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Preface



Lawrence Durrell has achieved success in many forms of literature—nullum tetigit quod non ornavit—and one of his most striking qualities as a writer lies in his ability to render scenery and the feel of places. His early years were spent in India, and since 1935 his total residence in England can hardly add up to more than a year or so. In the meantime he has lived in Corfu, Greece, Paris, Egypt, Rhodes, the Argentine, Yugoslavia, Cyprus and the Midi. Before the publication of The Alexandria Quartet in which the city itself looms almost larger than the human characters, Durrell was most widely known for his books about Greek islands; these are not so much travel books, ‘it would be far more accurate’, as Richard Aldington remarked, ‘to describe them as “foreign-residence” books.’


In addition to Durrell’s books, a number of articles describing scenery, generally Aegean or Mediterranean, have appeared in magazines, small privately printed pamphlets, and so forth. These essays and sketches are now gathered for the first time in book form. To provide something of the setting in which they were written I have collected passages from letters which Durrell has written to his friends over the last thirty years and linked them together with some brief biographical notes and a few memories of my own.


One of the difficulties which confronts any editor of Durrell’s letters is the fact that he almost never dates them. T. S. Eliot, with a kindly eye on future scholars, had the admirable habit of noting the date of receipt; in some cases postmarked envelopes have survived, in others there are internal clues, while Durrell’s frequent movements from one country to another provide a general framework into which most letters can be fitted. I know that some of my conjectures may well prove inaccurate, but hope that almost all the letters have been dated within a year of their having been written.


I have had one advantage not generally available to literary editors. When work on this book was well advanced Durrell came to stay with me, here in Chelsea, for a month, and I was able to consult him regarding the queries which had accumulated; indecipherable words, mistakes in typing, obscure references etc. For example, a hand-written letter from Cyprus contains the sentence: ‘. . . Rose Macaulay? She adopted us and whizzed us off to bxxxe in her old car.’ I scanned the map of Cyprus and read through a guide trying to find a place-name beginning with b (Durrell often fails to capitalize) and ending with e, but in vain. I asked Durrell to read the passage: ‘. . . whizzed us off to bathe.’ In an account of shooting in Corfu, in 1936, one typewriter key had failed to strike home: ‘So far I’ve prohibited herons. They’re such heraldic creatures, and when they’re wounded they use their great razor bill like a tailor. I shot a couple and one chased Leslie and nea ly, nipped him in the arse.’ Was this word nearly or neatly I asked. ‘How can I remember what I meant to say more than thirty years ago? Put “neatly nipped him in the arse”, that will annoy Les if he ever reads it.’ My friend John Bradley, the editor of Ruskin’s letters, was also staying in the house at the time, and this unfair advantage almost drove him round the bend. When he gets stuck he can’t run downstairs and ask Ruskin. Just as well perhaps as he has a very attractive young daughter.


No attempt has been made to identify all persons and places mentioned, thus loading down every page with notes, or, worse still, putting them at the end. This is intended to be a readable book; not a definitive edition. Besides, time is too pressing; I am not in the position of one scholar I know who gained a Guggenheim which enabled him to spend two years in Rome working on one Milton letter.


Several of Durrell’s friends have helped with suggestions and elucidations, and in particular Dr. Theodore Stephanides has placed his knowledge of Greece, the Middle East and the Greek language at my disposal. But consulting Theodore is a rich pleasure in itself, for some small question about dating or a reference to mythology unlocks a flood of erudite or amusing memories, and it seems as if he carries the whole of Greece in his mind. I would also like to thank my secretary, Shirley Ossipoff, for her stalwart help in copying the letters and for her enthusiastic devotion to the book in general; Mrs. Rose Briggs, who read both typescript and proofs, has made a valiant attempt at coping with my inability to spell.


But especially I am indebted to those of Durrell’s friends who, having kept his letters over the years, have now placed them at my disposal. Catha Aldington and Alister Kershaw for letters to Richard Aldington, Mrs. T. S. Eliot for letters to her husband, John Gawsworth, Diana Gould (Mrs. Menuhin), Mary Hadkinson, Alfred Perlès, Hugh Gordon Porteus, Lawrence Clark Powell, Anne Ridler, Patricia Rodda, Lady Smart for letters to Sir Walter Smart, Freya Stark, Theodore Stephanides, Buffie and Gerald Sykes, Mrs. George Wilkinson for letters to her husband, and Gwyn Williams.


The debt of future literary scholars to Hugh Gordon Porteus might well have been greater, for he received many letters from fellow poets and accumulated a good deal of material when writing his excellent life of Wyndham Lewis. He sorted all this original material into two groups, important and less important. Unfortunately he placed the former in a paper bag similar to the kind he used for the disposal of garbage. He returned home one evening to find that his charlady had given this to the dustmen.


Many of Durrell’s letters already repose in the rare book rooms of American University Libraries; and it is a pleasure to thank the librarians concerned for their courtesy and kindness in allowing me to print the letters which they have preserved. Especially those of The University of California at Los Angeles, for letters written to John Gawsworth, Lawrence Clark Powell and Theodore Stephanides, of The Academic Center Library of The University of Texas, at Austin, for letters to Patricia Rodda and Alfred Perlès, and to Mr. Frank Paluka, of The University of Iowa, for letters to George Wilkinson. Some of the pieces now printed for the first time in book form were originally published in journals, and I am grateful to their editors, especially to the editor of Holiday Magazine, who have kindly allowed them to appear here; more detailed acknowledgements appear at the head of each essay. In a few places the texts have been revised slightly. I would also like to thank Lawrence Clark Powell and F.-J. Temple who produced the original, privately printed, editions of A Landmark Gone, Beccafico and Down the Styx.
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Early Days


Lawrence Durrell was born in India, at Jalunda, in the United Provinces, on the 27th of February 1912: the families of both his parents having been long established in that country. He is sometimes described as an ‘Irish Poet’, but, although his mother’s family is of Irish extraction, be has never set foot in Ireland itself His father was an engineer of uncommon ability whose magnum opus was the building of the Tata Iron and Steel Works. When his eldest son was still quite a small boy, Mr. Durrell, senior, moved his family to Kurseong where he had a three-year contract for engineering work on the mountain railway that snakes its way up to Darjeeling through the lower slopes over the Himalayas. The immense snow-covered peaks which filled the northern horizon during his childhood made a deep impression that has lasted with Durrell all his life.


In early boyhood he attended the Jesuit College at Darjeeling, and it was here that he received his first encouragement in literature from Father Joseph De Guylder, a Belgian schoolmaster of unusual perception and sympathy.


At the age of twelve Durrell was sent ‘home’, together with his younger brother Leslie, ‘to get the hall-mark’ as his father used to say, by going to a public school. The two boys were lodged, in somewhat Spartan conditions, at Dulwich, and during his first year in England Durrell attended St. Olave’s and St. Saviour’s Grammar School. This is situated in Southwark, more or less on the site of the early theatres; in the lunch hour the young boy used to spend much of his time in Southwark Cathedral, which contains the tomb of Gower; and it was here that be first fell in love with the Elizabethans. He next proceeded to his public school, St. Edmund’s, Canterbury. Here he was bored and fairly unhappy at school; but his ability as a boxer, promoted during the holidays by the training and expertise of Stone, the family manservant, preserved him from the bullying that all too often constitutes the lot of sensitive boys who do not conform to tribal conventions.


After the early death of his father Durrell inherited a small income, left school, and went to live in Bloomsbury with the ambition of becoming a writer. It was the Bloomsbury of John Gawsworth, King of Redonda, Count Cedric Potocki of Montalk,* the Polish Royalist, Mulk Raj Anand and other characters.


Having an ability to do many things with dash and brio Durrell augmented his income by a number of jobs; as a self-taught pianist he worked for some time in the Blue Peter Night Club, and many of the jazz songs which he played were of his own composition. He met Nancy Myers, then a student at the Slade, who was to become his first wife, and for some time they ran a photographic studio together.


Durrell, himself, gives a lively picture of his Bloomsbury days in the following essay contributed to an, as yet unpublished, volume celebrating the fiftieth birthday of John Gawsworth.


* Now of Draguignan and Lovelace’s Copse, Plush Bottom, Dorset. See: The Private Library, Spring 1967.
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Some Notes on My Friend


John Gawsworth


1962


Some notes on my friend John Gawsworth may not be out of place in this compilation as I have been a friend of his for nearly thirty years, during which we both have been through a number of ups and downs. I first met him when I was about nineteen I suppose; he was my first Real Writer—a professional, living by his books. I say ‘living’, but the word should have some qualification, for he barely existed on his work, inhabiting an old attic in Denmark Street, with a huge dormer window and a rotting wooden floor through which seeped the noise of jazz being played by Percival Mackay’s band rehearsing downstairs. I was a complete literary novice and a provincial and the meeting was an important one for me, for in John I found someone who burned with a hard gem-like flame—the very thing I wished to do myself; moreover his gem-like burnings then were sufficiently good to merit the attention of real publishers, while my post-Imagist maunderings and occasional derivative sonnets did not.


I had moved to London at the behest of my mother who, tired of my antics, said one day: ‘You can be as Bohemian as you like but not in the house. I think you had better go somewhere where it doesn’t show so much.’ So I left Bournemouth to study Bohemianism at first hand. I had some help in my researches from a young and beautiful student of the Slade School whom I married; but while we weren’t actually starving money was short, so she went on the stage as a temporary measure and I played the piano very inexpertly in the Blue Peter Night Club in St. Martin’s Lane. My engagement was a brief one as the police closed the club down, though fortunately the raid took place while I was near an upstairs window, or I might have started my professional studies with a prison sentence. This explains why John and I met at about three in the morning in the Windmill Café, drinking coffee, for it was here that I first ran into John. He was correcting the galleyproofs of a book with a heavy self-commiserating air and drinking black coffee. I watched him fascinated; I had never seen galleys. Soon he borrowed a match and we got into conversation. I soon began to congratulate myself as I heard him talk, for it seemed that he knew everybody of importance. He had actually met Yeats and Hardy; he had corresponded with poets like de la Mare and Drinkwater; he knew Wyndham Lewis on whom he was doing an essay. He had seen Eliot! I was agog. I was in the presence of a Real Writer, someone who could tell me something about literary life in the capital. We got very friendly right off, though I remember wondering what a Real Writer could see in a callow youth of nineteen—though a pretty wife is quite a help in moments like these. We walked back, the three of us, to his little attic and there by the light of a flickering gas-jet he showed me an enviable collection of treasures in the way of first editions, manuscripts and letters of famous poets, and also a number of literary curiosities which he had picked up in the sale rooms which he regularly frequented; he had a skull-cap of Dickens’, a pen of Thackeray’s and so on. . . . He even had a ring belonging to Emma Hamilton which afterwards I unfortunately lost for him, but he was a very good-natured person and didn’t blame me. Nor did he ask me to pay for it.


At this time John was just staking his claim as a poet, bibliographer and essayist and had big plans for the future, but he did not seem to have many friends of his own age. His literary admirers and acquaintances were for the most part elderly, and while they were always glad to see him they were not the sort of people to enjoy squatting on the floor and drinking beer: few of them existed, as we mostly did, on Smith’s Potato Crisps. This is probably why he allowed me to hang about, drinking in through every pore the thrilling literary information which he disbursed so liberally.


In physique he was of medium height and somewhat pale and lean; he had a broken nose which gave his face a touch of Villonesque foxiness. His eyes were brown and bright, and his sense of humour unimpaired by his literary privations. At that time he was an ardent student of the nineties, and looked forward rather hopefully to a Dowsonesque death by alcohol or the dagger. In fact as a poet he was proud to proclaim himself a post-nineties man rather than a modern poet; but the death by alcohol evaded him. He was relatively abstemious as poets go, and enjoyed good health too much to take absinthe. He had just published a sequence of love-lyrics called Kingcup which I admired extravagantly, and which had won him both a prize and election to the Royal Society of Literature. He must have been by far the youngest Fellow for in those days one had to be a hundred before achieving such an apotheosis. But this honour was more valuable to others than to himself for it gave him a leverage on his elders which few young writers then possessed; and apart from the hard gem-like flame John burned with a passionate ardour for literature itself. The faintest whisper that told of a writer in straits alerted him like a foxhound; he had a very special look at such times. A mixture of ferocity and brute determination irradiated his features. He would drop everything and work night and day until he found some help for the writer in question. ‘I think’, he would mutter, I’ll just pop round and see Abercrombie or Masefield’ (I am inventing the names at random). At any rate he was always ‘popping’ somewhere to ‘fix’ something. He was one of nature’s lobbyers—a tireless and relentless fellow. I am sure that on many occasions the Royal Society groaned as they saw him coming down the street; they probably locked the front door and got under sofas. Lobby, lobby, lobby. He would not rest until petitions had been devised, signed and distributed; moreover he was cunning and knew how to use the press. I can think of several writers who owe him thanks for a pension in their old age. He literally wore out his elders with his assiduities, and bent them into reasonable attitudes by force of will.


His royalism also chimed with his literary attitude; even when he was very poor he would rise at dawn and pad down to Covent Garden to buy a large white rose to place upon the statue of Charles I; this, of course, on the anniversary of the King’s execution. He was full of little gestures like these, though he seldom spoke of them to others. A real Romantic. I thought this was splendid, and still do. But the romantic side was offset by a brain as sharp as an awl when it came to any matter which touched on publishers or publishing. He knew the whole business backwards. I do not think he would have been able to avoid having to take a job otherwise. But while he never spoke of poverty, and was always neatly dressed and properly shined of shoe, he was often in great straits. At such times he would depend on his gift for bibliography to provide his breakfast. This was a truly remarkable side to his character. He literally picked up a few pounds in a matter of moments from the threepenny boxes outside the bookshops in the Charing Cross Road. This was a feat I never tired of watching, and I suppose I must have watched him at it about a dozen times; more than once when I was broke I shared his bibliographic breakfast. This was what he did. He would stand for a moment over a threepenny box of throw-outs, barely touching them with his fingers. His hands became all sensitive like a pianist’s. Then he would give an expert riffle here and there like a cardsharper. Finally he would pick out a book and mutter. ‘Edward Carpenter. Hum . . . Carpenter. . . . That must be the 1915. Christ! that is the mispaginated edition surely.’ If it was he would add quietly: ‘About thirty bob I should say.’ He would take a twenty minute patrol down Charing Cross Road and on his return sell the books to Foyle’s Rare Book Department. His memory for bibliography was simply amazing, and had he cared to be a bookseller he would now be the greatest one in England. Of course, his haul varied each day, but I should say on an average this breakfast patrol never brought him in less than a pound; yet I myself was with him on two occasions when he made finds which earned him very much larger sums. One was Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein in three volumes (a first), and the other a rare edition of Dracula. This was a fine and flexible way to start off the day, and the proceeds would provide bacon and eggs and coffee at the Windmill Café.


John helped me to print my first wretched fascicules which are now fetching ridiculous sums among collectors; I don’t believe either of us have any copies ourselves today, and the stock was mercifully blitzed during the war. He also got a few of my poems into youthful anthologies. Even though he knew my work was weak he was always kind and considerate to me at a time when he need not really have bothered. Certainly I did not merit any sort of attention then. But he was also valuable to me in another way for he was a walking literary calendar of London, and seemed to have a gigantic mental file of anniversaries tucked away in his brain. Thus we would drink to Dr. Johnson on appropriate days in Lambs Conduit Street, or eat a chop in the memory of Sheridan or Goldsmith whenever the requisite moment dawned. I can hardly think of London even today without remembering these walks, those visits to remote chop houses or pubs; he always knew where to knock up a glass of Burgundy (‘Machen came here every day’) in Fleet Street, or a glass of Canary (‘Try this: Ouida’s favourite tipple’) in Cheapside. He was as much of a Londoner as Lamb or Leigh Hunt or Hazlitt—and indeed he never tired of talking about them and their London, and comparing it to the rushing and grubby city in whose rainswept streets he walked, determined to carry on the great tradition they had left us.


His activities at that time were multiform and the pace at which he lived was astonishing; part of his day was spent on research of the nineties, and the rest in literary pursuits. He was responsible for the reissue of work by a number of good poets of his chosen period—like Canon Gray and Richard Middleton, as well as a number of discoveries of little-known texts and stories which, but for him, would have perished completely. But he was also keeping a hawk-like eye on a number of his elders, just to make sure that they were not starving. I remember him disappearing for a week-end to visit Arthur Machen in Buckinghamshire whom he suspected of being too proud to ask for help at a time when he (John) knew full well that the old writer was in grave financial difficulties. He just wanted to make quite sure before going down to terrorize those people at the Royal Society of Literature.


In matters of literary theory we had our differences though these made no difference to our friendship and generated no heat whatsoever; it was impossible to quarrel with someone so good-natured. John’s passion for the nineties had made him something like an anachronism poetically; I mean it was odd for a youth of twenty to be copying Dowson at that time as he was and ignoring Eliot, Yeats, Lawrence. But the only time when I saw him really incensed was when New Signatures was published containing the work of university poets unknown, like Auden, Spender etc. He felt then that the very headsprings of poesy were being polluted by this sort of stuff and that some sort of answering broadside should come from those stern traditionalists who stood for English unmashed, unsquashed, pure! His own favourite poets then were not bad poets as poets go, but when he assembled them the result was rather weak and wishy-washy. It was, to say the least of it, a queer idea to hit Mr. Auden with John Freeman and Mr. Spender with Harold Monro. But despite these sometimes wrong-headed ploys his essential good nature and his passion for literature remained undamaged. One day when he was being rather tedious about the university poets I told him that I had recently heard that both Mr. Auden and Mr. Spender were in great straits, in fact virtually starving in adjoining garrets in Wapping. At once his expression changed. ‘Are you sure?’ he asked hoarsely. ‘Positive,’ I replied solemnly. His face took on the look I knew so well. Matters of literary principle were one thing, but starvation among writers quite another. ‘I think’, he said sotto voce, ‘that I’ll just pop round and see Masefield and Abercrombie. . . .’ Of course, I confessed that I was lying before he did so.


Among the odder romantic histories of that epoch none was more beguiling than the story of the island of Redonda, of which John is now King—in exile of course. The father of M. P. Shiel the novelist had seized an island of this name in the Caribbean. He had declared himself a sovereign King. But when phosphates were discovered on the place the British Government took the island away from him. Shiel refused to relinquish his kingdom and a furious debate with the Colonial Office began which doubtless continues to this day; on the death of the old man, M. P. Shiel declared himself rightful King of Redonda, and created a number of dukes to help him carry on the battle. John came across Shiel in the course of his nineties researches and vastly admired his work, which later he edited for the press. When I first met John he was in close touch with the exiled King who, as far as I understood the matter, was then living on fruit and nuts in a tree near Horsham. John frequently visited him to discuss literary matters—though whether he climbed the tree or whether Shiel came down to earth to talk to him I forgot to ask. . . . At any rate Shiel must have seen the makings of a wise King in my friend for on his death he left the throne to John on condition that the battle over Redonda continued. To this end John now began to create dukes whose duties consisted of bombarding the Colonial Office with memoranda about this wicked injustice. As the prevailing temper of his mind was largely literary it was natural that for the most part he showered these honours upon writers he admired. We are a motley lot, we dukes of Redonda. Unfortunately, just after he had honoured me with the title of Duke of Cervantes Pequeña he ran into financial difficulties which prevented him from engrossing the titles on parchment, as was apparently customary; thus to this day I am still lacking armorial bearings, and do not know what the devices on my shield should be. A duke without benefit of heraldry feels rather naked. But perhaps this is just as well. I could see even then some rather acrimonious passage-at-arms with the College of Heralds over these dukedoms.


Our ways separated after this period and we met rarely, usually when I was back in England on leave from some foreign posting or other. John turned up in Cairo briefly during the war and we met once or twice; but these were glancing blows, so to speak, as he was in the RAF and being moved about like a pawn. In the post-war period he hit a long patch of ill-health and wretched luck which is probably why he published so little work. My last glimpse of him was about six years ago. I saw my King walking down Shaftesbury Avenue wheeling a pram—a large Victorian pram. I thought to myself: ‘Ah, my dear John; life has caught up with you as well. Like the rest of us you have shackled yourself with children, three lots of twins I’ll be bound, and have been forced to walk them in the Park instead of writing the sonnet you had in mind.’ But judge my relief when I caught up with him, for the pram contained nothing more sinister than a mountain of beer bottles—empties which he was on his way to sell. We were delighted to see each other, and of course repaired to a pub to celebrate. It happened to be someone’s anniversary, so we drank several glasses of wine to the shade of . . . was it Gibbon? I forget. Yet despite this long period of bad health and bad luck John was still very much his old self, still gay and amusing and full of typical quirky ideas. There were a few dukedoms still going, and he solemnly created my brother a duke as we stood at the bar.


At closing time, much refreshed, we parted. John’s pram had been liberally re-stocked with a vital, life-giving stout; he wheeled it off into the dusk at a leisurely pace, stopping at the corner to wave a royal hand.


Floreat!


At length, having had their fill of English bohemian life Durrell and Nancy cut loose and spent a year with their friends George and Pam Wilkinson in a cottage at Loxwood in Sussex. Here Durrell wrote the greater part of his first novel, Pied Piper of Lovers; and, in collaboration with Wilkinson and the Bloomsbury bookseller J. A. Allen, founded The Caduceus Press which issued two slim volumes of his early poems: Ten Poems, 1932, and Transition, 1934.


Shortly after the death of her husband Mrs. Durrell (Mother) had left India and brought her family home to England; settling, after one or two hesitations, in Bournemouth. Meanwhile, at the end of a year, the foursome at Loxwood broke up, George and Pam Wilkinson emigrating to Corfu while Durrell and Nancy joined the family.


H. G. Commin, where I was then working, is an old-fashioned bookshop, with a nineteenth-century atmosphere; tens of thousands of books filling the whole of five floors. Customers were free to wander at will, so little molested by pressure to buy that we occasionally locked them in when we went home at night. Working hours were long in those days, but a good deal of our time was spent in congenial conversation with fellow spirits. Once be had discovered the shop Durrell, generally accompanied by Nancy, came in almost every day; and in a short time I was spending almost every evening and week-end with the family.


There never was more generous hospitality. Whatever Dr. F. R. Leavis may think about Durrell’s writing, nobody who has known the family at all well could deny that their company is ‘life-enhancing’. All six members of the family were remarkable in themselves, but in lively reaction to each other the whole was greater than the sum of the parts. Amid the gales of Rabelaisian laughter, the wit, Larry’s songs accompanied by piano or guitar, the furious arguments and animated conversations going on far into the night, I felt that life had taken on a new dimension. Larry was writing, Nancy painting, Leslie crooning, like a devoted mother, over his collection of unlicensed firearms. One day he borrowed, from the shop, a book called Tombstone which described life in an American western town, and I remember his delight on discovering that the most infamous bad man in those parts was known as ‘two-gun Leslie’. Every basin in the bouse was unusable because Gerry, then only a little boy, but already an animal collector, had filled them with newts, tadpoles and such-like; be roped me in to serve as a giant in the circus which he organised in the garage. Margaret, realizing that book-learning was no part of her world, was rebelling about returning to school, and soon succeeded, backed by the rest of the family, in staying put.


While one could hardly say that Mrs. Durrell was in control of her family, it was her warm-hearted character, her amused but loving tolerance that held them together; even during the occasional flare-ups of Irish temper. I remember Gerry, furious with Larry who, wanting to wash, had pulled the plug out of a basin full of marine life. Spluttering with ungovernable rage, almost incoherent, searching for the most damaging insult in his vocabulary: ‘You, you (pause), you AUTHOR, YOU’.


Nancy was a striking and beautiful girl, very tall and slim, with a clear white complexion and light blonde hair; more than once I have heard people in the street call out as we passed: ‘Look—Garbo.’ While in Bournemouth, Durrell and Nancy were married. It seems rather absurd, now, looking back, that they insisted on a secret wedding. Children, then as now, were in revolt against their elders, but nobody could feel themselves in opposition to so humanely tolerant a woman as Mrs. Durrell—who would have rejoiced in the wedding anyway. I was sworn to secrecy and asked to act as a witness. Then there was some perturbation because Nancy and I were both a good deal taller than Durrell; none of us knew anything about the marriage ceremony; we might find, at the end of all the uncomprehended rigmarole, that the registrar had joined Nancy and me by mistake, without our realizing it. With a view to avoiding any such contingency we approached a couple of midgets, then appearing in a freak-show at the local fun-fair, and asked them to act as witnesses; but their employer refused to allow such valuable assets out of his sight.


Passionately interested in mediaeval architecture, I introduced Durrell to Christchurch Priory, the Norman parts of which were built by Ranulph Flambard as a trial run for Durham Cathedral. We used to get permission from the Vicar to go up through the cavernous space between the vaulting and the roof timbers and then out onto the leads, clambering over walls and buttresses. From this height a wide view extends over the little town, the water-meadows, the marshes and Christchurch harbour. Often, on those autumnal Saturday afternoons, we stayed aloft until it was almost dark, descending by spiral staircases into the great church as a few scattered worshippers gathered for evensong. It is this picture of England that Durrell recalls in his letter to me in The Black Book. And it was from this point of departure that we each set out in different directions, he into the future, I back into the past.
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Corfu and England


There were no ties binding the Durrell family to England; none of them had been born here, and Larry, having put down no roots, was feeling restless. From time to time a letter would arrive from George Wilkinson describing their idyllic life in Corfu, and the island began to sound more and more evocative. Naturally I was very loath to lose the most brilliant and exciting friends it bad ever been my good fortune to make, and I attempted to counter their plans with a few feeble arguments. ‘Alan,’ retorted Durrell, ‘think of the times in England when everybody that you know has got a cold.’ Wilkinson’s latest letter bad described the orange groves surrounding his villa. I was silenced.


Early in 1933 Durrell and Nancy set out as an advance guard, travelling by sea to Brindisi, where they were held up for some time by the revolution then taking place in Greece. The rest of the family followed a few weeks later. Durrell’s first novel, Pied Piper of Lovers, was still under consideration by Cassell’s when he left, but their offer to publish came through shortly afterwards, in time for me to send a message which caught up with the family, en route, at Naples; this enabled them to announce the good news on their arrival in Corfu.


It is difficult to believe that any place in the world today can rival Corfu, as it was then, as an elysium for a young writer and a young painter. It was not only warmer and sunnier than Bournemouth, it was cheaper. Durrell bad a private income of about £150 a year, Nancy an allowance of £30; on the combined sum of £4 a week they lived in comfort and at ease in their own villa, and their outgoings covered a maidservant and a sailing-boat—the Van Norden.


Corfu is greener and more fertile than the sunburned islands of the Aegean, and the higher economic level, together with certain residual advantages left over from the Venetian and British occupations, provided a greater degree of amenity than was then to be found in the starker islands farther south. Skilled medical attention, for example, was afforded by the presence of Doctor Theodore Stepbanides. But, for the Durrells, Theodore became much more than a physician; for one would be hard pressed to find a more erudite, civilized and charming man; a mine of every kind of knowledge relating to the island, he became the perfect friend and mentor of their new world.


But it was not only the lyrical beauty of Corfu and the prismatic clarity of Greek light that appealed to Durrell; nor even the eternal legends handed down from classical times but intimately wedded to the landscape of today; there were qualities in the character of the modern Greeks themselves which struck deep chords with his own nature; so that Greece and the Greeks have formed one of the major influences in Durrell’s life and writing. His own feeling for Corfu has been expressed in the most poetic and least troubled of his island books: Prospero’s Cell; but the day-to-day life of the family has been vividly described in Gerald Durrell’s My Family and Other Animals, the continued success of which is partly due to the fact that it provides the perfect ‘escape book’. Most people set out with high hopes in their youth—they will not be caged in the rat race; but all too often disillusion sets in, they marry, produce a family, give hostages to fortune, and ultimately face the realization that they are going to live out their lives as strap-hanging commuters. And here is this fantastic family living an uproarious life in magical surroundings; so long as the book lasts the reader, too, can live in Arcadia. Again and again, people who came into my bookshop would ask me: ‘Is it true? Was it really like that?’ From my own brief experience of life on the island I can certainly affirm that the book is true in essence; but Theodore Stephanides, who was in Corfu for the whole time, confirms that virtually every incident described really took place. Not necessarily in the same order, of course, not in one uninterrupted series, but it all actually happened.


Cassell’s published Pied Piper of Lovers in 1935 (the dust-jacket bearing a design by Nancy); it received little notice and only a few copies were sold. As the greater part of the edition was destroyed when Cassell’s warehouse went up in the London blitz, it has become a rare book, sought after by libraries and collectors, and therefore valuable. In later years, in the hope of supplying one or two of the requests which so frequently reached me as an antiquarian bookseller, I wrote round to those friends who had bought copies of the book when it came out. Their replies might well form the basis of a short essay on bow books become rare: ‘. . . unfortunately I left it in a trail’; ‘. . . when we were divorced my wife took the fiction and I kept the non-fiction’; ‘All my possessions were destroyed when a furniture repository in Jersey was burned to the ground.’ (Lord Jersey’s great Rubens went in the same holocaust). Meanwhile Durrell was at work on a second novel, the landscape and general ambience of which were largely influenced by Corfu. The provisional title went through a variety of forms, Phoenix and the Nightingale, Music in Limbo, but it was finally published, by Faber’s in 1937, as Panic Spring. Early books by young writers are generally derivative to a greater or lesser extent, and Durrell’s second novel owes a good deal to Aldous Huxley and Norman Douglas; but the original quality which does begin to emerge is a remarkable capacity for rendering scenery. As this is also a scarce book, and as Durrell does not intend to reprint either of his early novels, a number of selected passages, mainly those describing landscape, are reprinted here.


But life on Corfu had one more gift for Durrell. He had the good fortune to live at leisure, free from all outside pressures, free from the need to write for money or work to a date-line, while he matured and finished his first important book, written under a number of provisional titles, Lover Anubis, Anubis, Anabasis, until it emerged as The Black Book. As John Unterecker was to say: ‘The writing of it was in an odd way both a consequence of spiritual agony and a labour of love. For Durrell had no expectation that any publisher would risk bringing out a book so savage in spirit and so uncompromising in language. It was, in this sense at least, the purest work that Durrell was ever to do; it was a demonstration, principally for Lawrence Durrell’s private benefit, that he had the potential of becoming a major writer.’


Durrell sent the only typescript to Henry Miller in Paris, telling him to pitch it into the Seine if be did not approve. Miller was enthusiastic, be urged upon Durrell the importance of retaining his integrity, of not compromising, of not allowing an expurgated edition. He put aside the writing of his own Tropic of Capricorn, and, helped by Anaïs Nin, typed out three copies, one each for Herbert Read, T. S. Eliot and Jack Kahane. Kahane was persuaded to publish The Black Book in Paris, and Miller saw it through the press himself. In due course copies ‘in plain wrappers’ began to filter into England and America where Cyril Connolly and T. S. Eliot buttressed Miller’s high opinion with their own tributes: Eliot writing: ‘[it] is the first piece of work by a new English writer to give me any hope for the future of prose fiction.’


When The Black Book was reprinted in Paris after the war Durrell wrote in the new preface: ‘This novel—after twenty-odd years—still has a special importance for me and may yet leave its mark upon the reader who can recognize it for what it is: a two fisted-attack on literature by an angry young man of the ’thirties. . . . With all its imperfections lying heavy on its head, I can’t help being attached to it because in the writing of it I first heard the sound of my own voice, lame and halting perhaps, but nevertheless my very own. This is an experience no artist ever forgets—the birth-cry of a newly born baby of letters, the genuine article.’






	

To George Wilkinson.




	

[Bournemouth 1934 ?]










. . . Anent ourselves: Corfu is the ideal place to use as a base for Mediterranean exploration: Nancy is rabid to examine the traces of early Byzantine painting down that coast of Greece, while I am mad to get to Knossos and examine the traces of a Minoan civilization, of which by this time I’m quite sure, my ancestors were a part. Do you know that the average height of the race was five four? Think it over. They were sturdy and lustful, and had a vital art of their own, which owes practically nothing to the huge contemporary civilizations around it. Only one more discovery will complete my certainty & happiness: did they wear silver candle-snuffers upon their most wholesome privities? I pray hourly that they did.


I’m doing my level best to assemble a huge small library to bring out, so that we’ll have food for study & delight. I’m planning a specialized essay on Elizabethan writers, not because I hanker for the scholarly life, or a scholarly reputation, but because I’ve been reading so much lately that it helps to pour it into some sort of mould. It is also teaching me to concentrate, which is a valuable thing, hitherto neglected. I’ve got a great number of valuable reprints by scurrying round, and a huge facsimile Shakespeare fourteen ins. high by nine wide by nearly three thick . . . which ought to sink the boat . . . lots of poetry, too, some philosophy, some art-books (Nancy’s), but very little modern reading. For about the last three months I’ve not read a single contemporary thing: as the rich Yank art-collector said when he was showing Epstein round his collection: ‘My taste stops after 1633.’


Gong.


Having sealed up your letter and forgotten to post it, I gave way to an ungovernable impulse, dearies, and wipped it cwudely open. The days are so dun and gloomy that we pant for the tropics: as much too, to see your faces again. My mother has gotten herself into a really good financial mess and has decided to cut and run for it. Being too timid to tackle foreign landscapes herself, she wants to be shown around the Mediterranean by us. She wants to scout Corfu, largely because your letters have stimulated her so. If she likes it I have no doubt but that she’ll buy the place. For my own part I’m a leetle worried by its proximity to Albania. Have you read about the marriage of George & Marina? The papers deny any state of motive, but it occurred to me that we are more and more afraid of being unable to guard trade routes through Suez, and Greece will be the ideal base of operations against any southern country: more than that, if you look at the map you will observe how wonderful a base Corfu makes if Balkan trouble happens: Ideal . . . What I want to know is, will you, Wilkinson, give your life for gallant little Greece, our gallant little ally? I thought not. Then move a few islands south. Personally the intentions of us are (strictly dishonourable as ever) to have a glance round for a good base of operations with a cheap exchange and pit out our existence for a year or two until our stock as artists goes up. . . .


Love and love. Send us a snap or two sumtime.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Hotel Internazionale   


Brindisi, Italy[1935]










Dear Alan,


You will see from this that we have arrived so far—at a certain cost. The whole town has been alive with rumours of the Greek revolt—and the services have been disorganized. The place swarms with people who are held up. But by some special dispensation we have discovered a boat which will drop us off at Corfu sometime in the middle of tonight. I hope you can read this scrawl. I can get you a copy of the infamous Lady Chatterly for 14 liras—about 5/-.


If the English are a nation of shop keepers, then the Italians are a nation of waiters. Positively they radiate a sort of charming servility. I have never been as waited on in any country—or, I might add, so badly. All the service is done from the wrong side.


I feel most disinclined to write. It’s very wearying kicking one’s heels in this military and naval port.


I’ve got quite a lot of amusement parading the slums and attending funerals. Most impressive. But the excitement of Greek civil war—and Italian importunity consumes me. However we leave tonight. God knows what time we reach the island. Dawn, I imagine. We have met a charming Greek boy who speaks Italian and has taken us round the town; the only night-haunt—apart from the more obvious houses of Venus for the soldiers—is a vacuous café with a very bad amateur band. In order to give what Pat would call ‘body’ to their music they accompany an exceedingly improbable and tinny gramophone. As the instruments are tuned from a piano which is several tones flat you can imagine the resulting noise.


Still I bear up very well under the stacks of local vino I am forced to consume. I’m developing a paunch like a channel buoy.


. . . For the rest—I’m too bored and the pen is too bad to write more. If I perish in the revolution you might save this letter as an example of what Italy can do to a gallant Englishman.


P’fui


    Larry.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Pension Suisse, Corfu[1935]










Dear Alan,


A line to tell you we’re alive, but held up owing to the non arrival of the bloody baggage. We hope it’ll come on tomorrow’s Greek boat from Trieste. Not another word from either Mr. Curtis or Mr. Brown: there must be some mistake about the novel: certainly they spelt my name Durnell: perhaps someone wrote a novel called ‘Pied Piper of Buggers’ and that, being fashionable, was chosen! Today, tired of inactivity, I went into a shop to buy some exercise books to do some notes for the next novel. After a hell of a search (the amount people here know about their stock would give Baker the shudders) I ran a couple of dust-heavy books to earth and asked the price. Believe it or not they weighed them! On a great swivelling baggage weigher—like they have in the customs—with brass weights—and said, with uncertainty—24 dracs—1/-.


Enclosed are a few rotten scraps. More soon.


 Love to everyone


Larry
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Pension Suisse, Corfu [1935]










Dear Alan,


What a smile on the face of the tiger! The family crawled ashore today and took us in bed so to speak, and wrung my withers with the news. We dashed straight off to the consul and seized the joyous letters. Of course accept. Positively accept. I feel like a sort of pontifical Lawrence this morning—I suppose the bloom will wear off in time. In a few days time my address will be Villa Agazini, Perama, Corfu. The scenic tricks of this paragon of places are highly improbable, and I don’t quite believe my eyes as yet. Let me digest—But I hate the Italians.


. . . Cheerio and a million thanks—my love to Cooper—Pat—and anyone else who needs it.


  Lawrence Durrell
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Villa Agazini or Bumtrinket










Perama, Corfu[1935]


Dear Alan,


As you will see, we have more or less moved in. The paint is still drying on our furniture however, and there are a hundred and one things to be done yet. I’ve told you how unique it is up here, stuck on the hillside, haven’t I? Well, multiply that by four. Today we rose to a gorgeous sunlight and breakfasted in it. Our breakfast table looks out plumb over the sea, and the fishing boats go swirling past the window. There’s a faint mist over Albania today but here the heat is paralysing. Bees and lizards and tortoises (yesterday I caught a tortoise eavesdropping on us) are making hay; and the peasants together with those animals who cannot make hay are making water beautifully and indiscriminately. Soon I’ll send you some photographs—but even they can’t do justice to it all. Sometimes I almost suspect the whole thing; I don’t think I can yet really believe in it.


George has bought a cool white sailing-boat and we bathe from it every day: in really deep blue water: fathoms of it. Of course, like all Edens the place has its drawbacks—and I don’t mean the donkeys’ foreskins. The peasants are incorrigible thieves and liars, but make up for it by having the dandiest arse-action when they walk. This is due to always carrying huge weights on their heads. They’re very saucy and can be persuaded to do almost anything within reason. Food is cheap: but the wines are not as brilliant as in Italy—and the milk is poor stuff: also the butter. But local stuff is good and cheap. For instance there is a good peasant wine which tastes and looks like iced blood. It costs 6 dracks—3d per bottle. What more does one want? In England I couldn’t buy a bottle of horse-piss for 3d. Yesterday we dined very royally on red mullet—as you know a most epicurean dish—it cost 10d. But prices will bore you stiff. The revolution has rocked the drachma up to 517: we hope it’ll go to six hundred, and it may.


Peter Bull, the actor, of whom you wot, is coming out next month for a week or so, to stay with George. He’s going to have a long way round from N.Y. The island is littered with writers of all degrees, sizes, shapes, religious denominations, nationalities, and capabilities. George is the sort of grand old man of Corfu: his charm and his whiskers make him much sought after. I’m too much of a sans-culotte and bellicose gamin ever to be popular in society. However people are very charming and decent. The luggage hasn’t arrived yet. I’m praying for it daily. Leslie is in his element rowing boats all over the place and has nearly been wrecked once: blown down to Benitza and been forced to paddle back.


I am in pod again and am pupping a novel: but it’s too upsidedown here as yet to really work. God but the Sun. I’ve written a lovely poem which I transcribe for you on the back of this.


Give my love to everyone. Mrs. Penry, Pat, Watts, etc., and tell them to come out here. Also a chunk of greeting to the giant intellects of the Municipal College.


Adio


    Larry.


The other day Professor Dawkins blew in to see George at A. J. Symonds’ request. You may remember him in Corvo’s Desire and Pursuit of the Whole, as Macpawkins, the ‘blubber-lipped professor of Greek’. A nice little man. Going to Mt. Athos to write a book about it. Laughs like a penny whistle.


A LYRIC OF BODIES




What sweet white meat our bodies are


Who have no canon but delight:


Such pretty devil’s food—


O! daintier by far


(We triflers in a foreign night)


Than all those delicately-tended meats


That weight the tables of the rich.


Angels have little meat in them


But vague and evanescent shapes


Declare the wise


Who hoard their comforts up for paradise.


Are we then brutes, my dear, or hinds


Who for refreshment can devise


A sport so rich, a food so able


That soul, a gracious wedding-guest


Waits at the body’s table?





Corfu 1935


Sometime when you have it to spare, will you send me the Turner satire? Like a B.F. I lost it.


Sorry


    Larry
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Villa Agabumtrinket










Perama, Corfu[1935]


Dear Alan,


. . . I’d like to tell you how many million smells and sounds and colours this place is, but my stock of superlatives would give out. As I sit, for instance. Window. Light. Blue grey. Two baby cypress lulling very slightly in the sirocco. Pointed and perky like girls’ breasts. The sea all crawling round in a bend as the coast curves away to Lefkimo with one sailing-boat on it. In the road, which I can’t see since the lower sill of window hides it, the peasants are passing on donkeys. Raving, swearing crashing colours, scarves and headdresses. To the north nothing. Ahead Epirus and Albania with a snuggle of creamy cloud clotted on them. South mists and the mystery of the other islands lying out there, invisible, in the water.


In this quiet room above the sea I’ve just played the fourth* again. I know it now—every stich of it—more intimately than I know Nancy. I’ve got it in my bowels. Sort of empathy. I’ve been it. I act it, sleep it, shit it, sleep with it—everything. And I can tell you that compared to it, the Emperor is a collection of musical platitudes written for a lavatory-paper musical box by a deaf mute. So There!


Can you arrange my paper reviews for me with the slip I sent you? Let me know how much money you want and I’ll send it you. And for god’s sake only send me good reviews if there are any. The least bit of discouragement and my present novel will go farting off the rails into the blue. Wait till I’ve finished it and then I can face the superior sneer of the reviewer runtlings. . . .


My God! talking of epics. Have you read a book called Tropic of Cancer by Henry Miller? Published by the Obelisk Press, Paris. I implore you either to order the shop a copy and read it, or buy one yourself. There isn’t a word with which to express its excellence. Of course, like all works of genius it’s strong fruit and you’d have to be careful about getting it into England. If you know anyone who is going to Paris make him get it for you. You won’t regret it.


Everyone champs for the Lawrence here. I’m eager to read it as hell. Lucky swine you are being in the trade. BUT GET THE MILLER. It’s of another pedigree but as large as anything as yet written in the novel line.


And don’t feel guilty about not writing me long letters very often. I understand perfectly.


Hail!


    Larry




EZRA


Ci-git Ezra


Who knew ten languages


But could not choose


When writing English poetry


Which to use.


W. H. DAVIES: ‘COUNTRY NEWS’


A bed I have


So white and straight.


All night I lie


And copulate.


A mirror on


The mantel-shelf,


So I can lie


And watch myself


While I am warming


To my task.


What more can any


Poet ask?
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To Alan G. Thomas


Dear Alan,




	

c/o The Ionian Bank, Corfu


[1935]










. . . We’ve just spent a week or so with the Hudsons at the north of the island, in a little bay where their house is [Mangkephali]. It’s much more bristly and rocky and male country up there. Cliffs and promontories. We’re thinking of taking a house up there for the winter, which would be a daring and lonely thing to do. It’s built on a great rock over the water. In winter they say the sea fairly licks up at the drawing room windows.


Yes, the Lawrence is a great book.* I’ve just finished it. But man what a disgusting little thing he was. His own personality decreased as the saga grew. I’ve lost every shred of interest I had in him. What a little neuter, ripping and goring his body because he loathed it so. There’s no touch of healthy sperm anywhere in the book, and as for all that talk of the men degrading him by talking about their wives, illnessess, food etc., well Pfui to him. He seemed to be nothing but a tedious adolescent applying the thumbscrews of denial and torture to himself. Yes, a sort of nasty child. There’s not one healthy straightforward emotion or conviction in the whole thing. Yet the thing is epic somehow. Poor little fellow.


Sometime when you have the money you might buy Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, pub. at 50 francs by the Obelisk Press. 338 Rue St.-Honoré. Paris. This is the book for our generation. Of course it may shake you a bit on the physical side, because you don’t really know every inch of physical passion, and your experience in the world of the body is limited as yet. But when you do manage to explore this exquisite dimension of sense you will find your experience bearing out all he has to say, and the book will really grow on to you. In the meantime read it for what you can get out of it, and really salt yourself to it. Keep it on the shelf. As we grow we’ll realise more and more what it’s about. I am convinced that it’s the greatest thing written in our lifetimes. Roughly it’s idea is this. Where all the other people like Joyce and Lewis got stuck in the morass and dirt of modern life, Miller comes out on the other side with a grin, whole, hard and undamaged. He’s the first man really to cross the modern bog safely. The rest—all those tedious Ulysses and Chatterlies got stuck and choked up to the eyes: or else, like R. Aldington, stayed on safe romantic ground and spent their time moaning about the bog without ever going near it. For your own sake you must understand the book. It’s a manifesto. A world, says Miller, in which there must be no hope, but no despair. There is the different angle. Everyone else has been only too successful painting the despair, but no one has rejected it, and really jumped headlong into the dirt with guts. For Godsake Alan read this book. Get someone to bring it back from Paris for you. Even if you don’t like it the first edition value is going to be enormous. Even George dimly likes it!. . .


Love and Love,


        Larry


CARD-PLAYERS: STILL-LIFE




Observe then with my eyes what I have seen.


Remark the small inn asleep among olive-boughs:


The curtain of scavenging flies,


Like hanging bead, in the doorway: and men


Snoozing against an olive-bole or playing


Slow, greasy cards. Thumbed colours of conquest.


At their backs, stacked up under the wall,


Long rows of formal melons in sunlight,


Melodious pippins, bright as lighted butter,


Crushed full of juice in crazy sizes


Between black shadow and shadow.


If you could see my scene, would you believe


That men can slough the creeping pale-skinned north


And become one with the afternoon silences,


With the loungers,


The gnomic card-players in a dead tavern


Out of all time and circumstance?


There’s no regret here, nor circumspection.


The sun devours these morsels strip by strip


Until we are one among the brown men,


The respectful snoozers in hats of straw.


Nothing, nothing is vocal now, nothing’s to say—


Unless the melons burst their heavy cheeks


And dither in the dust, in uproar,


Haunting the incandescence of the sun!


Perama. Corfu





Now when are you coming out to see us?
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Corfu Greece[1936]










Dear Alan,


Sorry I haven’t written for some time but I’ve been busy getting this novel off my chest. Soon you’ll have the last batch of paper. What horrid fruity stuff. The discussion on Walsh, however, is a good bit of work—different to the rest. I think someone might want to print it—the ghost story too is good literary journalism. I sent it off last night. Did you get the first batch? I think Music in Limbo is a better title. Short and quite as expressive. The book means nothing. I’ve tried—just for an exercise in writing to create characters on two continuous planes of life—the present—meaning the island and their various pasts. It does not progress as an ordinary novel progresses. The tentacles push out sideways while the main body is almost static. Whether I’ve managed to create the two planes successfully, or whether the total result is interesting I can’t tell. But I do know that there’s some interesting writing in it. I am beginning to feel that my pencil is almost sharpened. Soon I’ll be ready to begin on a BOOK.


As soon as this goes off to you I begin preparing myself for writing. I’m starting at Vol. I of the Encyclopaedia Brit, and reading through all the big subjects. History. Biology. Surgery. Philosophy. And anything else that interests me. It will take me an age. . . .




There was a young girl of Balboa


Who had lots of fun with a boa,


She found she could get it


All in if she wet it


In oceans of spermatozoa.


Old Noah had a wife on the ark


Who sleep-walked a bit after dark.


But the rhino, the camel,


The mandrills en famille,


Soon gave way to the nose of the shark.





Not very good: except for the felicitous middle rhyme.




Old Noah developed a grouch,


He was sick of this floating whore—houch,


He was fed up of leavin’


His Biblical semen


To rot in the kangaroos’ pouch.





Love


    Larry


Rain again: hot damp sirocco and the sea piling up under the window in great tufts: an absolute doomed feeling, trapped here with the olives going it and purple buds falling off. It seems to affect even the peasants. During dinner in our huge stone-floored dungeon of a dining-room we heard our landlord go pleasantly mad with his mandolin. Playing a haunting tune in slow skips and quartertones: I asked him what it was: The Fishermen: I ask you? It would take a Greek to write a tune which would do royally as incidental music to Hamlet, and then christen it ‘The Fishermen’. Ask him if there’s any love-song he knows, but no, he’s too shy. Says he doesn’t know any Erotica. Meanwhile our gigantic Olga sniggers and opens her legs wide wide wide and sniggers. She’s deputizing for Helene who is slender and silk-skinned as an angel or an Indian. Poor H is pupping in town.


I hope to god you got the other bits of the novel. I sent off two bits already. I’ve no copy. Two more bits go tomorrow. It’ll be about 100,000 all told. Get it prettily typed, will you, dear Alan, and edit it. It’s full of mistakes which I can’t notice I know it so well. It’s good in a poorway. Particularly Walsh. That, my man, is more than just fiction: it’s literature. Reuben and Francis show fire but a paucity of conception. What I didn’t make clear was the fact that it’s silly of her to mind him going off to fuck one of his madonnas and get money for them: it’s the wretched possession of love that I should have stamped on hard. Not used their pain as a cheap emotional pivot for a scene. I’d like to rewrite the whole book and create the people, but it’s no good. I’ve no patience with myself. I can’t go back any more. What’s past is past. Vale. My next will be better, and the next better until people recognize me. Aut Caesar aut nihil. A pretty thought. But one has to be so many nihils before the Caesar if any emerges. And now I no longer care: really care I mean down inside whether tomorrow all my poems are scrapped, or whether I’m scrapped myself. A new phase I spoze. Literature as such is slipping away like turds. Tell me what you get from Miller, I’m keen to know. Sometime I’ll send you a few rough notes I made on Tropic. Sorry the copies came here. I’ve told Curtis Brown to send you another. When you’ve typed Music in Limbo will you send it on to him? I never want to see it again. Tell me what you think of the writing. God I’m so despondent to write a BOOK. Something with contours and blood and stuff in it: not just romantic viscera that quiver at the sight of any rainbow, and a precious turduous STYLE à la Strachey. The Walsh bit is a good omen, do you think? What do you think? You see I’ve changed my tripe swinger’s ribbon? That signifies a change of heart. Adio. Adio. Adio. But I’m despondent until I see what new abortion I’m going to bring forth.


. . .


Kali nikta sas,


    Larry
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

c/o The Ionian Bank  










Corfu Greece[1936]


Dear Alan,


Yes, we got them all, after a considerable delay, and all in the wrong order. However, thanks lots for the typist etc. Is she an Oxford Grouper because my manuscript is dotted here and yon with occasional fucks. Really I’ve got so that I can hardly tell what is pretty or not as far as literary morals go. We’ve got so lax, what with Leslie farting at meals, and us naked nearly all day on the point, bathing.


Les came for the week-end with his 16 bore and yesterday we shoved some food in the boat plus the gun and rowed north, past St. Stephano to the huge sweep in the channel where the big tides from the open sea come crashing up along the coast all britted and pitted with heat and the sun. Sun-blind, with the scurfy Albanian coast only a few miles away, knolls dotted with white Turkish-Byzantine towns and fortresses. The wind! With the gravel-boats scooting by us with their coloured sails wagging and groaning. On a hard stone beach, facing into the sheer tide and wind we dragged up the boat and unloaded. If you want to get the feeling, look at some of the buccaneer prints of boats on the Cuban beaches. And the sun! Shades of Esquemeling. The country is patched and blank with sun: rising in great hard breasts, with flinty rocks jutting from the hot dry covering of bushes. You can see a man miles away from the top of a hill. Dour, dour, with the flint hot as hell under your feet. Not much Celtic numen, here: only a sort of grasping hate for the land, dry and bone-hot. A hell. Occasional patches of ripe cypress: and the interminable little olives, powdery with heat and dust. But I love it, really, because it’s so savage and unapproachable. You can never feel inside like you can a northern landscape. You’re always a stranger, in rather a frightening position, among a savage people. You know? At any moment the undergrowth might push a viper out on you. However, we were cursing this bare north coast—rather Les was, because there was nothing to shoot, when I suggested a promenade. Patrol to you. He’d only brought 4 rounds with him, and was in a bad humour about the lack of game. We walked ten or twenty metres and nearly fell into a natural lake, complete with reeds, and SOMETHING. What? 7 or 8 specks on the further water, lolling quietly, at ease, I clapped the glasses to my rolling optics and saw a whole flight of wild duck, sitting there as if from the minute of creation, completely calm. They’d never been shot at; nor seen any men except an occasional fisherman. Les began to foam quietly at the mouth and curse himself. Only 4 rounds. Then things happened. Wild pigeon whoomed over. Two big water birds. Les nearly went off his head. He winged the pigeon, which fell, but in the deep undergrowth at the hill-top. We beat for hours but couldn’t find it. He killed a duck on the lake, but it took a long dive, and tho’ he crawled about in the chest-high mud for ages he couldn’t pick it up. Sod’s luck this.


One of the duck got up along the surface and I missed a jammy shot. Sum total: two kills and nothing to show.


Of course Les is transfigured. He loves the north now. On the way home in the boat we discovered two other lakes, as perfect as unshot, and with game on them. Only four miles or so from Albania, the richest shoot in the world. The big tasty duck come over to these nooks and hide out. No one seems to know except my landlord who fishes the lake once a year for eel. So next week Leslie is coming with two guns and a whole stack of cartridges to shoot the piss out of the lakes. Dear me, does Henry Miller jar? . . .


Larry
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To John Gawsworth.




	

c/o The Ionian Bank, Corfu[1936]










. . . Yes this war is worrying. Of course we’re scared shitless because if there’s any place Benito wants more than Ethiopia it’s Corfu. He smashed up the town with bombs in 1925, and had to be chased out by the British: and everyone here is afraid he’ll do it again. Great excitement in the town yesterday coz an Italian bomber came over, reconnoitring, I thought our number was up when I saw this aluminium giant fart overhead. Grace à Dieu we’re living in the extreme north of the island, and if there’s trouble we’ll have to get a fisherman to row us over to Epirus, and escape thence to Athens. What with brigands on the main-land and Italians here I should probably lose my honour all the way to Athens. However, what can one do?


When things quieten up a bit why not come out for a holiday with Barbara and stay with us? It’s cheap living. The drachma has crashed and we get good money for the pound. Rent 2 quid a month, for a big house over the water. Sea dashed up under our drawing room windows, and the dolphins slink by all day as I sit and write this. I’m so glad you’re full of work and plenty, and have got over your rutty bit. Hope the Shiel novel goes well. I must go and bathe now. Naked, by God, with nothing in sight except Lefkas on the horizon.


Our regards to you both,


            Larry.


To Alan G. Thomas c/o The Ionian Bank, Corfu[Spring 1936]


Dear Alan,


I’ve been very down in the jaw lately over this fucking book [The Black Book] which won’t go as it should. It’s difficult. If I ever finish it to my satisfaction I shall feel that virtue has gone out of me. Real virtue. It’s like fine crochet, done at one dead level of emotion. Very queer and difficult for an up and down chap like me. I feel a bit crosseyed even after thirty thousand or so. Also a lot of new theories and principles which will be the death of me. I find that half our trouble is bad emotion. By that I mean romantic indulgence: vide Limbo. This comes from shallow sexual experience I feel sure. What I am after is the real feeling for things uncomplicated any more by our pal J.C. or ethic or code or whatnot. You will see what I mean in Villon. In Lawrence. In Miller. The Ballad of the Dead Ladies for instance is purer, more sharply pure and concentrated like a blow-flame, than, for instance Aldington’s Dream. One is the result of experience: the other a romantic indulgence. I don’t say I rend it and reject it: but I accept it henceforth as an indulgence, as man might eat another iced cake although he knew his diabetes would suffer. What I am for from now on is the essential male and female relationship uncomplicated by mirages and falsities and wish fulfilments. By which you will see that I am getting a very old man. I was twenty-four a month or so ago. But believe me Alan, this is a point worth looking at. I see now what Lawrence means, what Miller is at, and I corroborate it, not just intellectually, but with my own feeling and experiences and bowels. And it’s a very depressing thought. It means that 99 people out of a hundred never grow up emotionally. Never. Which is dismal. But pah! all this may come to nothing. I simply have no belief in my ability to follow a plotted path. I was inconsistent even in the womb my mother tells me, so there’s no hope of a change. Meanwhile the book, whose title changes daily, has got its head in its mouth and won’t budge. It started as Lover Anubis, then Anubis, then Anabasis, then The Black Book. Tomorrow it might be anything or nothing. Just Opus One. Quick, quick, a tabernacle to precocity and preciousness. But I am grateful having you in the van with a bloody standard. Also for the practical side of really quizzing books. I can’t bring myself hardly to look at a thing when it’s done, or not properly done even. It’s so much inert meat. . . .


Well the north is flowering under the rain. This poor shot and dropping stone countryside has flowered in soft grass the height of ankle-boots. The iris and the flag stare at one like stone carved and coloured delicately everywhere. And the asphodel are going through their Victorian aspidistra stage. Moderate fishing. Ten miles south the family brawls and caterwauls and screams in the cavernous new Ypso villa. George and Pam are buying land and building a house. Why I don’t know. When the good weather comes we start our explorations of the virgin north end, with a donkey & a tent. I send you the voting slips from the recent elections. Le roi is the phoenix rising again. Poor devil he’ll burn right enough if he’s not careful. He’s a good man, but the people are hopeless. Politically hopeless as a nomadic tribe. I’ll type out a poem on the back I’ve just done. My landlord is sweetly learning English under my tuition, and I Greek incidentally. Here’s his first parrot memory feat.


I have a little garden and every summer day


I dig it and I rake it and I pull the weeds away . . .


He declaims this to the people in the wine-shop thus:


Ai hef an leetle gungdung end effery zummer die


I deeg it end I rack it end I pule the veeds awaye.


I happened to hear him impressing a chum who came to help him grind the olives up. You should just HEAR him end up, fortissimo with a gesture: and O the wed wed woses that bloom so sveetly there! Laugh? I fair shat meself.


I liked your limerick much. You’re getting a real hand at these affairs. We’ll do an immense heroic satire one day entirely in limericks. As soon as I feel free of this book. It oppresses me, like a sort of malignant constipation. It will not get out. Ah well. Asta mañana and all that sort of crap.


A hail and a Hail.


         Larry.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

KOULOURA[1936]










Dear Alan,


Thank you so much for your long letter. I’m so glad that the news Pat mentioned is really news: hurrah for your good luck, and the horse-sense of Cooper to keep you on.* No, my dear man, none of the stigmata, watch-chain, season-ticket, etc., really apply. It’s a question of temperament, not status. The most cultured people I have met, the most gentlemanly, the most proper, in my sense of the word, have been tied by a willing leg here there and everywhere. But a bookshop of your own is wonderful. I’m almost tempted to come back and join you. Only the English weather po po po as they say here, shaking their rueful heads. Too awful. Which reminds me that we’ve had some lovely weather. Ringing blue days, smelling of ice, but with bright bright sunshine. Today we climbed to the cliff-top and lay for hours in it, out of action. Irises studded everywhere, lemons ripe and oranges. Olives picked and crushed already. Summer is icumen in already. Soon we shall bathe. We are planning trips everywhere when we get our tent made. To Signès, the surprising crater under the very chin of old man Panto, where there flourishes a sudden torrent of holm-oak. So queer, like a green wound in the middle of the stone and rubble and shot and smashed metamorphic rock. There is a drunken papas who rides a mule, is dirty, lascivious and 84 who will make a good photo. Our landlord welcomes us with a kiss on the wrist when we arrive from our sojourn in the lowlands with my people. Altogether hurrah and that kind of thing.


The day before we left Margaret picked up a couple of jongleurs in Kerkyra and brought them to the family villa in the car. They sat on the porch and played turgid Greek jazz with a guitar, a mandolin, and their strong voices in unison. Tha geiresis—I think it means I will come back. One was a sharp featured boy with black eyes and a corrugated forehead, and one a queer humpy man in a cloth cap, with a strong, absolutely flawless voice. He was blind. I was reminded of them putting out birds’ eyes to make them sing. Very queer melodies under the olives, with the old plectrum smacking away at the mandolin, and their right toes tapping in time. Afterwards we took them back into town, and went by car, royally, with music along the roads by the sea. But how can I express this queer place to you. Sometime you must come and share it for yourself. . . .


HAIL AND HAIL AND HAIL.


Larry


To Alan G. Thomas Corfu[1936?]


Dear Alan,


. . . We have taken some amusing photos of the island which are being enlarged in Athens, when I get them I’ll post them to you and you can submit them with a letter to the Geographical Magazine if you will. A week or 2 ago we went up to a death-swamp lake in the north, Les and Nan and me for a shoot. Tropical. Huge slime covered tracts, bubbled in hot marsh-gas and the roots of trees. Snakes and tortoises swimming quietly above and big toads. A rim of emerald slime thick with scarlet dragon-flies and mosquitoes. It’s called: ANTINIOTISSA* (enemy of youth). I shot my first big duck in flight, and we got a couple of herons each. I’ve bought a gun. And tomorrow we get our boat, a lovely 20 foot cutter, which we are going to haul out and scrape and paint ourselves. Send you a snap. It’s a bride of a boat. We are fitting it out and next summer or the next we’ll set off to the Aegean in it alone, with enough food, a gun, a reel. Live virtually on what we shoot and fish and land-skim. When we start I am going to begin a series of letters, long ones to you, which we can print in a book afterwards. A travel book.


My poems are at the printers being quoted. We’ve started the Dugong series. Pat [Evans] will do his poems too. And afterwards I’ll do the Prurient Duck, satires, and Pat an essay on varieties of religious experience. Will you weigh in with a Provençal diary or an open letter to the anti-birth control league. I’ll send you a copy, but much as I love you I’m not going to ask you to hawk me around and incur the wrath of the council. You’re a respectable householder now so just you sit tight and cheer from the stalls. The poems are good. There’s no question of doubt. I know what they’re worth myself. And I don’t care if anyone buys them or not. A little bored with writing these days. I’m going to retire soon, not write except occasionally when I have something to say. At peace a little with The Black Book. It’s not as good as I thought I was. Well, I don’t care. I’ll do the trick yet. Great strength will return the mite. But it must come in its own time. May not publish it. When it’s done I’ll send it to you. What you’ll think will be valuable, because although you’re a bit of a hermit, you really have got the philosopher’s stone hidden somewhere in your dirty rags. O by the way, Pat says you don’t like Miller. Let me buy the copy back will you? I was afraid you wouldn’t, because it’s a book which moves in terribly rare air. I couldn’t read it in England myself. But it’s the book of a great exile, and I’m one myself (minus the great to quite that degree). A greater exile even than Villon is old Miller. I love the red naked personalities of prophets appearing suddenly in the decorous circus of literary literature. It shows up the conscious craftsmen like hell, and makes them see what maggots they are. Away with these old buggers who want art to be a superior cabinet-making. Real art is life. And Miller is a real live Miller all through, not a literary sempstress. As for CHARLES MORGAN ‘THAT Giant bluebell of Observer literature’, what a thin smell of urine and fag-ends goes up from Sparkenbroke. IS THERE NO ONE WRITING AT ALL IN ENGLAND NOW? What do you read when you spend a wet Monday alone? Myself I read one of the sciences. The most exact one to date is demonology. It is fun to follow the growth of science out of magic and demonology, and see it declining again in our time back to magic, its parent. WE SHALL NEVER KNOW ANYTHING. The Victorians tried to destroy our psyche by their cheap watch-chain certainty, their half-hunter universe. Thanks God someone had the sense to break it wide open and uncage the real mysteries for us to feed on.


Adio.


    Larry.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Corfu[1936?]










Dear Al,


. . . Well we have a blazing sun again after a few weeks of rain. Just a slight nip from the mountains. I’m a little sunblind these days. I don’t know what poetry or prose I’m writing really. It’s all happening through a dark velvet curtain. But the great thing is, it doesn’t matter any more. If I write I write. . . .


You wouldn’t recognize Leslie I swear. His personality is really amazingly strong now, and he can chatter away in company like Doctor Johnson himself. It’s done him a world of good, strutting about with a gun under each arm and one behind his ear, shooting peasants right and left. Did I tell you about Antiniotissa? Enemy of youth? We’re going up soon after duck. And as soon as Van Norden can hoist the binnacle and splice a nifty poop we’re off to try for deer and wild boar. I’m queer about shooting. So far I’ve prohibited herons. They’re such heraldic creatures, and when they’re wounded they use their great razor bill like a tailor. I shot a couple and one chased Leslie, and neatly nipped him in the arse. But duck is a different matter. Just a personified motor-horn, flying ham with a honk. No personality, nothing. And to bring them down is the most glorious feeling. THUD. Like breaking glass balls at a range. And the meat is delicious. I could slaughter hundreds without a qualm. They’ve no meaning, no real life. It’s like shooting flying motor-horns honestly. Delightful.


Have you ever seen an octopus killed? Last night we got a big one. A stick with its hook hidden in a few bits of greenery. They’re very gullible. Tease them and they come skating out of their holes and spread like a cobra. Then’s your time. You lunge out, hook, and drag them up. Behold, you have a pink deadly gesticulating umbrella trying to get at you.


The big one coughed up a huge spout of water plumb in our faces, panting heaving and writhing. Their suckers are terrifying. They wrap themselves round your wrists, heaving and squirting and pulping. Altogether filthy. Or walk up and down the wood with a continuous syrupy, sucking noise. Utterly foul. We put it on shore and watched it trying to get back to the sea. Curious, because it travels along the ground, throwing its tentacles out, but not in the air. It moves like lava, with a dull squelch. But funniest of all. When you stab it with a knife, huge electric tremors run through, it lights up for a second like a light, and then changes colour. When you sever the chords above the right eye, half of it dies and goes deep green blue, then over the other eye, and the other half dies. But very very filthy. I’ll send you one in an envelope.


Well, see you on paper soon. And do I send a grand salute of five guns to the terrible cyprian on whom you dote, and whose talons are hooked in your vest? Madam I do. If I’m not one of the bloody family, then what am I? Eh?


Cheers chaps. Larry.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

Sotiriotissa[Corfu 1936]










Dear Alan,


Broadside of a hundred guns.* I’m delirious with the news. Hurrah. June is usually a ringing month. We shall have the Van Norden in the sea and can make several amusing trips for you: to Mourto, a Turkish port opposite us here. To the little islands at the north etc. Such fun, and champagne and sand. Well that’s grand. I was wondering where the cash was coming from to make the Venice trip. Now I have a respite. Perhaps when you’ve been here a little while you’ll forget where you come from and who you are. Lose your memory I mean. Then we’ll chain you by the leg and make you live on the beach until September, just giving you enough fruit to eat, and reading Miller to you all day.


I’m glad you ignore Tropic of Cancer. It means that the backlash that is waiting for you from this writer will be even greater. All great men are fifty years ahead of their time, and H.M. is no exception to the rule. It’s largely a question of experience I think. When I first read Tropic I was delighted with it, not as a new bible, but because it bore out a few theories about writing that I had been trying to formulate. The art of non-art. You remember us in Bournemouth on this theme. Real art being absolutely devoid of ‘artifice’, in the literary sense. The experience proper which is in the core of the book I was rather afraid of: the reason was this. When I read it first, my repulsion from it was the reflection, NOT OF ANYTHING INHERENTLY REPULSIVE IN ITS CONTENT, but of my own habit-pattern, my own upbringing. I was reading into it an unpleasantness which was my own mind. Getting to know Miller a little I see that the medal has an obverse side which very few people will grasp unless they are spiritually adult. Even Zarian in his obscure way is still fighting this bogy. I NOW REALIZE TO THE FULL THE PARADOX WHICH SUCH A BOOK, SUCH A MAN HOLDS IN STORE FOR US. It is this: TROPIC OF CANCER IS THE PUREST BOOK WRITTEN IN OUR TIME: by reducing everything to a common denominator of phenomenon, it achieves a PURITY of soul and cleanliness of spirit, against which people like Joyce and Lawrence in their most abandoned moments seem a little grubby: a little hand-soiled by the great northern mantrap (our disease, our death) THE GUILTY CONSCIENCE. I italicise this coz I want you to read it over and meditate on it. The paradox is there, and sooner or later you will grasp it, reciprocate it with your own conscience and soul. When I say that this is at once the greatest piece of writing in our time, and also the most religious book, IT IS THIS PARADOX WITH ITS LIVID IDEOLOGICAL EDGES WHICH BURSTS OUT OF THE MUMMY WRAPPINGS AND CONFRONTS ONE. You will get it in time: but the toll a great work takes is not a light one. To confront a nakedness so dazzling it is necessary first to achieve a reciprocal nakedness. My dear Alan, I have no fear in saying this to you, because it is the simple and inevitable truth. I was never so poor a critic that I could be lead astray on anything as open and obvious as this. . . .


As to The Black Book, you might like it. But you will notice the slight contamination of conscience here and there infecting the sentiment—a peculiarly English disease. I hope to outgrow it. The sails are set. I’m starting out now in a more splendid curve than you would ever have imagined possible of me, with all your infectious faith and gaiety and loyalty. Don’t be worried by my touches of megalomania here and there, my saying that I’m the best writer in England etc. What I mean is this: 1 HAVE BEGUN TO BE A REAL WRITER. There is no one else on the horizon in England who seems to be developing into the same kind of faun. At the best, brilliant literary practitioners, which is on a level with cabinet-making—any poor fool can learn it at the polytechnik. So when I Durrealize, please understand: I am not comparing myself to the Walpoles, the Morgans, the Aldingtons of the world. I do not compete. By degree I may be lesser: by genus I belong to another race. It is a qualitative difference in which I blow the Lawrentian trumpet. I my own kind, I haven’t begun. Beside Lawrence, beside Miller, beside Blake. Yes, I am humble, I have hardly started. BUT I AM ON THE SAME TRAM. As for the Morgans and Eliots and Co. Why, they do not wear the first eleven cap. You will understand all this better when you see my writing on the heraldic universe. You will exclaim with delight in time, my dear, as certainly as Monday. You will exclaim.


MORE ANON. LOVE LARRY.


[image: Illustration]






	

To Alan G. Thomas




	

c/o Ionian Bank, Corfu[1937]










Dear Alan,


Just been out to Paleocastrizza, where we are having our meeting this spring to arrange about the house. Lovely weather—the fields are crushed hip-high in asphodels and spring flags and millions of wild flowers whose names I don’t know. I am lolling a bit, resting really for the 1st time in my writing life, content and at ease with myself. There is nothing I want to write just now. We walk about the fields with the dogs, are out to callers, and lie in the sun. I want to tell you about Paleocastrizza, so you will expect neither more nor less than you get. We are going round the island to it in the boat, and will anchor in the little bay. Here Koster is living in a little peasant house, and as his girl is leaving him soon, here he has offered us a room—a guest room. It is about as big as your old room in B’mth. I am putting a comfy bed in it, a few pictures on the wall, a table. Very bare. Ourselves we will be camped in the glade near the house under canvas. We will eat together—god knows what I don’t. Bread and cheese and Greek champagne: you might find the diet a bit wild. Figs and grapes if they’re in. Anyway—very rough eats. But from the bay itself we will excurt every day in the Van Norden—to the islands at the north where we will try and find Calypso’s grotto. This is Homer’s country pure. A few 100 yards from us is where Ulysses landed. The women still wash their clothes in the stream. To the big sand-beaches at the south also, Myrtiotissa, Synaradès etc. When the time comes for you to leave, WE WILL MAKE THE JOINT TRIP BACK ROUND THE ISLAND TO THE CORFU SIDE TOGETHER, stopping off to look at the Greek theatre in Butrinto, and at Cassiope the old Roman summer villa of Tiberius or some such. Enclose a map of our plans. You will move from one, to two, and from two to three, as marked. I am not, of course, making anything cast-iron—you may feel like a week’s sun-bathing and nowt else when you come. O.K. But the islands are there, and we’ll see them. Nothing to stop us. We have a fine little black boat, tent, blankets etc. And the good talk we’ll have! I myself want you to arrive on June 1st. Because the moon begins then and on the 8th is full. If the weather is fine we can sail all night, drowsing in the moonlight, among the islands. You’d love that. It should be just nice, not too hot. A boiling English summer. July is the stinker. Take note please of the clothes you must bring:


A LOIN CLOTH???


ONE PAIR OF VERY LIGHT LONG TROUSERS made of any lightweight linen. (You may find the sun a bit burny).


A pair or two of shorts.


A couple of old shirts.


A PAIR OF SANDALS OR BEACH-SHOES.


Nothing else. Now you won’t get a bath until we get back to Sotiriotissa: and the food may be bread and cheese and beer and figs. But in compensation you’ll have the finest bathing and scenery in the world—and ISLANDS!


I’m looking forward to your trip, and I hope you won’t stint yourself about time. You need the sun to get strong and ruddy again after killing yourself over the business. Remember it’s an investment in its way—health gives you more fuel to run on. Don’t work too hard and let me know what you think.


The Van Norden is all black and brown, with white bowsprit and sails. A dream, my good friend, a black devil. Wait till you see her!


Enclose a map of your travels to give you some idea of the topography of the island. The names must muddle you up no end.


Athens day after tomorrow. More anon.


Love.


    Larry.
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To Alan G. Thomas




	

c/o Ionian Bank, Kepkypa,* Greece










[1938]


Dear Alan:


Just a line to apologize for my neglect of you. We have been moving about again this summer and allowing mail to accumulate without bothering even to deal with it: living off the grape-country by the big sand-beach of Aghios Gordios. Also, I have been in Athens three and four times, as people came to stay and I couldn’t work at home.


News of the island? The same idiocy prevails—the afternoon silence broken by nothing but the crack of the Belgian consul’s rifle, as he wings pigeons from his office, safely guarded by a national flag and diplomatic papers. Spiro flourishes greatly. His English has become simply horrible this year, as Leslie is teaching him to swear.


Theodore, to everyone’s sorrow, is probably leaving the island to take up a job on Cyprus; Koster left for Paris last Friday, nearly mad with inaction and blue. I expect he will have to have a plate put in his skull. He hasn’t painted a stroke since you were here: not a bloody nature-morte even; and when he admits it he looks rather nature-morte himself. It reminds me of the Creswell epigram




Master John Blank, the poet, has cut his throat


The only perfect line he ever wrote!




OEBPS/images/line.png





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
| awrence Durrell





OEBPS/images/common.png





OEBPS/images/pub.png
faber





