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Preface to the 2014 Edition





Paul Ableman – playwright, experimental novelist and screenwriter – was one of the most recognisable and well-loved literary figures of Hampstead.


When I first knew him, he was living in a penthouse flat in Fellows Road, which went through many metamorphoses during his long residence. It started off as a small bachelor pad in the wild late sixties, but expanded mysteriously over the years to accommodate more and more books, computers, his second wife Sheila, his younger son Tom, talkative dinner parties, and large summer parties of guests who would crowd on to newly sprouting balconies amongst the pot plants, sit on top of one another on settees, and yell at one another happily in crowded corridors. It was like the Tardis. There was much more room in there than you would have thought possible.


Ableman, too, though small of stature, contained multitudes. He was born in Leeds in 1927 into an unorthodox Jewish family. His father, Jack, was a tailor. His mother, Gertrude, wanted to be an actress, left his father and moved to London, to Hampstead, where she fell in love with an American journalist, Thurston Macauley. (I liked his mother, a flamboyant woman who used to make lively contributions to my class at Morley College, but Paul was more critical of her, and I guess he knew her a lot better than I did.)


Paul was brought up in New York with his mother and stepfather and sent to Stuyvesant High School, returning to England aged eighteen. He did his National Service in the Education Corps, in Gibraltar and Scapa Flow, then went to King’s College London to read English, but did not finish his degree, hanging out in Paris instead, writing erotic fiction.


His novels include I Hear Voices (1957), published by the Olympia Press (a work of which Maurice Girodias was very proud), As Near as I Can Get (1962), Vac (1968), The Twilight of the Vilp (1969, his first book to be produced by Gollancz), and Tornado Pratt (1978): these works were praised for their inventive language, bawdy high spirits, and originality of form by Anthony Burgess, Philip Toynbee, Robert Nye and other friends of the avant-garde.


But his first publication had been a play, written with his mother, Even His Enemy (1948) – produced in London as Letters to a Lady in 1951. Green Julia, his first full-length play, in which two young men discuss an absent mistress, was a great success at the 1965 Edinburgh Festival, and other surreal and experimental plays (such as Tests, 1966) followed, with the encouragement of establishment critics like Harold Hobson, but Ableman also wrote screenplays of a more popular nature. He described himself, proudly, as a freelance writer, and could turn his hand to many different genres, including general science books.


He made something of a speciality of ‘novelising’ BBC series, such as Shoestring (Shoestring, 1979, and Shoestring’s Finest Hour, 1980), Porridge (Porridge: The Inside Story, 1979, and others under the pseudonym Paul Victor), Hi-de-hi (Hi-de-hi, 1983), Dad’s Army (Dad’s Army: The Defence of a Front Line English Village, 1989), Minder (Straight Up: The Autobiography of Arthur Daley, 1991) and Last of the Summer Wine (Last of the Summer Wine: A Country Companion by Clegg, Foggy and Compo, 1992).


His embrace of the sexual revolution of the 1960s unwittingly exposed him to risks. In 1969 he published a book called The Mouth, a harmlessly entertaining and informative book about orality drawing on mythology, psychoanalysis, literature and art, and pleasantly illustrated with images from Magritte, Kitagawa Utamaro and other respectable sources. This provoked an obscenity case of some hilarity, which was very ably contested by Jeremy Hutchinson, and the book and its author were triumphantly acquitted. I appeared as witness for the defence and I hope made a good case for Ableman’s good heart, innocent intentions and literary merit.


Ableman’s first marriage to Tina Carrs-Brown ended in amicable divorce: they had one son, Martin. He married Sheila Hutton-Fox in 1978, with whom he had Tom. His emotional life went through periods of turbulence, but he was always an attentive and affectionate father. As he grew older, he grew milder and more benign (although his amazing shock of hair grew larger and wilder), and he remained an eccentric rather than a conformist.


He was a great walker, and liked to set off into the wilds with his compass, alone or with his wife and son, sometimes sleeping in the amazing expanding Dandy he attached to his car. He made a good gin and tonic in his Dandy, high on Exmoor. He loved the natural world as intensely as he loved the pubs of Soho. On my last walk with him, in the Chilterns, we sat in a field eating our sandwiches, watching a red kite, while he explained to me his theory of the mind, which he expounded in his last book. He was a wonderful talker, but never a deliverer of monologues: he was always eager for a response, and listened to the stories of others with keen curiosity.


The Secret of Consciousness (1999) concerns the function of dreams and the archival capacity and processing mechanisms of the brain during sleep. His claims have yet to be tested, although he maintained it would be easy to do so in a sleep laboratory. His scientist friends (who included Lewis Wolpert) were not persuaded by them. He believed that during sleep the brain sorts and stores diurnal sensory impressions, on a Twin-Data system, one pathway leading to consciousness, the other to the archival memory, and that identity is no more (or less) than the unique set, or narrative, of sensory data of each individual. He saw the novelist’s use of ‘interior monologue’ as an attempt to describe this fluid and ever-changing process of creation.


In later years he began to keep an impressively detailed journal – a sort of forerunner, as he saw it, of the blog – in which he noted domestic and social events and his thoughts on such disparate matters as Judaism, technology, the restaurants of Swiss Cottage and the acting techniques of Peter Sellers: a record of an enquiring mind which found all human life of interest.


Ableman bore his last years of illness with an exemplary mixture of stoicism, good manners and good humour that made his company a pleasure. He never complained, and retained his affectionate delight in others to the last.


 


Margaret Drabble


 


(Margaret Drabble’s obituary for Paul Ableman was first printed in the Independent on 31 October 2006.)
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SHE LOOKED UP warily from the magazine she had not been reading. He had returned to the attack. He glared at her from the bedroom door until she was compelled to glance round. Then he snapped:




— Well?


— Well what?


— Well, for fuck’s sake, do you mind?





She answered calmly:




— No. I said I didn’t mind.


— You do fucking mind!





She didn’t reply, pretended to read her magazine. He gazed at her bitterly. He knew she did mind. He could read it in her manner—resentment, jealousy. If she genuinely hadn’t minded, she would have said it differently, used different words, a different tone of voice. Couldn’t she at least be candid? In a calmer voice he urged:




— Lucy, you do mind. Admit it.


— I mind a little.





Instantly he snarled:




— Why?


— Well—





Well? Well? The tiny lightning of his nerves flickered in a torment of impatience. Well? She couldn’t even argue rewardingly, maintain the pressure, sustain at least the exhilaration of flashing tongues. Very deliberately, ominously, he prompted:




— Yes—well—what?


— Well—I’ll miss you!





With a gasp he sank on to the bed as the projectile exploded in his mind. She had despatched the words with a little sullen glance of defiance. God! Images danced through his brain, of love and joy and tenderness. Waves of yearning rolled from him. He wanted to rain assurances on her, drench her in a torrent of pledges, engulf her in an opium mist of security and devotion. He gazed at the shabby, red carpet and muttered:




— It would only be for the weekend.


— Well!





Once again she pierced him with a sullen, shy, meaningful glance. This time he could immediately amplify her remark. That ‘well’ meant: I miss you in the day, when you’re at work. I miss you if you go out for cigarettes. I live in and for you. I can’t help it. And you should be glad. You should cherish the rare gift. How many men are loved as you are?


And his silence replied: you are my truth and delight. He sighed and suggested:




— You come too.


— How?





True. She could hardly give up her job for a long weekend of pleasure. But that was it. It wasn’t pleasure, not exclusively pleasure. There would certainly be people there it might be useful for him to meet. Now that the verbal exchange had started again he began to sense her duplicity. It was true that she would miss him but it was not the whole truth. He murmured grimly:




— I’m not planning—to do anything—





The sense he wished to convey, and accurately interpreted by her, was that he did not intend, even in the remote event of an opportunity arising, to be unfaithful to her during the weekend at the party in the country. But having to offer this assurance humiliated him. Why must he beg for leave like a child in an orphanage, make his request for the right to a brief separation contingent upon his adherence to moral values he did not, in any case, recognize? He said tightly:




— Mad. Really, it’s mad!


— All right.





Now a fresh cataract of images glittered through his mind, images of freedom and adventure, of laughing bachelor friends, fragments of the night laden with voluptuous promise, rooms dense with drunken, merry, free-living people. Why must love be narrow and exclusive? He rose and crossed to the window, pulled back the curtain and gazed down at the leaf-netted street-lamps and at the gleams of light round the wings of cars. He muttered:




— I think I’ll go.


— All right go.





He smiled at the intensity of his own childishness and fury. This was the second or third time he had wrung from her reluctant consent. Damn it, he didn’t want to wade off through the sludge of her misery. He wanted to dance away on the wings of her loving approval. Why couldn’t she rejoice in his going, realizing that, whether she went physically or not, she could accompany him. If there were true communion between them everything could be shared.




— It could be shared!


— How?





Yes how? What did he mean? He felt the coherence of his argument beginning to crumble. Was he expressing a reasoned plea for greater flexibility in marital relations or merely howling like a child for a toy? Was he trying to provide her with deeper insight into his own nature and that of his sex or simply rationalizing because he felt guilty? Was he saying what he believed? Did he believe what he had said? Was there even a fluctuating thread of consistency in his attitude? Once again he urged:




— You know I never deceived you. I told you what I felt when we first came together. You remember?


— Yes.


— I said that I promised to love you and look after you but not to be faithful to you. And you accepted it. Didn’t you?


— Yes.





He looked at her hopefully. He didn’t want to amplify further. To have made the reproach more explicit would have involved reanimating his own profound but repressed conviction of the hypocrisy of the original agreement.


It was certainly true that he had claimed the right to sexual freedom almost from their first meeting. But it was also true that he had known from the start that the sort of relationship he sought with this vital and lovely peasant girl was incompatible with any such freedom. He had realized at once that only exclusive loyalty and passion were in her gift. Thus integrity demanded that he should have made a choice, taking her in the only role consonant with her nature, that of exclusive wife, or sacrificing her to the freedom he believed in and craved. But he had done neither. He had weakly compromised. He had taken her and at the same time told her, and compelled her to acknowledge, that it was only a partial deed. But the stipulation had been negated by the statement of his taking her. By so doing he had ratified her terms, whatever reserve clause he had feebly stammered. And he had never subsequently had the courage to admit this to himself because he had never been able to bear the thought of being closeted for life in marital fidelity. Better hemlock! What price the earth and its dusty, derivative pleasures if one could never again drink from the source, never again explore a woman?


Nevertheless he recognized the moral squalor of all this. He knew that he had, with whatever craven and unconvincing reservations, made his choice. He should therefore have had the strength to transmute its consequences into something of value, to grow and deepen in the love of his splendid wife and bend the gipsy urges to creative ends.


All this was now latent in his mind as, governed by a new spurt of fury, he reached once more into a mental scabbard and withdrew the dagger he loathed but never ceased to hold at the throat of their union:




— Well, fuck it, you can’t just say yes. I mean, what did you think I meant when I said that?





She didn’t reply. She had no reply. She hadn’t command of the subtle levers of casuistry as he had. He wanted to seize her and wring out of her an admission of his essential integrity:




— Lucy! Answer me! When I said I promise to love you but not to be faithful to you, what the fucking—fucking!—goddamn fucking hell did you think I mean!





Finally, sullenly, she murmured:




— Well—I thought when you found how sweet and fresh I was you wouldn’t want to.





Hush!


Again he collapsed. Pricked by the needle of her candour the bladder of his egotism shrank again to a wisp. Oh it was true! He had craved those things; her sweetness, freshness and devotion. He had craved them and been unwilling to pay the price for them, the price of accepting the conventions that went with them: the hermetic life, the fortress-family, the monogamous ideal.


He gazed at her with a dazed look. Yes, yes it was that. In the terror of the world, it was her love and care which made life not merely bearable but, if only intermittently apprehended as such, a great chorus of praise to the loveliness of the earth. Parties? Girls? Freedom? He was like an idiot at a banquet gazing greedily at a sour apple tree beyond the window.


He smiled at her in bewilderment, at the effortless alchemy with which she could transmute his rage into reverence, his greed into tenderness and she, in return, threw him little questioning glances. Was it all right again now? Was he hers again? Had the switch been thrown and the powerful field of their love sprung into being again?


He shook his head with a dry cough of laughter. What was it? Some issue? He glanced about the room. He had no great affection for objects but these defined him. The bed from one relative, the chest of drawers from another, the carpet and bookcase they had actually bought, all of them shabby enough but, vitalized by long resonance to the rhythm of their life together, a home. Where else could he be? How could he be anywhere where she was not? A home is a gaol. And a cathedral. And a womb.


It was clear enough. Already his heart, or those centres of the brain which govern emotional response, was filling again with the bright serum of tenderness. He wouldn’t go to the party and he wouldn’t regret it. And tonight they would have tea together and talk, taking up again the lilt and ripple and melody of the long, laughing dialogue between them. And throughout the wheeling night, when the guilt of the stars at having violated space seeps down to infect the upstart power of planetary mind, they would lie together in total union of body and feeling. They would lie so close their hearts would beat in unison. And in the early hours, in an agony of need for physical confirmation of her presence, he would wake to find himself madly kissing her face and neck and arms and breasts.


So it would always be. Surely there was something morbid in the notion of two people in perfect accord? Anyway they would always quarrel and perhaps once or twice over the next twelve years, as had happened a few times in the last, black fury would so annex him, or perhaps her, that a blow would land. Well—and it was nothing. Passion converted momentarily into lightning, if anything recharging their need for each other.


He sat down in the littered armchair and held out his arms to her. She moved towards him shyly. Like a girl-bride to a pasha she approached and knelt down in front of him. He leaned forwards and tugged her into his arms. Then, no longer conscious of what he was saying because all his awareness was concentrated on the fact of her yielding, beloved body in his arms again, he reaffirmed the old declaration:




— I love you—oh I love you so—
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THE MOON POURED green radiance down on the church. A pensive nurse stood at the hospital window. Sue, from the party a year or eighteen months before, paused in the pub door. She confessed shyly:




— I want to go with this lady.





Ram said:




— Yes. We’ll all go with this lady. To my place.





Down the hill, winding through danger, past the glowing façade of the cinema. Sue’s chosen looked very Jewish that evening, her hair or wig in tight curls, large, thick-lipped face, splayed nose. She had arrived after the war, with a roughneck husband, from central Europe, washed out on the tide of hate. They brought with them ineradicable accents, he various clumsy, sometimes dubious, methods of earning a little more than labourers do, she a fading elegance and coarse candour. A meagre, blonde little girl with a running nose snuffled around them.


Sue had chosen ill. We poured up the hill in the traffic stream and Jane, curious and flattered, started interrogating the retreating girl. Who are you? Where do you live? What do you do? What do you do, what?




— I thought of working in the cinema. Well, you see—it’s dark—


— Leave her alone.


— She must toughen up a bit.


The girl kept twisting and dodging.


— I thought—I could get another room. I had to leave my friend—you see—





A year, eighteen months, before, we had first grazed her. She had been in the taxi with us. Or had arrived in another taxi just behind us, A dark, lovely face; a thin girl escorted by a virile Cockney we had known for years. He read Spengler, earned fat pay envelopes at a composing machine, painted presumably sub-standard paintings. He asked:




— Have you met my latest?


— What do you think of his latest?





I asked you later. You would never admit good of another female, not while she was within tempting range. At that particular party, imperfectly isolated in memory from many others, we saw them through gaps in the revelry. You and I were together then. I touched this girl, a furtive hug round the waist, electrified by your sharp, pained glance. She sat on a chair and raised her skirt in a sudden, mischievous gesture. I saw to her stocking tops and knew the sickening pang of desire. You and I were close then but strained already.


We reached Ram’s flat and tumbled in with our bottles. He made it dark. Jane lost interest in her unsolicited protégé and the trying little Indian shouldered the attack. In a clipped, high voice he complimented her:




— You have quite a good profile.





He nodded, smiled, feeling for a method of annexing the girl. He liked a reserve stock.




— Listen, we will be having a party here soon—in two weeks. What is your telephone number so that I can invite you to it? Come along, you like parties, don’t you?





Sue smiled vacantly. She gazed vacantly about. A hunted thing leaped and swerved behind her eyes.




— Leave her alone, Ram!





I urged irritably again.


But it went on although becoming subdued. I lay back in a haze of wine, barely hearing the assaults, until from Ram and another man came the critical ones:




— Don’t bother with her.


— The girl’s stupid.





As she hurled her glass at the aloof Indian, Sue uttered a low scream. I sprang up and pushed her tormentor, tumbling him backwards on to the bed. I registered his indignation as I turned to comfort Sue. From the depths of her convulsive distress kept arising the query:




— I heard someone say I was stupid. Why am I stupid? Why?





She was still sobbing helplessly when I removed her. Ram assumed I was taking her home to caress her. I simply thought I was taking her home but it seemed we had to glide off down the highways, the bright strips winding out of town. I was a little touched by her faith and almost merged with the part I was playing: protector, spiritual comrade, he who understands. We shot out through the ghost of Hendon, a lonely, nocturnal bullet occupied by a hysterical girl and a self-indulgent man. We needed petrol.


I had sensed that she was schizophrenic, moving delicately between gulfs, capable of supporting the world in its more tranquil phases but never far from a tumble down the sharp shale and a slow struggle back. Now she was an out-patient.


We found petrol as the gauge threatened halt. It was shortly after Sue had extracted the last sniff from her despair. Then I encircled her shoulder with my arm as we wound through suburban lanes.




— Sometimes I think I’ll go into one of those places and stay for the rest of my life.





These are not my people. Who are my people? A few blue pills or an eighth of Scotch still get me to work. They hate the animals.


Ram’s hue had aggravated his offence. The country was filling up with aliens. Dark, strange beings. I waited for my own heredity to be censured but:




— I like the Jewish people.


— Do you suppose we turn right or left?





A thin, wandering girl in a shabby dress, she huddled against me as we nosed the eerie, empty highway. It lay bathed in imported radiance. She glanced listlessly both ways and snuggled closer to me. I kissed her cheek. A red car screamed out of London and vanished into mileage. I turned left after it. Somewhere hunched generators span. The clock ticked and the earth rolled. I couldn’t spend all night carting a mad girl round the suburbs.




— Sue—let’s go home.





But I sensed that this was wrong. She mustn’t be betrayed twice in one evening. Would they admit her? Would her ‘adviser’ be there? Where was the place?


Finally we curved in towards the low cubes. Grass and concrete stiff in the livid glare and an appropriate touch of nightmare to greet us.


I had glimpsed a squat porter who observed and disappeared as our beams swung round the drive. I nosed into a slot in the row of cars under the institution’s windows. Smudged light through a transom reached the room immediately before us. Sue, now calm, gazed straight ahead, anticipating rescue. I opened my door and circled the car to her side. In the room ahead someone fumbled amidst vague shapes. As I opened Sue’s door, a piercing torch beam shot from the window into our eyes. My own composure was not totally immune to the impression of a demented hag with an evil ray. Sue simply gasped and collapsed against me. She was still heaving in terror as a bulky, bespectacled sister bore reproachfully down on us.


The doctors had left hours ago. No, of course the girl couldn’t be admitted. There was an indispensable procedure for admission. The porter lurked in the background to reinforce the other’s outrage.




— Who’s your doctor? What’s his name?





The sister bent sceptical, bold eyes on the girl who, in a thin, uninflected voice, gave her psychiatrist’s name. During the brief, ensuing interrogation, Sue, glancing at the harsh woman as she answered, otherwise gazed steadily into blankness. She was restored and without hope. I begged the woman to receive the girl but she was adamant. For her, the unstable were merely the ordinary and this was no urgent case. The woman was competent. I sensed that behind the facade of blunt questioning she had probed the girl’s state and found it tolerable.




— Get some sleep. Have you any pills? See that she gets a night’s sleep.





I eased Sue back into the car. Folly. Why had we come? She was calm enough now. The sister leered faintly as I started the engine and backed out. An easy victory for her. These girls are viable. A little firmness. All this tearing about in the night.


And indeed Sue was verging on cheerfulness when we finally slid up to her door.


So that was a night out. Home from the champagne ball at dawn. The machines, at least, had danced. Our cities have become pavilions for jubilant machines through which two-legged mammals shuffle warily. Good-night—er—good-morning, Sue. Glad I could help a little. Thanks for that chaste peck. My wife? Actually we’re—kind of—separated.


But our cultured hill is too small to enforce durable separation. My sense of your presence, immanence, never wanted and, less reticent than deity, you repeatedly confirmed it by an Appearance. I spied you in the morning with John, on the ‘terrasse’ of the coffee bar. Odd to find John at this side of town. Excellent fellow. Best English breeding and yet entire family liquidated by German sanitation squads. Slightly swarthy—like a young English aristocrat back from Bermuda.




— Naturally I think you’re a bastard.





Loves us both, this man. Pronunciation impeccable but inflection subtly mentions Poland. The hordes of the abused. Never heard of any of them again. Fire on my right and curiosity on my left. Exposed in a novel way.




— I’ve made myself comfortable—well—





Nothing bizarre. Three old friends having coffee on a bright morning. Doesn’t matter if anyone sees us. Comfortable? It’s a comfortable room, of course. Of course, I knew you’d be all right. Everything kept candid.




— Possibly we could have dinner together?


— Waiter, three more coffees, please.


— John, give us another fag. So you’ve stepped in smartly, eh?


— God, you are a bastard.


— Only superficially.





Jaunty as ever.




— Possibly we could have dinner together?


— All right.





Is it a good idea? New modes of calculation seem to be asserting themselves. Grin not quite effortless.




— Possibly we could have dinner together?





And after dinner? No, mustn’t weaken. Be snarling again in a week. Must see it through. A civilized trio in the most cultured part of Hampstead.




— Still jobbing or broking or whatever?


— God, you are—what is it, another cigarette?





Aware of her differently. Mine. Not mine. Close. Not close. Gay. Hardly gay. The discs of the broken columns at Sunium. The cold, wet heather. The trains drumming through that ghastly night in the lay-by. Yogurt and brandy with George. Too much to shed. But I’ve been cunning. Lose nothing. Just a kind of holiday, a vacation.




— Shall we have dinner together—one night?


— All right.





A fat, grey faun, George darting over the site. The great crag shouldering the broken temple. George, the gas-man, stooped muttering over inscriptions older than monotheism. Then the time for krasi. Very demanding, wine, in hours. We loved Athens and it seemed to reciprocate.




— Then—tomorrow night. Have to go now.


— A date?





Your eye shot sparkling challenge.




— Yup.





Our convention was candour. No shame. Damn it, I’d made that point often enough. You say you’re comfortable? What is behind your mad eyes? Your hair is on fire. There must be constituents of flesh and the world in your passion. No harm in having dinner together. May you never find me ludicrous.


I stood in the old living room where I now slept. The five fish—four carp, three of them golden, and a sliver of tench—registered my monstrous presence by flipping to their corner for food. I sprinkled some into the corrupt water. Must change it or they’d die. My son was in Spain.




— One of the best-selected small private libraries I’ve seen.


— Thank you, sir. I’ve forgotten how to read.





Those books are wrong. They are often contradictory. I think there are important aspects of our nature that do not receive due consideration in them. Socrates was a lethal swine. We are rushing through crazy rapids. London sprouts radiant towers. The world has laryngitis. Love is, of course, a word. When Esther was living with Jim, I found a plaster nude there. An oddly-bent girl.




— What is this statue? Who created it?


— Jim did.


— Jim is no sculptor.





Esther was embarrassed. The figure crouched oddly. Its anatomy was dubious. Jim would surely have examined it critically.




— The back’s not right.





Jim would surely have studied it intently, alight with interest. But she said he had modelled it! Jim clammy with moist plaster?




— Oh—you know—occupational therapy. Jim needed something!





He had tried various things. Codeine.




— One or two. Nothing impressive.





Nocturnal coffee.




— But, Jim, you can’t drink coffee all night and complain of insomnia.


— No, it doesn’t affect me.





He had come to depend on wine, a single glass, at dinner. Once or twice a week he might get drunk, his tall, corpse face animated above the crowd. Genial, patrician zombie extracting absurdity from the impact of instinct on convention, baring black stumps at some fetching girl. Codeine, coffee, alcohol, in moderation, the legitimate eccentricities and excesses of a balanced mind.


I had continued to stare uneasily at the figurine as Esther hastened to the kitchen to make coffee. What was it saying? I had to be tamped into warped existence to keep Jim sane? Jim? The mind that effortlessly humbled mine, that I had never seen intimidated by another intelligence? Of course, Jim, we whispered that you were sterile, that your acute understanding would never be the matrix of achievement. I asked you once:




— But ultimately—what do you ultimately want to do?





Your face puffed like a frog’s, your chest expanded in parody of all pompous ambition:




— Write a great, big book!





Good, you were sound, impregnable. In ecstatic flight, I raged at your logic and exact knowledge. And took comfort from just those things. Superior intelligence is a corrosive neighbour. Desmond, armoured by substantial achievement, in the acid murk of the Vesuvius Club, smarting from your benign contact:




— James Barraclough—with his intellect—I know all about his intellect!





With Silvia, I defended you and, since a champion assimilates some portion of his hero’s merit, gained a little self-esteem by doing so. I said that the modes of achievement that we have institutionalized are not necessarily the highest and are certainly not the only ones. That a person’s achievement may be expressed in terms of the change he effects in others. Jim had certainly changed you, Silvia. And me. I said that it was arguable that all forms of acknowledged success represented pathological hypertrophy of a particular function or attribute, that beyond this might lie a realm of subtle achievement whose measure was the total effect of the immersion of a personality in a culture.


We have talked so much, Jim, and deeply probed each other’s nature. No conventional barriers of shame, no restraint of class, race, origin have impeded our intimacy. But I never asked you about that plaster girl.
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