasted upoh the
fallen meat burréwing'into the carcasses in that dead
land.

Kenniston wept.

Shuddered. His mind an ache.



' Slept.
Lulu burst into the compartment Jjust after nlne and

" bounced dn*the bed.

[}

- —

"Wake up, wake up they say there's trouble on the R
y

- L )
- line’ andawe re in Munlch‘" r
e

."Mun:.ch‘7 ' What trouble9"

"Snow,” they said."- " Q ’ ,. S

But ‘this southepn curve of a detour was more llkely

to have sdow than the direct route through

,

[

Nurnburg-Regensburg-Passau. No, he had seen theusoldiérs

and the special train and could guess what sort of

trouble was meant: there fWould be cracked skulls - béfore: S

%
this day was done; in Nurnb&rg, he rather suspected.

And we are to stay here untll af(least the mlddle,
of the afternocon and I don't care if Marie dld‘fay Munich
.is.é lovely city, I've barely heard of it so I'm sure
it's{just.a boring; dull, little, provinciad town like
Bath or Chester with old Buildings and no place to '

tangoi"

A

Kenniston pulled back a corner‘bf the shade: railway-‘

employees stood about gesturing, shrugging as passengers
demanded answers.

"At least perhaps_Marie‘éot a good night's sleep out

LY N

» of it."

J

[

o
»
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"If we see her, we:'can asMH her to showsus’all the
: A

-

fogal hot spota." " \

"You are a cruel and sarcasqyc young lady. rie
[
may be matronly today, but she has lived a most b 1
interesting life. She is, after all, a Wittelsbach, :

thpugh morggnatic as I recall, and the Wittelsbacﬁs have
very lively reputations indeed. ‘ghey also made Munich
a rather attractivg placé. Would you li*e me Fo show you -
some' of the sights?" | A

"Only if théy‘re extravagant, immoral, or dangerous}"

"Oh, I promise you some perfect treats."

Several telephone calls and a certaln amount of influence

were required before Kenniston discovered that the first

' of these treats, a delicate fugitivexthrouéh war and ~F

revolution, was hidden away from view, but because of old

rfiendships, he was assured of access. However, when the

cab turned into the‘avenue leading to the Nymphenbgrg

Palace, Lulu threw herself back upon the seat with a

groan. - , i -
nT refusé, this 1is absolufely too boring, it is not

possible to tango in such a fusty, musty, Qusty 61d

horror, you are too cruel, you .are an ox, an ,ﬁas, 8 L

monster.” ”

Keventheleég, she waited more or less patiently



docilely enough along a gallery and into a room with N

_three walls of identically sized portraits of beautiful

women. \g | ~- . /
_"This is called the Schénheits Galerie, the Gallery
of Beauties. They were Q&most all done by ope paipter ~
-- I don't recall his name ~- about a hundped years ago
on commission from the then king of Bavaria, Iudwig I,
I believe,r A ‘ ,
"Was that Mad King Indwig?"
"No, he came later in the century. This Ludwig was

Marie's grandfather or uncle or whatever. The ladies ére

.from all over Europe and from all soclal classes, from

queens to commoners., One of them . . . let me see . ., -,
yes,lhere she is: Helene Sedlmayr, the Schione -Miinchnerin.
She was the daughter of a cobbler, I think." |
“"How disgus%ingly’sweet looking she is, such priﬁ
lips, such\cowlike ;yes, how treacly, pow too, too morbid
+ « o though some of the embroidery on the costume might
be interesting to have copied onto an evening frock. But
the silver braiding is impossidle. Frankly, I'd rather
be me," , "
"Well then, what about this one?"
Inlu peered at tﬁe name-piate.

"Jane, lLady Ellenborough?"

. . [ 3 " it ~
' while he settled. mafters with the guard and,followed ( o7
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"Usually referred to in the history books as ‘the
notorious Ladyisllenbprough.'". A

"What made her notorious?"

"Her aﬁfairs with a number or‘;amgﬁg a?d poweiful
men,"

"“Name one.,"

"If I'm not mistaken, she had a fling with Prince
Felix Schwartzenberg who wadlfrime Miniéter to the
Emperor Franz Joser,uﬂarie'a 'Uncle Kaiser.*'"

"Very scandal-making in her fime, I dare say, but
these days it would hardly rate two sentences from Mr.

Chatterbox in The Daily Excess and I get at least a
paragraph a week." ’
"Well then, perhaps this one is scandalous enough
for you; at least she was a dancer.
" "Except for the flowers 1n_herlhair she looks more
like a nun." |
"] expeot the costume is meant to be Spanish
because she pretgnded to be a Spanish dancer. In fact,
shé was Irish."” o :
"Trish! That would explain both the coarse features
and the low morals. ‘lola Montez.' The name is vaguely
familiar. what did she do besides dance?"
"She was what used to be called an adventuress,

which means she was the same as Iady Ellenborough but had

”
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no money' of her own. In any case, she was one of the

ﬁﬁin causes of the fall of the very iing who c;mmissioned
the portraits.” |
" nHow did she manage that?:

"By being the king's mistress, and by getting mixed ’
up in politics, 'but'mostly by being criminally
extravagant. The usual thing.“

"I would love to be so criminally'ixtravagant that I

could bring down a monarch, but there are so few left

these days, and no one paid the slightest attention when

David and I spent that dirty weekend together. Perhaps

I could find a dictator somewhere. No? O©Oh, I would Just
love to be scandalous or notoriéus, but there's nothing
left to do, it's all been done before, done, dofle, done.
I shall die of bdredom.”

"Somehow I doubt that."

"However « o I think I know of something I could
do to delay the funeral for just a short while. Actually,
all these beauties around us -~ and I admit they are very
beautiful -- are simply staring at me, gawking. I
believe they';e immensely curious about the modern woman,
of which I am a most superb specimen -- surely that should
be ‘'speciwomen?' -- and about my bob . . . and my
burgundy silk stockings . . . and my step-ins of black
8i1lk milanese trimmed with ¢luny lace . . ., and . . ."
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v And Kenniston Thorson stood as she held her hem at
her hips and lirted her left leg alowly, einuously,'
snakelike into the air, wavering, questing toward him,
curling round his waist holding her boyish body to his
and now her arms curled round his nebk to pull his mouth
to her red wet lips: ' * hh

", . . and curious about . . . the twentieth century
o« o« o 18 that not so . . . Schatzi? . . §"

Kenniston asked himself: -

Is this also a violation?

As they made their way back across felicitously decorated
Munich -~ as décorated as the story of my life, Kenniston
mused ~- a pale lemon sunlight touched the distant Alps,
glowed we;kly over the Starnbergersee, then flickered out,
so that when they got to the Hofgarten a shower of snow
forced them to alight under the colonnade and they
welcomed the cosy warmth, the aroma of chocolate, mint,
and coffee in the pastry shop, a Mitteleuropa decadence
seemingly unaffected by the tideﬁ of dynasty, empire,
war, or revolution.

"If I am to’keep ny boyisp figure, I must stop
eating these naughty things, but tﬁey are just so
absolutely scrumptious, don't you think?"

"A treat."
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" "On the oéher han&, why should I deny nyself treats?
What is life if we deny our desires? Obviously it leads ’ C
tg, simply masses and masses of traumas. I mean'EB say, I ’
could starve myself and stay lissome and lithe, but my -
unconscious woul& be absolutely blogted and disgusting
from all the neuroses and even if I did gain weight I
could always shed it by doing the tango for hours and
hours and houra(%ut that could hardly have any effect
upon . . . but then it might, mightn't it? Yes yes,
think of it, psychotherapy by tango because you see all
psychological problems grchaused by trauma in childhood,
and yes I know you know, but the poinp is they are simply
being repressed and the cure comes when you unrepress' ~.1i7:‘

them and that's what dance is perfect for, d'you see? “_1; -

I mean it's virtually a religious experience isn't it, : "p{~q

‘1 mean ancient cultures thought of the dance as positiveljf'f-ff?éggkm
a sacred duty which I certainly agree with, I mean they 3 ;;é%T“ig
say God is dead which is absolutely fabulous so far as 1 'l“,’j
I'm concerned so the great thing is to try to rediscover ﬁ?.” -

the foots of religion what it was that made man search

*»

for gods in the moon and the sun and the changing seaeoné‘  . f
and crops and human sacrifice and the corn god and holy ; 5
prostitutes and those rituals because I'm absolutely
convinced that it is all one together a great unity of

the mind and the body and the spirit and the earth and
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"water and the elements and the planets and the thing that
unifies 1t all is of course sexuality which is the basis
of all understandiné feeling knowledge I mean it's all |
sexuality Freud is definitelyright about that I mean he's.
the wisest man alive except for Rudolf Steiner and
Aleister Crowley of course but Freud says the psyche is
basically a sexual thing sexually motivated principle
dynamic but the problem is the greatest problem both
bersonally and socially and religiously and
philosophically is that good sexuality a good sexual act
which is both expressive and fulfilling and sane is only
possible when the person performing the act is sane
however the dance is like the gexual act I mean it arises
from the deptha of the psyche the unconscious and you can
" lose yourself in it the same way you do with sex bdut
because it doesn't necessarily involve another person as
the sexual act does then it is much easier to do you
don't worry about the repressions and the traumas and so
you are not repressed and the traumas are released and
resolved 1in the dance so that if you danced and danggd
and danced you would be absolutely unrepressed which is
why everyone is dance-mad these days mad to tango mad for
ragtime mad for jazz because of ?pe'great trauma of the
Great War we have to forget the ﬁar all of the Younger

Set have to dance it absolutely out of existence because
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history is nothing but traumas collections of traumas and

- repressions to hold us down keep us back keep all of

society repressed becaﬁae authority has to keep the

- masses under control or all the repressions of centuries -

wouid explode which is why revolution is just another
kind of dance a frenzy that's what Marie said it was like
here ig Munich in the revolution a frenzy but she didn't
like 1t because she didn't see that the frenzy was
necegsary and it)was all a &ance of people driven mad by

centuries of repression and trauma and war and they had a

~ frenzy of revolutionary dancing which was their way of

trying to unblock the repression and resolve it and it's
all so absolutely obvious that I am right that I am not
going to say anotﬁer word except that I am tired of
coffee and tired of sitting and I want to tango and 1

.want a drink so show me tﬁe way to the next whisky-bari®

As they walked along thé platform toward their carriage,
Ialu sang out: | '
"Beautiful: dancing creates fantastic godlike
energ&&" ] -
"Even though it was only a tea dance?" ‘
"All dance is transcendent,” ‘
-~ They were about to step aboard when Kenniston was
greeted by a large, handsome man ih a. fur coat who had

/




. g _
evidently just arrived on.the expresg from Vienna on the
- S .

next track,

"Well, EKenniston, have you come to meet me? BHow did

~you know?"

"I certainly would have been here, Alban, had I

'kqown you were coming. Unfortunately I myself am Just

leaving for Vienna where I had hoped to see you. How
16ng before you return?"

"That depehds entirely upon the Bavarian State Opera

‘and" <~ he hefted his worn black briefcase -- "this: I

finighed it last spring and I've been‘having it privately
printed.” .

"Wozzeck? Really? May I see a copy?"

X"Drop in on Helene and she'll give you one,"”

The train crew fussed and fretted, so Kenniston
followed Iulu on board and exchanged good-byes with Berg
who shock his head at them and called:

"Eine Seele . . . Eine Beele, die sich im Jenseits
den Schlaf aus den Aﬁgen reibt.".

"What did he say?"” demanded Imlu; she had not minded
that the rest of the conversation h;d been in German, .but
she guessed this last was about her. "I do wish these
foreigners would speak English,"”

"He said: A soul . . . on the other side . . . in
Paradise, I think we'd say . . . who rubs the sleep from
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her eyes. I'exfect it's a qgtation.'b -

-

"I knew I should have done my eyes again before we,

left the d‘c‘ Who is he, another count or marquis?”

1

» "No, a composer. His name is Alban 3erg."
: - "Is he any good?" )
] "I ;hink he's a genius."” v
- "Well, I've never heard of him,."

"Not many people haye yet. Bis music 1s very
modern and rather difficult.”

"He should write tangos."

Eennis®n chuckled.

"If we see him in Vienna you must tell him éhat."

"I shall." i

In the gathering gloom of late afternoon, the dying gay,
the great express eased out of Munich and curled across
Bavaria, eastbound. They passed the Chiemsee in darkness
and at Traunstein they met snow, so that they crossed the
Austrian border and into Salzburg veiled, obscure. e
Kenniston, who kneg and loved that city, pee;ed from the
dining car window, hoping to see something he could
recognize, but was forced back into his mind, to his
memoryi and inevitably it was the music of Mozart which
swelled there, floated in a gilded room of the

Prince-Bishop's Palace . . . daa . . . da~daa ., . .
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+da-daa . . . was it Bﬁggﬁiwplaying? Ibé, Busoni and a
pmall“chamber orcheatra around him: daa . . . da—daé‘.\. .
da-dsa . . . da-da=<da-da-daa . . . daa . . . notes
languid, liquid in a room of gilt and velvet, felicitous
as reason felt, inevitable as feelings lived througq.
With ‘but a pause to change engines on thg train,
they went on, trying for Vienna by midnight. “
In'the dining car the cutlery and crystal glittered,
" the waiters smiled and bowed and rushed, the dinmers held
aloft glasses of champagne and toasted one another, the
new year, the journey. Lulu opened her compact and began
applying heavier lines around her eyes, drawing the
points outward. X
"It's the King Tut motit," she explained. "I am the

reborn goul of an anclient Egyptian priestess. The
mysteries of the Sphinx dwell within me, a terrible |
beauty is born in my gaze, blank and pitiless as the sun:
Hah! For I am Lulu, Destroyer of ‘Worldsi" ;

 She waved gaily to the Caunteas Geschwitz; blinked
pouted toward a handgome and cocky young man in uniform,

drew the lines out further, -
I could have gotten off at Salzburg, could have gone

west into the mountains, could have gone trekking a deep,

-

forested valley there because ." . . ' -

But memory failed him,
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(, The great express pfﬁnged on into the darkness, -
. , ) ..

stbound, ) ‘ - -
Iaughter apilled, trilled from Inlu's red mouth,
laﬁght;r like clinking o;ystal,‘laughter like cinder ‘
sparks whirling from her, brief in the winter night, like
snowflakes whirling, f£illing theﬂnishy, chill in the
swirling dark all about, multitudinous, lost.
f} .
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