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INTRODUCTION

'Maurice Girodias

I founded The Olympia Press in Paris, in the spring of
1953. It was a shoestring operation if ever there was
one. It was conceived as a desperate move on my part to es-
cape complete social and economic annihilation. During the
three preceding years I had led an uncertain, inactive life,
trying to absorb the enormous blow I had suffered when my
previous publishing business had collapsed—or rather had been
taken away from me—in 1950. I had lived in near-complete
bumhood during that period of obscurity, dragging myself
from miserable room to even more miserable room, spending
what little energy I still had devising extravagant and pitiful
stratagems to borrow or otherwise procure money. My only
companion was my brother Eric, who was in nearly as bad
shape as I; but he was 27 and I was 34, and I felt utterly
senile. He, at least, was still man enough to cook pathetic
little meals on an alcohol lamp, which helped us survive from
day to day. Ugh.

Publishing books in English, in Paris, books that would sell
easily because they would belong to the “not to be sold in
U.S.A. & UXK.” category, appeared at one point to be the
only possible way for me to make money and build up a new
publishing business in spite of my lack of-capital. My father,
Jack Kahane, had, before me, founded his own publishing
house, The Obelisk Press, in the ’thirties. I was still in touch
-and on very friendly terms with Henry Miller, who had been
his major literary discovery. Henry would certainly help by
giving me one of his unpublished manuscripts to start me off;
only a few years before, in 1947, I had put up a big fight on
his behalf. My other chance was that I had made friends with
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a couple of printers who said they would extend some credit
on the first books I would give them to print.

But if I am to tell here, however briefly, the story of The
Olympia Press, I must begin at the beginning, that is, with
my father’s experience in the ’thirties.

My father was born in 1888, a Jewish gentleman from
Manchester, one of three brothers who came after a group of
nine sisters. His family was wealthy but the early demise of
my grandfather soon caused the tribal fortunes to be dissi-
pated. My father was thus successively a silver-spoonfed in-
fant and a very poor orphan; he did not go to the University
but nevertheless he developed a great taste for the theater,
writing, and music, which arts he practiced with great
amateur enthusiasm. He made quite a bit of money; became
an attraction to the ladies and an expert in elegant living,
being the owner of seven bulldogs and fifty pairs of trousers.
The outbreak of the first World War coincided with a great
emotional catastrophe in his life. He gave away everything he
owned and volunteered to die; but instead of quickly dying
he discovered through a telescope, from the top of the
gray-white cliffs surrounding Marseilles, a new facet of the
life he was not yet to quit—a bubbly, charming, piquant
young French bourgeoise, Marcelle Eugénie Girodias, whom
he was to marry three years later, in 1917, after having been
through the hell of Ypres and a good bit of what followed.

In the spring of 1919 I awoke to the light of life under the
sign of Aries with Leo in the ascendant, the son of that
Entente Cordiale couple, in the mellow comfort of my
French grandparents’ apartment on Avenue du Bois, now
the Avenue Foch. My first years were thus spent in the quiet
luxury of drapes and lace, velvet and gilt, Louis XV furniture
and Chinese art, rich smells of Sunday roasts and the whiffs
of lavender coming from the linen closet. Far below, under
the tall trees bordering the Avenue, red-faced nurses from
Auvergne or Brittany were pushing baby carriages filled with
the hope of France, and eyeing gauche soldiers from under
their bonnets; immaculate horsemen were torturing their
mounts for the benefit of a pale lady, mysterious in the shade
of a frilly parasol.

German gases had ruined my father’s lungs and he fell
very ill shortly after I was born. Tuberculosis, in those days,
was quite as frightening and deadly as cancer today; the only
known cure was crisp mountain air, and it was only by a
miracle, and thanks to my mother’s care, that he pulled
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- through. But after that my father’s protracted convalescence

forced us to live in the country, and he spent the postwar

. years shut off from all practical activities. As a reaction, no
~ doubt, he started to write light novels, usually quite funny,

with such titles as - To Laugh and Grow Rich, Suzy Falls Off,
etc. His publisher, Grant Richards, went bankrupt. My father
had invested some capital in a small French publishing ven-

~ ture and that went down too. Then came the depression of

the ’thirties in France and my grandfather in turn quickly
lost all his money, of which he had had quite a lot. The
home of my childhood, the poetic Chateau-du-Fond-des-
Foréts, with all its memories, had to be sold for a small
portion of what it was worth, both in dreams and in money,

" to a French family of primitive nouveaux riches who started

growing potatoes on the well-manicured lawns. The house
was fortunately destroyed by fire a few years later.

My father was more or less on his feet by then. We settled
in Paris. He decided to publish his own books and went into

. partnership with a French printer. The first book he brought

. out under the imprint of The Obelisk Press was one of his

~ own, Daffodil, a refreshing, neatly recounted tale about a

young lady losing her virtue by stages, which sold well and
regularly for years to eager, naive tourists.

England was still so completely Victorian in those years, so
strangely prudish. It seems hard to understand how a whole

- generation of men who had been through the toughest of

L e e e e

wars—and won—could be reduced to the level of schoolchil-
dren, and be told what to read and what not to read by a
conglomerate of spinsters and bowler-hatted policemen. My
father had emigrated for good to a country where freedom
was not a vain word, and I wonder what would have hap-
pened to him if he had ever returned to England to live. He
was revolted by the near-hysterical conformism of that soci-
ety which covered with abuse a man like D. H. Lawrence,
and let him be tormented and quartered by the hounds of
decency.

The little my father had ever said on the subject had made
a deep impression on me. And I was awakening to the social
reality of that time of the greatest of all horrors: the Spanish
Civil War. I saw freedom in agony, I saw the victory of the
mercenary- legions from Morocco over that grandiose, im-
provised, ill-fitted Republic. I understood how the forces of
reaction at work in Spain were the same as those which had
caused Joyce to be morally exiled from England; the same on
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which the German and Italian dictators were building their
black and brown empires. Since my earliest childhood, the
notion of individual freedom had been deeply rooted in me.
Everything I saw or felt as I was growing up turned into a
passion—a passion I shared with millions of contemporary
Frenchmen, although my own brand drew me toward a form
of individualistic anarchy while the others usually went
toward practical communism or socialism. I resented and
hated Pesprit bourgeois in all its manifestations, but I also
distrusted all forms of human association.

I had, by inclination, elected Proust as my literary god, but
Céline’s Voyage au bout de la nuit came as a revelation of a
totally different order. Soon after came another similar shock
when I read Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, which had
been published by my father for the first time in 1934.

Miller had been my father’s pet genius during the brief
career of The Obelisk Press. My father had also published
young Lawrence Durrell’s first novel, The Black Book, and
others by Anais Nin, Cyril Connolly, a fragment of Joyce’s
Work In Progress (Haveth Childers Everywhere, printed in a
limited edition) and his Pomes Penyeach; also, not to be
forgotten, that cosmic monument of sexo-journalistico-
literary bombast, Frank Harris’ My Life and Loves.

War was imminent. My father hurriedly finished the
manuscript of his Memoirs of a Booklegger, and was discov-
ered dead on the morning of September 3, 1939, stricken by
the sheer horror of it all. I was twenty. I found myself in the
situation of a middle-aged male with a sizable family to feed,
but I had strictly no experience of any sort, and, in the guise
of capital, all I had was a collection of bar debts left by my
father.

After a number of very disconcerting adventures which
happened in quick succession during those months when our
Gallic civilization was so easily falling apart I started a
publishing firm of my own, Les Editions du Chéne, which
specialized in art books and was quite successful from the
start in spite of my complete ignorance of all technical,
commercial, or financial matters; in spite, also, of the fact
that my initial capital consisted merely of one ton of canned
celery, acquired on the black market but which proved to be
entirely worthless. .

After the war, I extended my activities toward literature
and I revived my father’s Obelisk Press; we did new printings
of Henry Miller’s books, which sold in immense quantities as
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compared to the few hundred copies sold before the war, and
became part of the G.I.’s European education. We compiled
a new version of The Memoirs of Fanny Hill from the two
earliest known editions of that archetype of libertine litera-
ture, and sold, I believe, close to one hundred thousand
copies. I was also still very active as a French-language
publisher: I put out a series of Russian classics in French;
launched a few good novels, among them Nikos Kazantzakis’
Alexis Zorba (his first published work, I believe), side by side
with political essays, books on art and archeology, a literary-
philosophical review, edited by Georges Bataille and titled
Critique (which later was taken up by other publishers and,
much to my surprise, has survived through the years), and a
variety of other publications including a journal devoted to
the art of knitting. All this was done in my new headquarters
which consisted of a small palace situated at 4, rue de la
Paix.

I had never had any really brutal contacts with the law
until the two legal battles which took place in those postwar
years. One of them was when I was sued for libel jointly with
Yves Farge, a prominent French Resistance figure who was
the author of a pamphlet I had published in which he

- exposed the collusion between certain big business interests

and the French administration. Qur opponent was one of the
bosses of the Socialist Party which was in power at the time:
Félix Gouin.- He had also been the first President of the
Gaullist Republic in Algiers, in 1942, and carried much
ponderous weight. The trial lasted close to one whole week,
with several members of the government appearing in court

. as witnesses for the prosecution; it was quite an exciting

experience. Finally, we won the case against our formidable
adversary, which fact should certainly be held to the credit of
the French judicial system of the time.

The second scuffie has been known as Paffaire Miller, the
first case of literary censorship to- occur in France in many
years. It took place shortly after the war, in 1946 and 1947,

. when I first released a French translation of Henry Miller’s

Tropic of Capricorn, shortly after which Miller’s Tropic of
Cancer and Black Spring were printed in French by two
other firms. I was prosecuted together with the two other
publishers under the 1939 law on obscene publications: this
was not only the first application of that law, it was also the

- first case of this nature to be tried publicly since the famous

prosecutions against Flaubert’s Madame Bovary and Baude-
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laire’s Fleurs du mal one half-century before, which had left
such an uncomfortable impression in the memory of all
French magistrates.

France had been considered the land of freedom, of intel-
lectual and political liberties, ever since the eighteenth centu-
ry, ever since Diderot and Volitaire, ever since the rules and
~ principles of modern democracy had been set up by the 1789
Revolution. There had been difficult moments, naturally, un-
der the reigns of the two Napoleons, before and during the
1870 and 1914 wars, or during such crises as laffaire Drey-
fus. Conservatism, colonialism, racism, and religious in-
tolerance are part of the make-up of the French bourgeois,
who is just as bigoted, brainlessly selfish, and frightened as his
counterparts in the other countries. But in France the liberal
and progressive elements have, in the last two centuries,
asserted a generally dominant influence on the political and
intellectual life of the country. People really believed in the
dogmas represented by such words as Freedom, Progress,
and Democracy, which seemed as necessary to any French-
man as food or air.

But in the last twenty years a sinister change has taken
place. What looked like a perennial tradition has been dis-
mantled in less than a generation; Freedom, Progress, and
Democracy are now no more than quaint slogans from the
past, which are only to show how naive and inefficiently
romantic the prewar Frenchmen were.

Many believe that this change in a nation’s attitude has
been brought about by the recent political upheavals. It
seems to me that it works the other way around: the change
of regime is but one consequence of a much deeper, subter-
ranean alteration of the national psyche. The French bour-
geoisie constitutes the backbone of the country; they were
scared nearly out of their wits by the socialist and communist
offensive which developed in the country at the time of the
Spanish Civil War; they were mortally humiliated by the
German victory a few years later; and now they are reacting
convulsively against their earlier fears and humiliations. Mod-
ern bourgeois extremism is being built up against bourgeois
liberalism of old. France is now entirely dominated, owned,
manipulated, exploited, milked, policed by les bourgeois for
les bourgeois. The victims of a strange osmosis, the French
Communists themselves have turned bourgeois, and, quite
naturally, they are even more intolerably bourgeois than the
bourgeois-born bourgeois. The whole country reeks of ennui,
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of priggish virtues; everywhere you come up against Nie-
tzschean clowns, dyspeptic Machiavellis. All the fun and
gaiety have left this nation; the Algerian war chased the last
. colonies of young artists and loafers away from Paris; in this
hygienic-looking city, whitewashed by governmental decree,
%r‘ the spirit is dead, the secular feast is ended . ..
. The prosecution against the Miller books was the first sign
of the evolution which was to culminate, after some fifteen
years, in the present unhappy state of things. However, at
~ that time, the French intellectuals had just regained their
.~ precious freedom after four years of German occupation and
everybody protested very loudly. Committees were formed
for the defense of Henry Miller and, through him, of free-
dom of expression. It seemed to work, at first. After two
years of uncertain litigation, the case was dropped by the
. Ministry of Justice. I took this as a victory; and I did not
know how wrong such a view would prove to be in the long
run.

But I had other worries. My affairs were in bad shape, as I
had expanded my business too quickly without paying the
least attention to the notion of money—a habit rather deeply
ingrained in me, I confess. I was forced to make an agree-
ment with my chief creditors, which now appears to me as a
masochistic trap I had laid for myself: I slaved for three
years on the tiniest salary in order to pay my debts, and I
had nearly accomplished that noble aim when one of the
creditors conspired to get control of my firm—and then sold
his ill-acquired interest to a big publisher. I was expelled
from my own company, unable to understand or resist that
piece of classical capitalistic maneuvering.

It was a cruel lesson, as Les Editions du Chéne had
become my flesh and blood, and losing it made me feel like
King Saud must have felt being suddenly deprived of all his
wives. I tried to put up a fight to recover my property and
wasted in the attempt one whole year, as well as money I did
not possess, and what little energy I still had in me. As to my
adversaries, once they had obtained control of my publishing
house, they found that they had acquired, dishonorably and at
an enormous expense, a handful of sand: Les Editions du
Chéne was left to vegetate and slowly perish.

This long digression has brought me back to the beginning
of my story. Perhaps it will make the founding of The
Olympia Press comprehensible: I would never have launched
into that next phase of my publishing career had I not ac-
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quired over the years the urge to attack the Universal Estab-
lishment with all the means at my disposal. To fight one head
of the beast rather than another had no real importance; to
fight French intolerance or Anglo-American moral conven-
tions really came to the same thing.

In the spring of 1953, then, The Olympia Press was
founded, a shoestring operation par excellence.

The offices consisted of a small room at the back of a
rundown bookstore at 13 rue Jacob, and the staff of myself
and a part-time secretary: tiny, gray-eyed Lisa.

The first manuscript I acquired was Henry Miller’s Plexus;
this came out in a two-volume numbered edition together
with Sade’s Bedroom Philosophers (the first and so far only
English translation of La Philosophie dans le boudoir), Apol-
linaire’s Memoirs of a Young Rakehell, and Georges Bataille’s
Tale of Satisfied Desire (in French: L’Histoire de Il'oeil—
published anonymously under the sweet pseudonym of Pierre
Angélique).

Apollinaire’s famous exercise in the eroticism of adoles-
cence had been translated by Dick Seaver, and Austryn
Wainhouse had done the English version of both the Bataille
and Sade books. They both were members of a very colorful
group whose nucleus was an English-language, Paris-based
literary quarterly called Merlin, which had been founded in
the spring of 1952. The erratic pope of that pagan church
was Alex Trocchi, of Italo-Scottish extraction, Alex of the
somber, fiery brow—who turned himself into a literary lady
of little virtue by the name of Frances Lengel and wrote a
novel titled Helen and Desire which was to become the
model of a new brand of modern erotic writing. Pale, ill-fed,
ill-garbed Christopher Logue was tortured by many poetic
ambitions of high stature, but nevertheless allowed himself to
write a pre-Jamesbondian novel entitled Lust; and to give
him encouragement I bestowed on him the pseudonym of
Count Palmiro Vicarion. Patrick Bowles, Philip Oxman,
Baird Bryant, Alfred Chester, John Stevenson and John Cole-
man were all more or less directly connected with Merlin, as
was also, at a prudent distance, George Plimpton. Iris Owens
became an important addition, and Marilyn Meeske. Some of
them contributed to The Olympia Press novels which were
usually violently extravagant and outrageous.

I usually printed five thousand copies of each book, and
paid a flat fee for the manuscript which, although modest,
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| formed the substance of many an expatriate budget. My
publishing technique was simple in the extreme, at least in
the first years: when I had completely run out of money I
wrote blurbs for imaginary books, invented sonorous titles
* and funny pen names (Marcus van Heller, Akbar del Piom-
bo, Miles Underwood, Carmencita de las Lunas, etc.) and
. then printed a list which was sent out to our clientele of
~ book-lovers, tempting them with such titles as White Thighs,
The Chariot of Flesh, The Sexual Life of Robinson Crusoe,
With Open Mouth, etc. They immediately responded with
. orders and money, thanks to which we were again able to
" eat, drink, write, and print. I could again advance money to
my authors, and they hastened to turn in manuscripts which
more or less fitted the descriptions.

It was great fun. The Anglo-Saxon world was being at-
tacked, invaded, infiltrated, out-flanked, and conquered by
© this erotic armada. The Dickensian schoolmasters of England
. were convulsed with helpless rage, the judges’ hair was stand-
ing on end beneath their wigs, black market prices in New
York and London for our green-backed products were soar-
~ ing to fantastic heights.

Enough has been said about the influence of the printed
. word; but never enough about the liberating influence of the
‘printed four-letter word. Those literary orgies, those torrents
of systematic bad taste were quite certainly instrumental in
clearing the air, and clearing out a few mental cobwebs. The
© imbecile belief that sex is sin, that physical pleasure is un-
clean, that erotic thoughts are immoral, that abstinence is the
proper rule which may be broken at rare intervals, but
. merely for the sake of procreation—all those sick Judeo-
= Christian ideas were exposed for what they are. I insist that
. no little boys were ever corrupted by bad books of mine, and
I do hope that they enjoyed them to the full, and gleaned at
least a little useful knowledge therefrom; nobody seems to
" have died of shock, no reader was ever reported killed by a
- four-letter word.

‘ After a few years the black market prices began to col-
* lapse. The first shock was over, and formerly obsessed read-
ers had become used to the notion that their clandestine
world was open to all, that the secret was a fake, that
' nothing was reprehensible or forbidden. Once a Soho book-
seller wrote to me angrily after I had published Lolita, and
{® fulminated because I was ruining my business (and his)
_ printing such wishy-washy stuff, and that it was not worth the
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risk of smuggling it through customs. I answered that my
books were quite as dirty as ever, and that I was happy to
have helped cure a whole nation of its immature delusions.

The d.b.’s (short for “dirty books”) were published in the
green paperback volumes that constitute The Traveller’s
Companion Series, side by side with more respectable items.
That confusion was deliberate, as it made it easy to sell the
higher class of literature: the d.b.’s fans were as fascinated
by the ugly plain green covers as the addict by the white
powder, however deceptive both may prove to be. The con-
fusion was also meant to keep the police at bay, as I had
soon become the object of their special attention.

Samue] Beckett, with Henry Miller, was the first contem-
porary writer of importance to appear in our earliest cata-
logue. Merlin, whose editors—Trocchi, Seaver, and Wain-
house—were Beckett’s enthusiastic supporters in the early
*fifties, had published his work extensively in their magazine,
and had negotiated a contract with him to publish several of
his novels and thus begin their own book-publishing enter-
prise in Paris. But eventually Collection Merlin—as the
publishing house was to be called—joined forces with Olym-
pia, and the first work issued under this arrangement was the
last novel Beckett wrote directly in English, Watt. Soon
afterward Beckett himself was introduced to the backroom
of the rue Jacob.

Watt is the archetype of the Beckettian hero, the servant-
hobo who moves in a clockwork world of repetition, and
attends to the enigmatic needs of a never-present master; the
creatures in Waiting for Godot, Molloy, Malone Dies and
their likes all derive from the same mold. But that earlier
novel was written directly in English and it seems to me that
it was never surpassed by the later novels or plays, nearly all
of which were written in French (and later translated into
English by Beckett himself, once in collaboration with Pa-
trick Bowles). In Wart the dialogues are sumptuous, and the
Beckettian approach to the Beckettian reality is most impres-
sive.

Bernard Frechtman had privately published his translation
of Jean Genet’s novel, Our Lady of the Flowers, and offered
it to me to take on, which I gladly did, and we followed that
with The Thief’s Journal. Those first years were full of ex-
citement and great discoveries: the word went around in
Britain and in America that there was a new English-
language publisher in Paris who seemed ready to publish
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everything that was unconventional and likely to be outlawed
by the archaic censorship rules which were still being en-
forced at the time (the early ’fifties) in England and in the
United States, and I was flooded with daily waves of unpub-
lished literature.

Thus I received in the spring of 1955 two manuscripts, one
by a young unknown American writer living in England by
the name of J. P. Donleavy, who had written a rather unruly
but scintillating novel: The Ginger Man; the other by a
Russian-born professor from Cornell University, Vladimir

" Nabokov: Lolita. I was moving from wonder to wonder.

Donleavy accepted with good grace our remarks concern-
ing the rambling, redundant form of his book and Austryn’s

. wife, Muffie Wainhouse, did a great job of editing it. Na-

-
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bokov also complied—to a certain extent—with our sugges-
tion that he suppress a number of French phrasings and
locutions which endangered the delicate balance of his style.
In both cases I think we acted efficiently and intelligently, as
very few legitimate publishers would have done, and I was
repaid in each instance by the blackest ingratitude. As one
consequence of this, Vladimir Nabokov has refused to let us
publish any part of Lolita in this volume, which is infinitely
regrettable; and thus, in the space formerly reserved for that
excerpt, the reader will find the gloomy recital of my encoun-
ter with a man of near-genius: Vladimir Nabokov.

Mason Hoffenberg was always trying to convince me that
his manuscripts were glorious little achievements and that

- they were thick enough to be converted into books; and I

was quite relieved when, one day, he brought over his friend,
Terry Southern, who was then living in Switzerland, with a
proposal that they write a book together for The Traveller’s
Companion Series. I had never met Terry before, although I
had heard about his wild sense of humor, and I sensed that
working with Terry would help bring out the constructive
aspects of Mason’s submerged talents. We agreed that the
story should be about sweet, blue-eyed, curvaceous Candy, an
entirely comestible product of the New World Establishment,
and about her delightful discovery of our inconsequential
world. The deal was set—and by the by it was to lead to one
of the most extravagant adventures in publishing, an adven-
ture which is reaching its unforetold climax in the United
States at the time of this writing.

One rainy day—in the spring of 1957, I believe—Allen
Ginsberg brought in a rather bulky, pasted-up manuscript
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and declared that it was a work of genius such I could never
hope to find again in my publisher’s life. William Burroughs,
the author, was then living in Tangiers and this first full-
length book of his was made of jigsaw illuminations har-
vested in the course of fifteen years of drug addiction. It was
a brilliant, completely iconoclastic work, but I gave it back to
Allen after a few days of reflection with the philistine remark
that the material was wonderful but it would be inaccessible
to the lay reader due to the deliberate lack of any rule
whatsoever in the organization of the text. Allen left me with
an ugly expression on his face—but came back one year later
with the same manuscript, allegedly redone. I read it again
and immediately decided to print it; the first edition appeared
in 1959.

I had moved from the rue Jacob to vaster precincts in a
tumble-down house at 8 rue de Nesle, which I shared with
Jean-Jacques Pauvert, a young publisher who had published,
among other things, the complete works of Sade in French—
a very courageous undertaking at the time. One day Jean-
Jacques handed me a manuscript that Jean Paulhan (the gray
eminence of the famous firm of Gallimard) had recommend-
ed to him. He was not certain he wanted to publish the book
for all kinds of reasons, among them safety, and wanted me
to read it. The author was anonymous—allegedly a woman—
and Paulhan had refused to reveal her, or his, identity. The
book was quite amazing: the first erotic novel conceived as
such, and written with a care, an intelligence and restraint
which are not usually associated with under-the-counter liter-
ature. I persuaded Jean-Jacques to print it in French, and I
simultaneously released an English version: thus began the
career of Histoire d’O.

We had by then developed a certain style in publishing
which was leading in all kinds of interesting directions. The
circumstances were favorable, although the group which had
developed around Merlin a few years before had gradually
disintegrated. But Paris was still filled with the remains of the
postwar generation of expatriates, who often combined a
good classical background with a great desire to do away
once and for all with the gray shades of the past.

Writing d.b.’s was generally considered a useful profession-
al exercise, as well as a necessary participation in the com-
mon fight against the Square World—an act of duty. What
the Square World exactly was, nobody could have explained
with any precision: but the notion was very strong, indeed;
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and it was not the usual routine of a new generation picking
a quarrel with the old, it was a much stronger and deeper
protest; not a protest against war or hunger, or against the
bomb, but, beyond that, a protest against the mental weak-
ness, the poverty of spirit, and the general lack of genius and
generosity of a rich and sclerotic society. The colorful banner
of pornography was as good as any other to rally the rebels:
the more ludicrous the form of the revolt, the better it was,
. as the revolt was primarily against ordinary logic, and ordi-

nary good taste, and restraint and current morals.
. The contributors to The Olympia Press usually were genu-
. ine writers and even the most one-sided and single-minded
creations of that time often reveal attractive talents. Harriet
Daimler’s books are obviously the work of a very gifted
novelist—and it is quite possible that the person behind that
© pseudonym would never have had a book published had it not
© been for the facilities offered by Olympia’s specialty of d.b.’s.

. Akbar del Piombo (in real life an American painter long
established in Paris) wrote extravagant masterpieces of bur-
. lesque humor which earned themselves quite a large under-
ground reputation. Chester Himes (Pinktoes) and Jock Car-
roll (Bottoms Up, recently republished in New York as The
Sky Photographer) both contributed novels which used hu-
mor to dismantle certain myths of the time. But I mention
. those names merely as examples, and I hope that the reader
will find in the selection contained between these covers
. many other enjoyable authors—including those whose works
did not contain any sort of sexual provocations. I am think-
ing now of writers such as Philip O’Connor, and, more
particularly, Paul Ableman, whose novel (I Hear Voices) is
perhaps the one which gave me the greatest pride and plea-
sure to publish.

But as we went along, a rather ominous situation de-
~ veloped which was to alter the course of Olympia’s evolution.
¢ From 1956 onward, French censorship gradually became

|8 more inquisitive and obnoxious. On principle my publications

' should have been ignored by the French censors as they were
~ all printed in English and obviously not meant for local
consumption. But the fact that my business appeared to be
flourishing certainly gave some wrong ideas to certain mem-
~ bers of the police.

One day a police inspector of the Vice Squad (romantical-
. ly known as La Brigade Mondaine: The Worldly Brigade)
visited me; he wanted some reading copies of a number of
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books listed in our latest catalogue. I obliged. His allusions
and general attitude were rather disquieting, and I asked a
friend of mine, who knew the fellow well, to sound him out.
The policeman made no difficulty in explaining that the
British government had requested information about The
Olympia Press, and that it was his job to build up a file on
us. Then he changed the subject and said that he had just had
a car accident, and that it would cost him a goodly sum
(which he quoted with precision) to have it repaired. My
friend reported to me; I gave the matter careful consider-
ation. Then I decided, for better or for worse, not to do
anything, and to see what would happen.

A few weeks later things did start to happen: the twenty-
five books the inspector had taken with him were banned by
official decree signed by the Minister of the Interior. One of
them was Lolita: subsequent inquiries revealed the fact that
neither Lolita, nor for that matter any of the other books,
had been read, or translated into French, or seriously exam-
ined in any manner before they were banned.

I immediately proceeded to sue the Minister of the Interior
—and strangely enough, eighteen months later, I won my
case at the Administrative Tribunal of Paris. I was very
proud of my success but I should have known better: not to
give bribes is one thing; but to win lawsuits against the police
is a much more serious matter.

That victory was won in January, 1958. In May, the
Fourth Republic fell and the new regime was installed under
the guidance of General de Gaulle. The powers of the police
were considerably reinforced, and the overall orientation of
national policies reverted to the famed Pétain-Vichy philoso-
phy: Travail, Famille, Patrie. The Minister of the Interior
appealed against the earlier judgment of the Administrative
Tribunal, and I was ignominiously beaten when the case was
re-tried by the Conseil d’Etat—France’s highest jurisdiction.

Thus the ban on Lolita was restored—only a few months
before the book appeared in New York, obtaining an imme-
diate success.

I had earned and learned my lesson, and yet when Lolita
was released in Paris in a French version, published by
Gallimard, I was unable to resist the temptation: I sued
again. The Minister of the Interior who had banned the
original English-language version of the book had not banned
its French translation, presumably under the feeble excuse
that the French publisher, Gallimard, was dangerously influ-
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ential. However, there exists a principle in French judicial
lore (which does nothing, after all, but reflect the basic
- principle of democracy) that all citizens are to be treated
~ equally. Basing my plea on that sacred dogma, I sued the
~ Minister of the Interior for damages on the grounds that I
had been subjected to unfair treatment. I was soon called to
* the Ministry and offered a compromise: the Ministry offered
~ to cancel the ban if I agreed to withdraw my plea. I agreed.

Things went from bad to worse after that. A few months
later, my English version of Jean Genet’s Our Lady of the
. Flowers was banned, although I had had it in print for many
. years, and in spite of the fact that the original French version
had been on sale everywhere in France ever since the war.
. The mistake was even more ludicrous than in the case of
~ Lolita, as Genet was a French writer of unquestionable
importance whereas Nabokov was a foreign writer practically
unknown in France at the time. I sued once more, confident
that it would be an easy matter to win a real victory—or at
| least to reach a compromise as in the Lolita precedent. But I
' had not taken into account the rapid evolution of judicial
- mores under the regime of the Fifth Republic: what would

have been so simple only two years before was now impos-

sible, unthinkable. I lost my case, and the Minister of the

Interior, this time, did not deem it necessary to propose any
" kind of compromise. I appealed, and lost again when the case
~ was re-examined by the Conseil d’Etat. The Minister of the
Interior, the Conseil’s judgment pronounced, has the absolute
right to interpret the law itself as he wishes, and the Conseil
‘p has no power to question the Minister’s decisions. (A weird
. finding indeed, considering the fact that the function of the
~ Conseil d’Etat is precisely to verify the legality of the govern-
| ment’s acts and decisions.)
| Independently of those erratic bans, I was now being tried
| for every single book I printed (the offense being known as
" outrage aux bonnes moeurs par la voie du livre; O.B.M. for
_ short on the judges’ files). I was tried for books which had
. been out of print for four or five years; I was even tried, in
two or three instances, for books published by others. As the
judges had practically no knowledge of English those trials
- often turned into entertaining vaudevilles.

My record, only recently, was pretty impressive: eighty
years’ personal ban from all publishing activities, from four
to six years unsuspended prison sentences, and some $80,000
“in fines. Fortunately this was reduced to more reasonable
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proportions when my various cases were re-tried by the
Appeals court a few weeks ago; but although I have practi-
cally ceased publishing new books in the past three years new
cases keep cropping up which concern books I have nearly
forgotten. For instance, I 'am now being indicted by yet
another court for having published . . . Aubrey Beardsley’s
sweetly decadent (but, alas, devastatingly innocent) Victorian
tale, Under the Hill. My edition of the book, which is
limited, numbered, and expensive, contains illustrations by
Beardsley himself, and I cannot resist the.pleasure of calling
back to memory the recent vision of the magistrate (who, do
I have to labor the point again, does not read English)
poring over those images in furious, vein-bulging concentra-
tion, in the hope of discovering some half-hidden improper
detail on which to rest his case. Alas, no peg for his hat was
found, there was not an inch of obscene flesh to be clawed at
in the Beardsleyan oceans of lace and frills; and yet the good
man obviously suspected the existence of some esoteric
meaning attached to those innocent illustrations; and he sus-
pected that only I could have explained it to him. But he
dared not ask; he just sat there and hated me for my
unshared knowledge.

In those grandiose judicial comedies, common sense is
seldom invoked, and the censorship laws in France have
become so totalitarian and all-encompassing that it is quite
useless to try to fight back with the traditional legal methods.
Leo Matarasso, my dear, infinitely patient and cunning attor-
ney, is only concerned by the psychological conduct of the
ceremony, and he always spends the last minutes before each
trial numbing my conscience with lengthy recommendations.
We usually have a big meal before, with lots of wine to
induce drowsiness and mollify my amour-propre. Then Leo
drags me to court while entreating me, one last time, to be
humble, to listen, to answer briefly and to the point, and not
to look the fellows straight in the eye, etc., etc. Then the
rigamarole starts once again, always the same: my ugly past;
the horrible fact that I plain forgot to appear in court the
last time I was summoned, and did not even excuse myself;
the fact that I am a spécialiste de ce genre daffaires, a
remark designed to indicate that the debates are once more
to be perfunctory. It may go well if I manage to doze off a
little in my standing position, but sometimes the attorney-
general is too much, and then all goes wrong. The man
insults me, calls me names, asks me with a sneer if I can read
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English and if I say yes, asks me if I am aware of the
disgusting contents of the book—which he, himself, cannot.
l" read. It is difficult to control oneself in such emergencies, and
. I have to quickly choose between two solutions: either to
" burst out in Homeric laughter, or bawl back at the man as if I
. were taking him seriously. Instinct makes me opt for the
" latter solution, and venom is slung back and forth. From the
~ corner of my eye, I see the unhappy grin on Leo’s face
| gradually disintegrating: he becomes smaller and smaller on
his bench. The presiding judge, who had earlier proved un-
| able to pronounce the title of the book, frowns at me with a
terrible, ferocious look on his face; but at heart he is relaxed

are all finally pretty satisfied with each other’s performance,
and it all ends up in an atmosphere of general goodwill, and
with the fine feelings which warm the connoisseur’s heart for
- a job well done. And the huge sentences which are clamped
. down on me as a conclusion to these Alice in Wonderland
exercises are made to appear as special distinctions reserved
~ for the very few.
~  Many British and American writers have signed petitions
in my favor, usually addressed to André Malraux as the
Minister of Culture in the present French government.
- Those petitions are sometimes read in court but clearly the
names of the signatories ring no literary bell: I thought once
* that the name of Bertrand Russell had elicited a glint of
. recognition in the eye of one of the Court’s officials, but I
later found out that he had heard the name of Dr. Schweitz-
~ er instead.
As to André Malraux, who has been questioned publicly
~ about my general status at an Anglo-American press lunch-
. eon, this is what he was recorded as saying:
“I do not find it is serious, after what has been said during
. the last hour, to raise the problem of Mr. Girodias. You tell
. me that I have been sent a petition. Very true! It was sent to
|~ me yesterday morning.
. “Thirdly, you tell me: the Americans are concerned with
~ freedom. '

“The works, not the pornographic but the books of genius,
which have been published by Mr. Girodias, were they pub-
. lished in the United States or in France? Joyce, is he to our

credit or to yours?”

. Interruption: “To both!”
Mr. Malraux: “Yes, but he was first published here. So, I
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find it excessive that France be presented in such a case,
which is after all negligible, as a country which, in the name
of good morals, opposes works that have been tolerated here
for the last thirty years.

“On the other hand, judgment has been pronounced. There
have been many others. There was also one against Baude-
laire. If I may say so, there was one against myself. Well!
Such is France that sometimes judgments like that are re-
versed!

“So, let us simply say this: it is not opportune to discuss
the problem of Mr. Girodias here.

“Freedom, of which you spoke earlier, is a true problem
which it is opportune to discuss here. Well! When we discuss
what the attitude of France has been (and, mind you, I am
not speaking of the Fifth Republic), the attitude of France
on the freedom of spirit, of thought and of genius, insofar as
English-language literature is concerned, in the name of so
many, and first of all Joyce, I do not think that France has
much to blush about.”

Whatever the exact meaning of those words, it seems that
Mr. Malraux has received and at least partly digested the
message that a change has taken place in our literary world,
and that my own publishing firm has played a certain role in
the promotion of freedom in literature. And such an admis-
sion on the part of a member of the French government is
like sweet music.

But naturally that is not true of France herself, and Mr.
Malraux is purposely vague on that issue. The astonishing,
the incredible truth of the matter is that moral and artistic
freedom has become quite suddenly a reality both in Britain
and in the United States, while the very concept is being
denied, denigrated, and officially ostracized in France. On
both sides, centuries of traditions have been liquidated in the
space of one generation.

In fact, it all happened in less than a generation, in only a
very few years. The first significant step forward in America
was the publication, by Putnam, in 1958, of Lolita, a book
which had been turned down in fright and horror by several
of the most representative publishers of the land no more
than three or four years before. Lolita escaped from the
censors unscathed on its own merits—and yet the theme of
the book was hardly compatible with the Puritan way of life.

The rest of the story, as they say, is well known. On Lolita’s
sweet heels followed in hot succession Lady Chatterley’s Lover,
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Tropic of Cancer, Naked Lunch, Our Lady of the Flowers
(at the day of writing still banned in France in its English
version), and finally Fanny Hill and Candy. Britain followed
suit with one or two years’ interval for each book.

The first five books on the above list were all defensible on
artistic grounds; but the last two dealt with the offensive
subject of sex in such an open and unabashed manner that
one would have expected a brutal reaction from the censors.
In fact, very little happened, and this in itself is quite re-
markable. The implication is that the old hypocritical idea
that certain allegedly immoral books could be defended on
the grounds of “literary merit” had been discarded by the
courts—and therefore by public opinion.

The conclusion, therefore, is that our society (or at least

- the two major English-speaking countries) has slowly elabo-

rated a new definition of freedom. Freedom must be total; to
restrict it to literary or artistic expression is not enough. It
must govern our lives, our attitudes, our mental outlook.

It may be expected, then, that we will soon move to the

- next level. Moral censorship was an inheritance from the

past, deriving from centuries of domination by the Christian
clergy. Now that it is practically over, we may expect litera-
ture to be transformed by the advent of freedom. Not free-
dom in its negative aspects, but as the means of exploring all

' the positive aspects of the human mind, which are all more

or less related to, or generated by, sex.

I have supplied additional information about the authors
and their work in notes appended to the selections.
Paris, February 1965



THE WORLD
OF SEX

HENRY MILLER

T- Like every man, I am my own worst enemy. Unlike
: most men, however, I also know that I am my own
savior. I know that freedom means responsibility. I know too
how easily desire may be converted to deed. Even when I
~_close my eyes I must be careful how I dream and of what,
for now only the thinnest veil separates dream from reality.
How large or small a part sex plays in one’s life seems
relatively unimportant. Some of the greatest achievements we
know of have been accomplished by individuals who had
little or no sex life. On the other hand, we know from the
~ lives of certain artists—men of the first rank—that their
. imposing works would never have been produced had they
- not been immersed in sex. In the case of a certain few these
- periods of exceptional creativity coincided with extravagant
sexual indulgence. Neither abstinence nor indulgence explains
anything. In the realm of sex, as in other realms, we speak of
8 norm—but the normal accounts for nothing more than
what is true, statistically, for the great mass of men and
women. What may be normal, sane, healthful for the vast
majority affords us no criterion of behavior where the excep-
tional individual is concerned. The man of genius, whether
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through his work or by personal example, seems ever to be
blazing the truth that each one is a law unto himself, and
that the way to fulfillment is through recognition and realiza-
tion of the fact that we are each and all unique.

Our laws and customs relate to social life, our life in com-
mon, which is the lesser side of existence. Real life begins
when we are alone, face to face with our unknown self. What
happens when we come together is determined by our inner
soliloquies. The crucial and truly pivotal events which mark
our way are the fruits of silence and of solitude. We attribute
much to chance meetings, refer to them as turning points in
our life, but these encounters could never have occurred had
we not made ourselves ready for them. If we possessed more
awareness, these fortuitous encounters would yield still
greater rewards. It is only at certain unpredictable times that
we are fully attuned, fully expectant, and thus in a position to
receive the favors of fortune. The man who is thoroughly
awake knows that every “happening” is packed with signifi-
cance. He knows that not only is his own life being altered but
that eventually the entire world must be affected.

The part which sex plays in a man’s life varies greatly with
the individual, as we know. It is not impossible that there
may be a pattern which includes the widest variations. When
I think of sex I think of it as a domain only partially
explored; the greater part, for me at least, remains mysteri-
ous and unknown, possibly forever unknowable. The same
holds for other aspects of the life force. We may know a
little or much, but the farther we push the more the horizon
recedes. We are enveloped in a sea of forces which seem to
defy our puny intelligence. Until we accept the fact that life
itself is founded in mystery we shall learn nothing.

Sex, then, like everything else, is largely a mystery. That is
what I am trying to say. I do not pretend to be a great
explorer in this realm. My own adventures are as nothing
compared to those of the ordinary Don Juan. For a man of
the big cities I think my exploits are modest and altogether
normal. As an artist, my adventures seem in no way singular
or remarkable. My explorations have, however, enabled me
to make a few discoveries which may one day bear fruit. Let
us put it this way—that I have charted certain islands which
may serve as stepping stones when the great routes are
opened up. i

There was a period in Paris, just after I had undergone a
conversion, when I was able to visualize with hallucinating
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clarity the whole pattern of my past. I seemed possessed with
the power to recall anything and everything I chose to recall;
even without wishing it, the events and encounters which had
happened long ago crowded upon my consciousness with such
force, such vividness, as to be almost unbearable. Every thing
that had happened to me acquired significance, that is what I
remember most about this experience. Every meeting or
chance encounter proved to be an event; every relationship
fell into its true place. Suddenly I felt able to look back upon
the truly vast horde of men, women and children I had
known—animals too—and see the thing as a whole, see it as
clearly and prophetically as one sees the constellations on a
clear winter’s night. I could detect the orbits which my
planetary friends and acquaintances had described, and I
- could also detect amidst these dizzying movements the erratic
course which I myself had traced—as nebula, sun, moon,
satellite, meteor, comet . . . and stardust. I observed the
periods of opposition and conjunction as well as the periods
- of partial or total eclipse. I saw that there was a deep and
lasting connection between myself and all the other human
beings with whom it had been my lot—and my privilege!—to
come in contact at one time or another. What is still more
important is that I saw within the frame of the actual the
- ‘potential being which I am. In these lucid moments I saw
myself as one of the most solitary and at the same time one
of the most companionable of men. It was as though, for a
~ brief interval, the curtain had dropped, the struggle halted. In
the great amphitheater which I had supposed to be empty
- and meaningless there unfolded before my eyes the tumultu-
ous creation of which I was, fortunately and at long last, a
part.

I said men, women and children. ... They were all there,
all equally important. I might have added—books, moun-
tains, rivers, lakes, cities, forests, creatures of the air and
creatures of the deep. Names, places, people, events, ideas,
dreams, reveries, wishes, hopes, plans and frustrations, all,
when summoned, were as vivid and alive as they had ever

f been. Everything fell into latitude and longitude, so to speak.
There were great tracts of fog, which was metaphysics;
broad, flaming belts, the religions; burning comets, whose
tails spelled hope. And so on. . . . And there was sex. But
what was sex? Like the deity, it was omnipresent. It pervaded
everything. Perhaps the whole universe of the past, to give an
image for it, was none other than a mythological monster
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from which the world, my world, had been whelped, but
which failed to disappear with the act of creation, remaining
below, supporting the world (and its own self) upon its back.

For me this singular experience now occupies a place in my
memory akin to that of the Flood in the depths of man’s
Unconscious. The day the waters receded the mountain stood
revealed. There was I, stranded on the topmost peak, in the
ark which I had built at the command of a mysterious voice.
Suddenly the doves flew forth, shattering the mists with their
flaming plumage. . . . All this, unbelievable if you like, fol-
lowed upon a catastrophe now so deeply buried as to be |
unrememberable.

That mythological monster! Let me add a few recollections
before it loses form and substance. .. .

To begin with, it was as though I had come out of a deep
trance. And, like that figure of old, I found myself in the
belly of a whale. The color which bathed my retina was a
warm gray. Everything I touched felt delicious, as with the
surgeon when he delves into our warm innards. The climate
was temperate, tending toward warmth rather than coolth. In
short, a typical uterine atmosphere replete with all the Baby-
lonian comforts of the effete. Born overcivilized, I felt thor-
oughly at ease. All was familiar and pleasurable to my
over-refined sensorium. I could count with certitude on my
black coffee, my liqueur, my Havana-Havana, my silk dress-
ing gown, and all the other necessities of the man of leisure.
No grim struggle for existence, no bread and butter prob-
lems, no social or psychological complexes to iron out. I was
an emancipated ne’er-do-well from the start. When there was
nothing better to do I would send out for the evening paper
and, after a glance at the headlines, I would sedulously
devour the ads, the social gossip, the theater notices, and so
on, down through the obituary recitatif.

For some strange reason I displayed an abnormal interest
in the fauna and flora of this uterine domain. I looked about
me with the cool, witless glance of the scientist. (“The daffy
herbotomist,” I dubbed myself.) Within these labyrinthian
folds I discovered innumerable marvels. . . . And now I must
break off, since all this has served only as a reminder, to
speak of the first little cunt I ever examined.

I was about five or six at the time, and the incident took
place in a cellar. The afterimage, which solidified at the
appropriate time in the form of an incongruity, I labeled “the
man in the iron mask.” Just a few years ago, in riffling the
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ages of a book containing reproductions of primitive masks,
I stumbled upon a womblike mask which, when one lifted the
flap, revealed the head of a full-grown man. Perhaps the
“shock of seeing this full-blown head peering from the womb
was the first genuine response I had had to the question
- which voiced itself that instant long ago when I had my first
serious look at a vagina. (In the Tropic of Cancer, it may be
remembered, I portrayed a companion who had never recov-
ered from this obsession. He is still, I believe, prying open
one cunt after another in order, as he puts it to himself, to
“get at the mystery it holds.)
. It was a hairless world I gazed upon. The very absence of
_hair, so I now think, served to stimulate the imagination,
~ helped populate the arid region which surrounded the place
- of mystery. We were concerned less with what lay within than
. with the future vegetal décor which we imagined would one
- day beautify this strange waste land. Depending on the time
{i of the year, the age of the players, the place, as well as other
. more complicated factors, the genitals of certain little crea-
~ tures seemed as variegated, when I think of it now, as the
. strange entities which people the imaginative minds of occul-
. tists. What presented itself to our impressionable minds was a
- nameless phantasmagoria swarming with images which were
-~ real, tangible, thinkable, yet nameless, for they were uncon-
- nected with the world of experience wherein everything has a
" name, a place and a date. Thus it was that certain little girls
- were referred to as possessing (hidden beneath their skirts)
* such queer effects as magnolias, cologne bottles, velvet but-
. tons, rubber mice ... God only knows what. That every little
=[ girl had a crack was of course common knowledge. Now and
* then rumor had it that such and such a one had no crack at
* all; of another it might be said that she was a “morphodite.”
Morphodite was a strange and frightening term which no one
- could clearly define. Sometimes it implied the notion of
~ double sex, sometimes other things, to wit, that where the
. crack ought to be there was a cloven hoof or a row of warts.
i‘ Better not ask to see itl—that was the dominant thought.
A curious thing about this period was the conviction which
- obtained among us that some of our little playmates were
~ definitely bad, i.e. incipient whores or sluts. Some girls al-
ready possessed a vile vocabulary pertaining to this mysteri-
ous realm. Some would do forbidden things, if given a little
gift or a few coppers. There were others, I must add, who
were looked upon as angels, nothing less. They were that
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angelic, in fact, that none of us ever thought of them
owning a crack. These angelic creatures didn’t even pee.

I make mention of these early attempts at characterizati
because later in life, having witnessed the development
some of the “loose ones,” I was impressed by the accuracy of
our observations. Occasionally one of the angels also fell in
the gutter, and remained there. Usually, however, they met
different fate. Some led an unhappy life, either throughT
marrying the wrong man or not marrying at all, some were
stricken with mysterious illnesses, others were crucified by |
their parents. Many whom we had dubbed sluts turned out to |
be excellent human beings, jolly, flexible, generous, human to
the core, though often a bit the worse for wear.

With adolescence another kind of curiosity developed,
pamely, the desire to find out how “the thing” functioned.
Girls of ten or twelve were often induced to adopt the most
grotesque poses, in order to demonstrate how they made
pee-pee. The skilled ones were reputed to be able to lie on
the floor and piss up to the ceiling. Some were already being
accused of using candles—or broomsticks. The conversation,
when it got round' to this topic, became rather thick and
complicated; it was tinged with a flavor strangely reminiscent
of the atmosphere which invested the early Greek schools of
philosophy. Logic, I mean, played a greater role than empiri- |
cism. The desire to explore with the naked eye was subordi-
nated to a greater urge, one which I now realize was none
other than the need to talk it out, to discuss the subject ad
nauseam. The intellect, alas, had already begun to exact its
tribute. How “the thing” functioned was smothered by the
deeper query—why? With the birth of the questioning facul-
ty, sorrow set in. Our world, hitherto so natural, so marvel-
ous, slipped its moorings. Hence forth nothing was absolutely
so any more: everything could be proved—and disproved.
The hair which now began to sprout on the sacred mons
Venus was repellent. Even the little angels were breaking out
in pimples. And there were some who were bleeding between
the legs.

Masturbation was far more interesting. In bed, or in the
warm bath, one could imagine himself lying with the Queen
of Sheba, or with a burlesque queen-whose tantalizing body,
featured everywhere, infected one’s every thought. One won-
dered what these women, pictured with skirts whirling above
their heads, did when they appeared before the footlights.
Some said that they brazenly removed every stitch of their
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orgeous costumes and stood holding their boobies invitingly—
until the sailors made a stampede for the stage. Often, so it
,was said, the curtain had to be rung down and the police
summoned. :

Something was wrong with the girls we used to play with.

' They weren’t the same any more. In fact, everything was
' changing, and for the worse. As for the boys, they were
being farmed out one after another. Schooling was a luxury
reserved for the children of the rich. Out there, “in the
world,” from all reports, it was nothing but a slave market.
Yes, the world was crumbling about us. Our world.

And then there were places known as penitentiaries, re-
formatories, homes for wayward girls, insane asylums, and so
on.

Before things were to go utterly to smash, however, a
wonderful event might occur. A party, no less. Where some-
“one very precious, someone hardly more than a name, was

' certain to make an appearance.

To me these “events” now seem like those fabulous balls
which precede a revolution. One looked forward to being
- violently happy, happier than one had ever been before, yet

one also had the presentiment that some untoward thing
would happen, something which would affect one’s whole
life. A deal of sly whispering always surrounded the coming
event. It went on among parents, older brothers and sisters,
‘and among the neighbors. Everyone seemed to know more
about one’s sacred emotional life than was warranted. The
whole neighborhood suddenly seemed abnormally interested
in one’s slightest doings. One was watched, spied upon, talked
about behind one’s back. Such great emphasis was put on
age. The way people said, “He’s fifteen now!” entrained the
- most embarrassing implications. It all seemed like a sinister
puppet show which the elders were staging, a spectacle in
which we would be the ridiculous performers there to be
laughed at, mocked, goaded to say and do unaccountable
things.
- After weeks of anxiety the day would finally arrive. The
girl too, at the last moment. Just when everything augured
well, when all it needed—for what?—was a word, a look, a
gesture, one discovered to his dismay that he had grown
dumb, that his feet were rooted to the spot on which they
had been planted ever since entering the place. Maybe once
during the whole long evening did the precious one offer the
slightest token of recognition. To move close to her, to brush
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her skirt, inhale the fragrance of her breath, what a difficult,
what a monumental feat! The others appeared to move at
will, freely. All that he and she seemed capable of was to
slowly gravitate about such uninteresting objects as the pi-
ano, the umbrella stand, the bookcase. Only by accident did
they seem destined now and then to converge upon one
another. Even so, even when all the mysterious, super-
charged forces in the room seemed to be pushing them
toward each other, something always intervened to make
them drift apart. To make it worse, the parents behaved in
the most unfeeling fashion, pushing and jostling couples
about, gesticulating like goats, making rude remarks, asking
pointed questions. In short, acting like idiots.

The evening would come to an end with a great handshak-
ing all around. Some kissed each other good-bye. The bold
ones! Those who lacked the courage to behave with such
abandon, those who cared, who felt deeply, in other words,
were lost in the shuffie. No one noticed their discomfiture.
They were nonexistent.

Time to go. The streets are empty. He starts walking
homeward. Not the slightest trace of fatigue. Elated, though
nothing had really happened. Indeed, it had been an utter
fiasco, the party. But she had come! And he had feasted his
eyes on her the whole evening long. Once he had almost
touched her hand. Yes, think of that! Almost! Weeks may
pass, months perhaps, before their paths cross again. (What
if her parents took it into their heads to move to another
city? Such things happen.) He tries to fix it in his memory—
the way she cast her eyes, the way she talked (to others), the
way she threw her head back in laughter, the way her dress
clung to her slender figure. He goes through it all piece by
piece, moment by moment, from the time she entered and
nodded to someone behind him, not seeing him, or not
recognizing him perhaps. (Or had she been too shy to re-
spond to his eager glance?) The sort of girl who never
revealed her true feelings. A mysterious and elusive creature.
How little she knew, how little anyone knew, the oceanic
depths of emotion which engulfed him!

To be in love. To be utterly alone. . ..

Thus it begins . . . the sweetest and the bitterest sorrow
that one can know. The hunger, the loneliness that precedes
initiation. -

In the loveliest red apple there is hidden a worm. Slowly,
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relentlessly, the worm eats the apple away. Until there is
nothing left but the worm.

And the core, that too? No, the core of the apple lingers,
even if only as an idea. That every apple has a core, is this
not sufficient to counterbalance all uncertainty, all doubt and
misgiving? What matter the world, what matter the suffering
and death of untold millions, what matter if everything goes
to pot—so long as she, the heart and core, remains! Even if
he is never to see her again he is free to think about her,
speak to her in dream, love her, love her from afar, love her
forever and ever. No one can deny him that. No, no one.

Like a body composed of millions of cells, sorrow grows
and grows and grows, feeds upon itself, renews its million
selves, becomes the world and all that is, or the riddle which
answers to it. Everything fades but the torment. Things are
the way they are. That is the horrible, the perpetual torment.
... And to think that one has only to do oneself in—and the
riddle is solved! But is that a solution? Is it not slightly
ridiculous? Moral suicide is so much easier. Adjusting to life,

. as they say. Not to what should be or ought be. Be a man!

Later of course, one realizes that “to be a man” is quite
another matter. The day is sure to dawn when it becomes all
too clear that few there are who deserve the title: MAN.
The more aware of this you become the fewer men you find.
Hold tenaciously to the thought and you end up in the void
of the Himalayas, there to discover that what is called man is
still waiting to be born.

In the course of making these manly adjustments to reali-
ty, the feminine world appears to undergo a prismatic de-
formation. It is at this point in one’s development that
someone comes along who has had more experience, some-
one “who knows women.” This is the realistic dolt, the
down-to-earth type, who believes that to sleep with a woman
is to know her. By virtue of countless collisions with the
other sex something which passes for knowledge has accrued
to his make-up. Something like a psychological wig, one
might say. Faced with a real woman, a real experience, this

. type of individual is bound to cut as ridiculous a figure as an
. old man trying to make himself look young. The wig becomes
. the focus of attention.

I remember a chap who became my boon companion

. during this transient period. I remember his grotesque antics
. with women, and how they affected me. He was always
| voicing the fear that to fall head over heels in love was to
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court disaster. Never give yourself wholly to one woman! So
be made it his business to take me around. He would show
me how to behave naturally, as he put it, with a woman.

The strange thing was that in the course of these adven-
tures it happened again and again that the women he treated
so cavalierly fell in love with me. It didn’t take long to dis-
cover that the objects of his fancy weren’t at all taken in
by his swashbuckling behavior. It was only too apparent,
from the way these “victims of prey” humored him and
mothered him, that he was only deluding himself in thinking
that he “had a way with women.” I saw that this “man of the
world” was just a child to them, even though in bed he could
make them whinny with pleasure, or sob or groan, or cling to
him with quiet desperation. He had a way of taking leave
abruptly, like a coward beating a hasty retreat. “A cunt’s a
cunt,” he would say, trying to conceal his panic, and then
he’d scratch his head and wonder aloud if there wasn’t one,
just one cunt, who was different.

No matter how attached I became to a “cunt,” I was
always more interested in the person who owned it. A cunt
doesn’t live a separate, independent existence. Nothing does.
Everything is interrelated. Perhaps a cunt, smelly though it
may be, is one of the prime symbols for the connection
between all things. To enter life by way of the vagina is as
good a way as any. If you enter deep enough, remain long
enough, you will find what you seek. But you’ve got to enter
with heart and soul—and check your belongings outside. (By
belongings I mean—fears, prejudices, superstitions.)

The whore understands this perfectly. That’s why, when
shown a bit of kindness, she’s ready to give her soul. Most
men, when taking a whore, don’t even bother to remove hat
and coat, figuratively speaking. Small wonder they receive so
little for their money. A whore, if treated right, can be the
most generous of souls. Her one desire is to be able to give
herself, not just her body.

We are all striving acquisitively, for money, love, position,
honor, respect, even for divine favor. To get something for
nothing seems to be the summum bonum. Do we not say:
“Go get yourself a fuck!” Strange locution. As if one could
possibly get a fuck without giving one. Even in this basic
realm of communion the notion prevails that a fuck is some-
thing to get, not to give. Or, if the opposite is stressed—
Jesus, what a fuck I gave her!—then the thought of some-
thing received in exchange is obscured. No man or woman
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can boast of handing out a good fuck unless he or she is well
fucked too. Otherwise one might as well talk of fucking a
bag of oats. And that is precisely what goes on, for the most
part. You go to the butcher with a piece of tail, and he
makes a thin hash of it for you. Some are crazy enough to
ask for porterhouse steak when all they want is a bit of
chopped meat.

Fucky-wucky! It’s not the simple pastime it would seem to
be. Wonder is often expressed about the ways of primitives.
Some question how it would be to use animals. (Domestic
ones, to be sure.) Few are completely satisfied that they
‘know all there is to be known about the business. Sometimes,
‘after years of (so-called) normal sexual behavior, a man and
‘wife will begin experimenting. Sometimes husbands and wives
‘exchange partners for a night, or for longer. And now and
then one hears from the lips of a traveler strange tales, tales
‘of mysterious performances, of formidable feats practiced in
the observance of strange forms of ritual. The masters of the
art have nearly always served a rigorous spiritual appren-
ticeship. Self—dlsc1plme is the clue to their prowess. The man
of God, in short, seems to have it over the gladxator

Most youngsters never get the chance to enjoy the luxury
of prolonged, and often fruitless, metaphysical speculation.
‘They are whisked out into the world and made to assume
'responsxblhtles before they have had the opportunity to iden-
tlfy themselves (in the heaven of thought) with those who
.consumed themselves wrestling with the eternal problems.
Shoving myself out prematurely, I soon realized my error
and, after floundering about, I decided to give myself a
break. Throwing off the harness, I made an effort to live the
natural life. I failed. Back to the pavements I went and into
the arms of the woman I was trying to ditch.

-HENRY MILLER

‘Shades of a distant youth! 1 was fourteen and my family
‘thought that 1 had potentialities as a draughtsman, presumably
‘j-'because 1 did not appear to have any other gifts or talents of
'social use. My father needed to believe in his eldest son, and
‘gave me the task of doing a jacket design for the impending

st edition of Henry Miller’s book, Tropic of Cancer.

I remember having liked the job at first, and having drawn
‘a heavy, awkward black and green crab of gigantic propor-
tions, sitting on the top of a circle presumably representing
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our world, and holding in its huge pincers a dead human
form. That sinister image was in disturbing opposition with
the Sussex lawn of my uncle’s house, resplendent with August
sunshine, where I was spending most of my time during those
summer holidays. 1 was constantly being distracted from my
work by the vain curiosity of the girls from the neighborhood
who came on bicycles to have a look at the French boy—a
rarity in those days and under those skies. Then I fell in love
with a fleeting apparition seen in a neighboring village, where
I had gone secretly to buy my first razor, and that took me
further away from the crab. However, by the time summer
was over, the monster was complete with dripping black
blood and forests of tentacles. I had missed the point entirely
as an illustrator, but my father, being blinded by pride, had
the ugly thing wrapped around that historical volume against
all sensible advice.

Henry Miller was an occasional visitor in our house, and 1
remember one occasion when my parents had given a party
in his honor, in our Neuilly ground-floor apartment which my
father called his inverted penthouse. Henry was all dressed up
for the affair with pants, jacket, shirt and tie, all of different
origins and conflicting hues, and was busy finishing all the
platters of food he could find. He had a rich, sonorous voice
which was very good for chuckles, and for the sound
Hmmmmm, which constituted a substantial part of his con-
versation. The only other guests I remember clearly are
Anais Nin, her triangular face enlarged by immense violet
eyes, and Henry’s crony, Alfred Perlés, who was like a
replica of Henry with slightly smaller features, bald pate
included, which shows what friendly devotion and literary
allegiance can do to a man.

I remember talking at length with Henry for the first time.
I had only recently read Tropic of Cancer and was having a
little trouble reconciling that most human and somewhat
clownish person with the cataclysmic impression I had re-
ceived from the book. But I was very taken by what I sensed
to exist behind the wall of too-deliberate nonconformity, and
from that day 1 became his devoted supporter through thick
and thin.

After Cancer, Black Spring came out, then Max and the
White Phagocytes, and finally Tropic of Capricorn. Miller
had made friends with young, chubby Lawrence Durrell,
usually flanked by an extra-tall blond English wife, and out
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ame The Black Book, Durrell’s first novel, and soon after
Anais Nin’s first published book, The Winter of Artifice.

But the progress of the Villa Seurat group (as they were
called, since Miller lived there) was hampered by the inter-
national tension. During the Munich crisis of 1938, Miller
‘rushed to the Southeast of France, to escape from Hitler's
ordes, and when that crisis was over he left for Greece with
Durrell; then he finally fled back to America when the threat
of war came close again.

After my father’s death in 1939, followed by five years of
\ blackout, I was quite elated to hear again from Henry, who

\ babies. 1 reprinted the Tropics, and was impressed by the
olume of the sales. However, my expectations were exces-
sive, and I seem to have caused a cruel disappointment to
enry Miller with my wild dreams of gigantic sales and
.endless money, which he pleasantly recounts in a story enti-
i tled “40,000 Dollars” in The Oranges of Hieronymus Bosch.
. In 1946 came the French publication of Tropic of Capri-
icorn which started my first conflict with French censorship,

| excepting Sexus (which had been formally banned by the
W French government of the time, and was therefore worthless
I to Hachette).
When a few years later I started The Olympia Press,
enry Miller was first on my list with Plexus, which is the
second part of the unfinished trilogy entitled The Rosy
cifixion (part one being Sexus). After that came Quiet
Days in Clichy (two stories of Tropic of Cancer vintage,
wonderfully enhanced by Brassai’s photographs of the Paris
of the 1930’s), and The World of Sex.

I was less concerned with Henry Miller’s postwar produc-
‘l'tion than with his ultimate recognition as a great American

iWable substance; he is the first American author to have
{'deliberately used sex to provoke the mental revolution now

fense of Tropic of Cancer is certainly one of the most
‘meaningful episodes in the annals of publishing.
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Paul Ableman

I‘look and see the familiar sights, the mines with their

charge and volley, the cross pitch and the laggings.
Cardinals pass, beating for shells, avoiding both asps and swal-
lows and sinking their percipient lines deep in the fiber. Car-
dinals pass and repass, pausing for surgery, exchanging ages
or single dates, stooping over the negotiable humps, counting
each other and modeling in asphalt extrusions. They have no
obvious leader but ages of practice, of staining their robes
with blood, of burnishing the brazen trumpet mouths and
hanging tassel to the clouds, have wrought this symphonic
perfection. Thus when one of them, a wizened cardinal and

cartographer of the Holy See, whose waist is girdled with
phials containing samples of all substances that either flicker

or propound, leaps to the crest of an adjacent strophe and
chants the opening bars of the “Cardinal’s Lament” or
“Cardinal’s Glorious Perimeter,” the others interject names
and degrees of salvation. Their rhapsody is like all rhapso-
dies. It is like the little machines that float up to nest in the
boughs. It resembles the first glimpse of leaf by emergent
grubs, the first cocaine of the plunderers.

I continue on, past the well, past the fern and its reinforce-
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ment until I come to the special development. There I take
my place in the line of men queuing for employment and
gaze at the enormous development.

“It’s for tunneling,” I hear someone further down the
queue remark.

“I don’t care what it is,” remarks another.

“It has various sections, volumes and capacities,” outlines a
more knowledgeable one. “Much goes into it. Much issues
from it. It engrosses much.”

“Is it healthy?” asks a nervous-seeming youth, eyeing, in
particular, a barren portion of it, overhanging and discharg-
ing a blast of shadow or synthetic night.

“Don’t you worry, builder, my lad,” urges a rough, dusty
and older man whose face and hands are scored with the
abrasions of a lifetime spent in actual physical opposition to

. the inertia of steel and stone. “That’s not for you to worry
- about. It’s healthy until it kills you—and what good’s health

then? No, do your job—it’s got to be done and it’s for you to

- do it—and collect your money on Friday.”

I am about to ask my neighbor his opinion when I am
abruptly summoned away to the manager’s office. This is a
large, bare chamber of new brick and concrete in which only

~ an amusing cartoon on the Turkish navy provides any note of

e

stress.

“It’s really for worming,” the manager assures me. “You’ll
find me a more convincing employer when my suitable ap-
parel arrives. It's being fabricated in the next development
down the stream. Still your fame has steamed before you.”

Affably he leads me to the window to survey the gigantic

| project.

“We have no trouble with the men,” he confides. “They

" work merrily on these towers and domes amidst the emana-
| tions. At night we float huge flares above the diggings and
. double the rations. When day comes through, we ticket it and
" docket it and send it to another department. The great work

- progresses. All is planned. We are called converters of trans-

- formers. You see,” here he bends cautiously toward me and

- lowers his voice, “we really work on the mind.”

| There is no doubt that he thrives on his labors. He dresses
better than Arthur in marine tints. He seems to have full

- authority and an eye for everything. He points to some

~ defective joints.

| “You could start on those. Adhesion is the great thing.

. Cohesion is what we require. It must all cohere in a large,
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convincing fashion—you’ll soon be able to run your eye over
it, detect a sticky rivet with a single finger thrust, analyze it,
adapt your schedule and fulfill many of your quotas. You’ll
find it a pleasant life. We have subterranean retreats of every
kind. We have kind feelings for each other and teamwork.
I'm no more than the least of those yobs, hoisting bricks,
mingling their sweat with the girders and cement. I divide
myself among them and issue each week into their pay
packets. Thus the very sandwiches they withdraw from their
sweaty rags and munch during their whistle stop are slices of
cooperation, selfless harmony and endless, rabid toil to im-
prove our living standards. They wave these standards, glint-
ing in the blood-red dawn, as they surge on long conveyors
into the shops. They plant these standards in the mulch and
decay of forests that their great rakes and shovels have
curried up from the earth. They seal themselves into the
circuit streams of production and the curve rises continually
—oh yes—it rises continually—oh yes—” He falters, turns
from the opening and, after a pause, remarks, “I don’t wish to
bore you.”

“It’s inspiring,” I assure him. “It's your duty to talk like
that, just as it’s the men’s duty to behave like valves or
gauges, to gear their lives to the demands of this splendid
development. Everyone has a job to do.”

“Oh, it’s not all work you know,” he assures me expansive-
ly. “There are holidays abroad—you can fly almost any-
where, though not to the poles yet, no matter how you crave
illimitable ice, but to Bongalulu or Trepan, or the more
familiar splodges of the famous land mass, Prance, Hermany
or Slain. You can runnel and turret among the quintitudes of
these vinish fiefs, each richly stored with slabs and carved
treasures, good hotels, petrol everywhere. Of course, those
places are being developed now too and everywhere you go,
rising from the historic landscape, you’ll find our blocks and
antennae. Weeds. Weeds of progress, flowing in the ancient
beds of culture. Sometimes you can hardly sniff an ancient
rose for the stench of diesels. Still, there’s lots of dynamic fun
about, pinching and poking and pursuing into bedrooms with
a bottle of joy in one hand and feeling hastily in your pocket
with the other for those little rubber charms. Then there’s
golf and watching tennis, films, plays, television and girls’ legs
in the street. There’s a big party tonight as it happens.
Arthur’s giving one to celebrate progress on the develop-
ment. Would you care to come?”
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“Not much,” I confess morosely. “I've seen enough of
Arthur for one day. Is this his development?”
_ “Yes, as much as any development of this order, of this
- breadth and complexity, of this capacity for marshaling sig-
nificance, can be related to the poky doings of a single
particle. He glows a bit, I grant you, and between ourselves
there are lots of developments, more than are suspected by
the public, or admitted by the editors, that have been
touched by the sparkle of that electron’s track. Yes, he’s quite
a whirler, quite positively-charged is our apparently common
acquaintance. And then again, he’s just a bouncer like the
rest of us, glancing from collision to collision, gasping out, as
~ he spins and reels among the random chances, his philosophy
l of achievement. The fiery streams of logic that spew from
. his propulsion vents whirl into the surrounding turmoil. Bits
. adhere to inflammable stuff and little flames break out. Much
% is deadened or burns itself out on inert material. Some reacts

or combines with other substances in bizarre and unpredicta-
. ble ways and the whole rages and seethes as before. And our
friend, looking back, sees only the lovely curve of his rocket
i progress, standing clear and bright for a moment, a beacon
and a monument, before trickling away to blend with the
t receptive spaces.”

The manager falls silent. Around us, but deadened and
" remote, is the chattering of machines. Up, up through the
thicknesses of concrete, the filmy opacity of clouds, the

| moon, sits the Kingdom of Heaven like a floating bandstand
- and all around it dart little particles of hydrogen, like bees.
% “That’s why,” concludes the manager, “I'm only his drunk-
- en manager and he’s the boss.”
. “Are you drunken?” I ask.
} “Pretty drunken.”

“You probably have a literary or artistic nature,” I advise.
- “I was quite carried away by what you were saying and
" thought, “This manager has an uncommon ability for evoking
| things. He must have a literary or artistic nature.’ That’s
| probably why you’re drunken.”
| “BEveryone’s drunken,” murmurs the manager. “The brain
| |,1s a chunk of gray pudding but it works at high temperature.
§ It has to be cooled with drink. Well—do you want to meet
{ the men?”
“I’'ve already met them,” I explain. “I was in the queue. At
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least I didn’t meet them all, but I don’t suppose they vary
much do they?”

“Not much. Some are kinder, some crueler—but our ar-
rangements are flexible enough now to accommodate the
little individual variations and extract the requisite amount of
labor from them all. We’ve no time to worry about idiosyn-
crasies and minor differences. Personality’s dead, deader than
chivalry. Well, are you coming to the party?”

He pours himself a swift drink from a bottle in his desk
drawer. An aide or assistant comes in with his new tinted suit
from the further development. Lights hiss on and, beyond the
stony eye, the flares blaze out above the geometry. I allow
myself to be drawn along and, in a short time, we pull up
outside a very different prospect. I begin to feel slight misgiv-
ings.

“I'm not used to this sort of affair,” I confide. “I don’t
think I really belong. Besides, what will Arthur say?”

“I don’t know,” grumbles the manager. “I never know
what anyone will say, not even myself. My notion at this sort
of function is simply to raise the internal fluid level as rapidly
as possible. And then maybe find a girl. But then I'm only a
coarse manager, only tolerated by all these posturing, obso-
lete waxworks because they need me. They need us, my boy,
remember that. And don’t be afraid of Arthur: I'll tell him
what a splendid day’s work you did. I'll tell him you exceeded
your quota. Do you smell drink?”

I sniff the evening air blowing among the cool, high elms,
stirring the well-kept lawn with its few decorative leaves, but
smell only an indistinct scummy smell as if a fetid pond had
been drained.

“Only ooze,” I confess, “like tidal ooze.”

“There are tides flowing tonight,” mutters the manager but
I am not sure what he means.

“Shall we follow those fireflies?” I ask. “They might lead us

to an earl, on the telephone or rehearsing a speech. You see

those fireflies, romancing with the leaves? Each firefly courts
a single trembling leaf and they carry the first-born to the
nearest earl or accountant. It sounds feudai, I know, but
History coils and re-coils and we never know when we open
our lids—”

“You're talking rubbish,” complains the manager. “I wish I
could see better.”

“It’s because I’m nervous,” I protest. “I'm trying to re-
hearse for the charming play of witty, allusive speech that 1
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we’re sure to encounter. That’s what happens at this sort of
function. Everyone strolls under the ornamented marquees or
congregates around some object and the air becomes full
with a continual murmur of delicious banter, poor admittedly
in philosophy, but how rich, how beguilingly rich—”

“Have you brought a compass?” asks the manager.

His tone is sober. All thought of banter leaves me as I
gaze, with sudden foreboding, around the festive and yet
somehow ambiguous scene. It is hard to clarify the cel-
ebrants. They can be descried all right: the shimmering
gowns of the women haunting their nakedness as they drift
among the apertures and ramps, the grave bondage of the
men: as they roll boulders or tread boulders— They can be
descried, but neither I nor the manager, if sympathy does, in
fact, link our understanding, can apprehend the exact, the
clearly defined sector of their activities.

“What period?” asks the manager.

“Neo-Cretan,” I suggest. “Neo-Neolithic. The gongs are
suggestive.”

“And the hair styles?”

“Ah, I wondered if you’d notice the hair styles. Would it
be ludicrous to detect a marine or sea-spray influence?
There’s a net motif—and surely that’s ribbing, or keel? The
hair styles are lovely, fluffing up the human strands, binding
the unruly moss, the reeds—but the period? Manorial, I
think, or modern?”

“A weeny period,” smiles the manager. “A mere flicker on
the screen, a dancing point—I’'m glad to see they have nuts.”

He bends down for a handful of the green husks, peels
away the thick, blackening integuments and munches the
fodder, chewing it until it ferments and then inhaling the
giddy fumes.

“Shan’t we go anywhere?” I ask. “I mean—we haven’t met
anyone yet.”

“Do you want to meet people? There may be no one here
that interests you. There’ll be no one here that interests me.
There couldn’t be. Bits of people are different—of one sex
that is. Still—let’s see—I had a list of names, guests’ names;

. my secretary punched it out this afternoon on some develop-

ment, some new development or another. It was a speaking
list, a flashing, semaphore list, but I seem to have lost it. The
human element you see.”

“Perhaps,” I suggest. “In that case, we’d better just mingle,

. just stroll around and—"
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“It’s a large area,” cautions the manager. “I'm no good at
trekking until I've had a drink, a real drink that is, not these
unsophisticated nuts.”

“Well then,” I urge, feeling that for some reason, not
unconnected with an immense sadness, the manager is going
to take no crisp decisions this evening, no deliberate strides
gr motions toward, “let’s go and find a drink. There are none

erest

“There are owls here,” murmurs the manager. “Owls and
bats—uninvited guests, hooting at the feast. Do you read the
Bible?”

“No,” I say, interested and detained, in spite of my anxiety
to penetrate closer to the center of the festivities, by the
prospect of a literary discussion, “but it was explained to me
this afternoon, how it goes too slowly, how it fails to plunge
from the heavens, how things go on mingling and tingling—"

“So they do,” agrees the manager. “You can’t get at a
tenth, not a millionth of them. I've read bits of the Bible
myself, the bit about Abraham and something about donkeys
and it’s quite true, I could sense even as I read them that
other thoughts were being prepared for me. The manager’s
night out. The drunken manager.”

“Could you write books?” I ask him. “I mean adventure
books—and so on.”

“I suppose so. Anyone could. What’s the point? Clara
loved Bill and they got married. There’s a book. Or they
didn’t get married. There’s another one. Or there were some
other people as well, all doing different things. There’s a
hundred books. What’s the point? I don’t read them and I'm
not going to write them. More pay, that's my battle cry.
More pay, more booze, more women, more holidays, more
life! Do you understand? More life, that’s what I want.”

He glares around at the dubious shapes, colored hazes,
service tables, baroque alcoves, as if eager to detect a sub-
stantial portion of it that he can consume without further
ado.

“There,” he says. “That bubble thing, that damned prom-
enade place with the flagstaff or bust. Let’s blow in that
quarter. Let’s find a green earth olive and a poultice of gin.
You depress me, friend, I don’t know why. I'm glad to have
you. But you make a hammock of my spirits. Why is that?”

“T don’t know,” I confess. “People always affect each other
in some way.”

The night is dark. It is the old, evil, dark night, and the
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festivities, though all round us, seem remote and hard to
reach.

“There seems to be a path here,” pretends the manager,
slashing irritably at some brambles with his stick.-I follow
him, at first staying as close to him as I can. Soon, however,
an unexpected feeling of sympathy for the dark leaves and
harsh vegetation dissolves my earlier fear and I fall back to
look into the hollows and corridors of the wood and to sense
the sudden, earthy life in the briars around my feet.

“This wood’s all right,” I tell the manager, but he is intent
now on attaining more sophisticated sensations, and merely
wades on as fast as he can. It does not take us long to reach
the charming, paved courts, heavy with rhododendron, and
the sunken gardens, moontraps holding the pale moonlight in
the cups of lilies floating on the artificial ponds or sliding
brightly in segments on the black, shining water itself. We
pass old stone and balustrades, Diana, a knight or two, and
finally reach the splendid display or novelty provided by the
organizers. This is some wonderful thing, made of chemicals
and electricity, that resembles a rainbow or balloon. The

. dancing couples, I notice, frequently pause to comment on

the effect. I look anxiously around to see if Arthur is in the
vicinity. Someone approaches and asks us if we want a drink.

“Or do you want introductions? I could probably get you a
drink. The press is heavy as you can see. There are too few
waiters and those there are keep drinking themselves or
strolling about as if they were guests. Still, we haven’t been

| introduced. Perhaps I've been guilty of a gross discourtesy—
. not actually but conceptually as it were. I was thinking,

‘perhaps they’d like to meet some of the important people

i who abound here this evening.” And now it occurs to me that

you may be important people yourselves. You may be celeb-
rities—"
“A manager and his mate—" begins the manager. “A

I‘ thirsty manager.”

“Ah, a manager. I study managers. I'm a pretty cool

* number. Managers abound. I find them everywhere so mine’s
. a fortunate profession. I was bred for it amidst the hay and

the bells. I thought of it when the bells were still audible.

- Actually I invented it, and now I practice it. But you’re tired.

You’ve had a long journey and you don’t want to be studied

- this evening. Unlike the bells, you’re not a bell—”

“I've brought the drinks,” announces a small, attractive

princess arriving with colored flasks. She hands us the glow-
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ing vessels and then links arms familiarly with the student we
have just encountered. “Do you play anything?” she asks.
“Run things? Or form things? Don’t listen to Toby.”

“No, don’t listen to me,” urges Toby. “What could you
learn from me? A drift of faces—a blizzard of faces.”

“He studies too many managers,” complains the princess.
“He complains of faces—as he puts it, a drift of faces before
the eyes. I tell him it’s nonsense and to sink down deeper into
the upholstery or take a spin in the country but he drifts
back to the pavements and his drift of faces. It makes me
think of marrying an Italian.”

“Like Maria,” I cannot help exclaiming.

“Like many girls, noble or plebeian. I'm one of the noble
ones, though you’d never guess it from the company I keep.”

“Why not change?” leers the manager. “I don’t know you
people, but I could rock this Toby with a blast of some-
thing.”

“Perhaps later,” agrees the girl. “Though you’re an ugly,
sweating brute. We speak our minds, we aristocrats.”

“What, leave me?” asks Toby.-He smiles vivaciously and
then stupidly and reads a large announcement pasted near
some pens. “Before our trip, or some incident that’s bound to
come, a bandaging, a fleet glance when we’re laced with
gleams, parallax? It takes some explaining. I should take her
to task,” he informs the manager. He turns to me. “She’ll tell
him of certain towers and roots, combs, counterpanes—I
know her ways. Let’s leave them—for a night.”

“Do you want me to leave you?” I ask the manager, °
although from the eager way with which he is reaching, or
seeming about to reach, for the princess and the cool and
yielding way with which she awaits his reach, it seems unlike-
ly that either of them will be displeased by our departure.

He does not answer and so I turn, conscious of an unex-
pected sadness, toward Toby.

“Perhaps you could introduce me to some interesting peo-
ple?” I suggest. “Anyone but Arthur.”

“You needn’t worry about him,” Toby assures me. “He’s
not arrived. I keep a pretty close check on that one—"

“Ah Toby,” calls someone, although in the confusion I
can not tell who. “Have you heard that the sabers are out?”

“They’re rattling the sabers,” says a different voice, hollow
and ironic.

“The obsolete swords?” asks Toby.

“Yes, the sabers,” and a lively but somewhat disheveled
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chap appears from out of a knot or cluster of pretty women.
“You’ll forgive me,” he apologizes to me, “I have to keep
Toby abreast. I'm one of his sources.”

“Now don’t be dull,” call the girls. “Don’t be bores with
your sabers.”

“They’d rather we danced or gloried in their parts,” says
the new arrival with a broad wink. “Still, I don’t see Toby
every day. I thought you’d be interested.” He looks doubtful
and anxious for a moment. “You are interested, old chap?”

“What are the circumstances?” asks Toby.

“Ah—well now—the circumstances. I was afraid of that. I
almost didn’t mention it because I was afraid you’d ask me
that. Circumstances are not my line, you know. I don’t
pretend to understand things. If I see a cloud, I can say
‘there’s a cloud up there.’ But if you ask me the circum-
stances—still, I'll do my best—after all, I know that in your
line nothing’s any good if you don’t have the circumstances,
but do they have to be real circumstances? All right, all
right, Toby, don’t get cross—you know what I'm like, never
serious if I can help it. Now then, the circumstances—"

He begins to recount the circumstances. At first they sound
like a story, an adventure story, possibly an episode from a
serial, but a bit later they begin to sound more like an official
report or even memoirs. Then they sound briefly like a
newspaper story, a small unimportant story in a vulgar pa-
per. Then the darker note returns and events knit themselves
into a huge conspiracy, a conspiracy having as its single aim
the obscuring of the qualities of the narrator. Then life be-

| comes a peck of feathers flung to the spring winds.

At first, I listen intently, feeling that something of impor-

| tance may emerge. Toby, I observe, is taking notes in a little
. notebook. I try to notice the points at which he writes so that

I can search the words for richer meanings. Not only, how-

| ever, do I find it difficult to concentrate long on any one word
- or group of words, but the attempt to do so makes me lose

the sequence. In addition, I find myself distracted by other
things that are happening in the room and especially by a
handsome, middle-aged woman standing on a small mound or
- elevation who, whenever my glance inadvertently moves in

" her direction, beckons and smiles toward me. As I debate

. with myself whether to assume she is signaling at me and, if

. so, whether to return the salute, an arresting sentence or

evocative phrase seems to issue from the narrator but, by the

i time I have turned my mind to it, he is merely saying
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“nothing there that’s helpful, I'm afraid. Nothing there at
all.” And when I try to recall what it was, I can only think of
the words “the large front was like hipping.”

“Did you say ‘hipping?’ ” I ask uncertainly.

“I'm telling this chap about the sabers,” he points out. “I
lead a pretty adventurous life and so he finds me useful as a
source. Listen, by all means. Or keep the girls amused.”

“Yes, replace that adventurer,” calls one of the girls, an
attractive but depraved-looking dark-haired girl in a diamond
dress. “He came to our Saxon estate once. He revealed
himself there. It was just after a war.”

“Well, I'm trying to listen,” I explain, stirred and flattered,
in spite of myself, at being summoned by such an attractive
girl. “He’s telling about-the sabers.”

“Oh, about the sabers.”

“We’ve all heard about the sabers,” explains another girl,
also ‘dark-haired but not so depraved-looking as the other.
She is also shorter and fuller and she wears a dark dress with
a bright diamond buckle. “That happened during a war. He
brings the story up to date from time to time, changes the
setting and retells it with the old dash and spirit. We girls are
fond of him, not because of his silly sabers but because we
please him so.”

“You're probably wondering,” says another girl, a slim,
crisp girl who seems to cultivate a blasé and ironic manner, |
“why Toby’s listening so intently, if the story is old and
tedious. He’s not really listening at all. He’s taking the line of
least resistance, which is to go on, as far as he can, behaving
as if nothing had happened and he’s also trying to present a
completely normal appearance. Really, he’s an empty shell.
His princess has taken up with a manager and he’s heartbro-.
ken.”

“But he can’t deceive us,” enthuses the second girl. “We
live for things like that and notice them at once. The tale has
crackled among us ever since the incident happened. Some of
us take Toby’s side and some the princess’s, although, natu-
rally, we can’t help being malicious about the princess. She’s §!
a wounded bird, poor thing, a war-blown bird that fluttered
weakly into our midst. But she’s recovered now and flaunts
her tropic plumes.”

The three girls look toward the princess but, because of a fi
sudden confluence of waiters, I can not tell if they see her or
not.
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“My name is Stella,” says the crisp and distant girl who
explained about Toby.

“Our wonderful Stella whom we admire and fear. We
others, in the beginning, were filled with desire, and every
time we love, we dispense a little of it. But Stella, the veteran
of how many affairs, is full as ever. The liquid in her cup is
full as ever but whether that liquid is wine or—"

“Icy ether,” smiles Stella. “But really, Barbara, you
mustn’t circulate such tales. Men may think I'm unapproach-
able and you know perfectly well, and whisper it maliciously
among yourselves, I'm as bad as any of you.”

“Yes, but different.”

“Different?”

“You know you’re different.”

“Different? I have my little things and contempts and turn
each limb, each streaming line of flesh, in the street. For
whom? The dull, dead skies? The dull, real, stupid or intelli-
gent men? Myself? Shop-windows—perfume—cars—I passed
a country scene in a boyfriend’s car, some cows, grass, hedges

- —for that? For the bridge, the Seine, the tepid, fashionable
sea? My father is a doctor. For him? The smudge above my
name in the vulgar press? For that? Different? Stella living at
this time—dancing—Stella drinking, journeying—"

. She remains quite still. She does this partly theatrically, to
consecrate the attitudes she has compelled, and partly to
retain and even improve the clarity of the knowledge she has

* attained. She stands still, accepting, on her clear flesh, in her

| clear eyes, through her submissive clothes on every part of
her body, the messages of the night and entertainments,

| hugging them for a moment as an unhappy mother might

‘_ hug departing children, and then returning them a little

| transformed from her embrace. For a moment, I want anxi-

| ously to communicate with her, to tell her the little that I
know, but, even as I step forward, the certainty comes to me

‘that this is not the time, that, even though I may never meet

‘her again, it is still far too soon and I can do nothing better

.than turn my step in a different direction and leave her with

_her companions.

And so I turn away. The woman is still beckoning to me. I
move close enough to compliment her on her rainbow. “A
marvelous effect,” I enthuse.

She smiles in a dignified way.

“All would be well—” she begins. “All would be perfect
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but for that faint, infinitely subtle and yet never-quite-absent
odor.”

“Of ooze,” I exclaim. “Of tidal ooze. I smelled it too. As if
the tide had gonme out and sea things were festering in the
marshes.”

“It may be ooze,” nods the woman. “But where does it
come from? What can be its origin? The foundations are
sound, the location choice—"

“Ooze bubbles up everywhere,” I point out. “If you live on
the earth, you can’t avoid it.”

“But we’d have gone to any lengths,” protests the hostess,
“no matter what the cost, to avoid it, or any other unpleas-
antness, no matter how slight, that tended to dissolve the
illusion we were bent on creating—a fairy world, a magic
world, outside the bustle and the hurly-burly—

“But you've done very well,” I assure her. “I mean the
effect is almost perfect, with this lovely chemical rainbow and
doubtless all sorts of other novelties and fantastic sprites of
the imagination waiting to be inspected elsewhere. I don’t
think you should reproach yourself.”

“Oh, I don’t,” returns the woman. “I know we’ve done
very well and I'm sure that everyone is having a splendid
time. You’ve met no one that isn’t having a splendid time, !
have you? I saw you circulating among the guests, sampling a
conversation here, trapping an attitude there, and I thought
‘that young man will tell me how things are going. He’ll tell
me if people are enjoying themselves.” However, I wasn’t too
pleased to see you so intent upon that young woman, that
Stella. Now I don’t wish to say anything explicit but surely
there are lots of other attractive and, what shall I say, more
suitable young ladies here?”

“There are lots of pretty girls.” '

“Yes, of course. Well I’'m glad you take my point. 'm an
older woman myself. We were less explicit in my time, but
we managed to get our meaning across. And now we've
created this lovely entertainment here this evening the way it
used to be in the familiar villages with the trees and lawns.
Of course, we have to use chemicals nowadays—everyone
does, but the spirit is the same, isn’t it? It is the old, genuine
spirit, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know,” I confess. “I'm not sure. As a matter of
fact, I didn’t want to come at all. I wasn’t sure what Arthur
would say. But now I’'m very glad I did.”

“Yes, but the spirit,” insists the woman. “You've s
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nothing strange or distorted, have you? Nothing not explica-
ble in terms of our excellent values? Oh, they are such
precious values and I'm not at all sure that people devote as
much attention to them nowadays as they should. Still, this is
a very reassuring scene, you must admit, even if the waiters
are a bit equivocal. Have they served you well?”

“Well, they obscured the princess, but I don’t think inten-
tionally—"

“Ah, the princess. There’s been much nobility here this
evening, even if a few managers did get in—on the whole a
most satisfying evening. Though it must be nearly dawn.”

Waiters pass. They give each other suspicious looks, or
. wink in a comradely fashion. In the distance, by the fes-

tooned calculus, young bloods are pursuing managers and

politicians. At any moment the sun will rise and gleam
through the elaborate illuminations into dusty whorls of the

Rococo. Magnifications have been switched off, drivers are

purring and all around the countryside is astir. I look for the

manager and fancy I detect him lurching angrily through the
~ brambles once more. Arthur has not arrived. but I find that I
no longer dread his arrival.

2

PAUL ABLEMAN

Of Paul Ableman and 1 Hear Voices, Philip Toynbee wrote
,in the London Observer, October 16, 1960,

“The spate of novels from the English publishers is so thick

" and full that it seems hard to believe that any writer of the

' least talent should be rejected. This brilliant and terrible little

 book shows that we have no grounds for such complacency.

- After hawking his typescript around London Mr. Ableman at
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last resigned himself, two years ago, to accepting the gener-
ous services of The Olympia Press in Paris. Thus English
readers have been largely deprived of a strikingly fresh and
original work of art which happens, by an accident of the
times, to be well outside the current fashion. 1 Hear Voices is
recounted by an imaginary schizophrenic; and this device is
used to present a marvelous entanglement of different levels
of reality. ‘In reality’ the hero is lying in a room; he tries to
eat his breakfast; receives occasional visits. But by means of
his madness, he can constantly get up and leave the house to
encounter a wonderful series of dreamlike adventures. The
writing is brilliant, Mr. Ableman can be both terrifying and
hilariously funny; yet his book has not been thought worthy
of publication in this country.”
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Che Adbentures of ;l‘ﬁathzr Dilas

Beauregard de Farniente

hen I look back at the strange vicissitudes that have
checked my existence, and compare the troubles of
the past with the serenity of the present, I can scarcely regret
the misfortune which’made me retire from active service under
the standard of the mighty Venus, and thus afforded me
leisure to lay the fruits of my own bitter experience before
those who may hereafter serve under the same banners.
I am the fruit of the incontinence of the reverend Celestine
Fathers of the town of B—. I say of the reverend Fathers,
because all of them boasted of having contributed a share in
the formation of my individual person. But what so suddenly
arrests me? My heart is agitated—is it through fear that I
shall be reproached with revealing the mysteries of the
Church? Alas! I must overcome this compunction. Who does
not know that all men are men, and especially the monks?
they have certainly the faculty of cooperating in the propaga-
tion of the species; and why should we hinder them, when
they acquit themselves so well in that particular?
Perhaps the reader is impatient for the commencement of
a detailed account of my origin. I am sorry that I cannot so
soon satisfy him on that head, but I will at once introduce
him to the acquaintance of a worthy peasant, upon whom for
" a long time I looked as my father.
Ambrose, for that was the good man’s name, was gardener
at a country house belonging to the Celestines, in a little
village at some leagues from the town: his wife, Annette, was
| chosen for my nurse. She had brought a son into the world,
who lived but a few days, and his death helped to conceal the
- mystery of my birth. This child was privately buried, and the
~ offspring of the monks put in his place.
As I grew up, everybody supposed me to be the gardener’s
_son, as I myself also believed.
I may say, however, if the reader will pardon my vanity,
' that my inclinations betrayed my origin. I do not know what
- divine influence operates in the works of monks, but it seems
 that the virtue of the frock is communicated to every thing
 they touch. Annette was a proof of this. She was the most
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frisky female I ever saw, and I have seen a pretty number.
She was stout, but somewhat attractive, with little black eyes
and a turned-up nose, lively and amorous, and dressed rather
better than peasants in general. She would have been an
excellent makeshift for a respectable man; guess what she
must have been for the monks.

When the jade was decked out in her Sunday corset, which
enclosed a bosom that the sun had never browned, and
allowed a glimpse of her breasts, struggling, as it were, to
escape from its constraint; ah! how did I then feel that I was
not her son, or that I was quite prepared to resign that
honor.

My disposition was altogether monkish. Led by instinct, I
never saw a girl without embracing her, or passing my hand
over her wherever she would allow me; and although I did
not positively know what I wanted, my heart told me that I
should have gone further, had no opposition been offered to
my transports.

One day, when they supposed me to be at school, I had

remained at home in a little closet where I slept. A thin .

partition, against which a bed was placed, separated it from
the chamber of Ambrose. I. was asleep, it was the middle of
summer and very hot; I was suddenly awakened by several
violent pushes against the partition. I knew not what to think
of this noise, which became still louder. I listened and could
hear the sound of some few words, incoherent and indistinct-
ly articulated.

“Ah! gently, my dear Annette, not so fast! Oh! hussy, you
kill me with pleasure! . . . quick! oh! faster! oh! I am dying!”

I was surprised at such exclamations, the force of which I
could not understand. I sat up, but durst scarcely move. If
they found me there I had much to fear: I knew not what to
think, I was so excited. My uneasiness, however, soon gave
way to curiosity. I heard the noise repeated, and thought I
could distinguish the voices of Annette and someone, by
turns, uttering the same words that had before attracted my

attention. I continued to listen, till the desire to see what was |

going on in the chamber became so strong as to banish all
my fears. I determined to ascertain what it was. I think I
could have readily gone directly into the chamber for that
purpose, whatever the danger of so doing might be; but that
was not required. As I felt with my hand for some opening in

the partition, I found one which was merely covered by a

large picture. I made a hole through this, and what a sight! .:
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.. There was Annette, as naked as my hand, stretched out
on the bed, and Father Polycarp, the proctor of the convent,
- who had been at the house for some time past, as naked as
 herself, doing ... what? That which our first parents did
when God commanded them to people the earth, but under
- circumstances rather less lascivious.
~ This discovery produced in me surprise mixed with joy,
'and an acute and delightful sensation that I should have
' found it impossible to express. I felt as if I could have given
- every drop of my blood to be in the monk’s place. How I
envied him the great happiness he appeared to enjoy! an
" unknown fire shot through my veins; my face reddened; my
- heart beat; I held my breath; and the pike of Venus, which I
took in my hand, was stiff enough to knock down the parti-
tion, if I had pushed hard against it. The Father finished his
career, and as he raised himself off Annette, he left her face
overspread with the deepest red. She was panting for breath;
" her arms lying down, and her bosom heaved with astonishing
rapidity. My eyes ran over every part of her body with
" inconceivable expedition; nor was there a spot on which my
* ardent imagination did not fix a thousand burning Kkisses. I
* sucked her bubbies, her belly; but the most delicious place,
from which my eyes, when once they found it, could not be
' removed, was . . . You understand me. How charming did
' that jewel appear to me! Oh what lovely coloring! Although
. covered with a white froth, it lost in my eyes nothing of its
' brilliancy. By the delight I felt, I recognized in it the very
| focus of pleasure. It was shaded with black and curly hair.
. Annette lay with her legs parted, and it seemed as if her
| lechery was in accord with my curiosity, in order to leave me
| nothing to desire.
" The monk having recovered his vigor, again presented
‘himself to renew the combat; he remounted with fresh ardor,
- but his strength was not equal to his courage, and fatigued
. with fruitless efforts, he soon withdrew his instrument from
“Annette’s jewel, all powerless and drooping its head. Annette,
“disappointed at this retreat, took hold of it and began to rub
it; the monk was in the utmost agitation, and appeared
‘unable to bear the pleasure he experienced. I examined all
their proceedings with no guide but nature, nor other instruc-
 tion than the instance before me; and in my curiosity to learn
'the cause of the convulsive movements of the Father, I
sought for it in myself. I was astonished at feeling a pleasure
hitherto unknown to me, which gradually increased, till it
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became so intense that I fainted away on the bed. Nature
made surprising efforts, and every part of my body seemed to
participate in the pleasure afforded by that which I grasped.
At length came the discharge of a white fluid, similar to what
I had observed on the thighs of Annette, which soon dissi-
pated my ecstasy, and I then returned to the aperture in the
partition: however, all was over; the last game was played
out. Annette was dressing herself, and the Father had already
adjusted his clothing. I remained some time, my head and
heart still occupied with the incident I had witnessed, in that
kind of stupefaction which a young man experiences when a
new and unexpected light has burst in upon his understand-
ing.

Surprise followed surprise; the instinct implanted by nature
in my heart began to develop: now that some of the clouds
with which she had covered it were removed, I discovered
the cause of the sensations I every day experienced at the
sight of women. Those imperceptible transitions, from tran-
quillity to extreme excitement, from indifference to desire,
were no longer enigmas to me.

“Ah,” I exclaimed, “how happy they were! They were both
transported with joy. How' great must have been the pleasure
they experienced! What bliss was theirs!” These ideas com-
pletely absorbed me, so much so that for a moment I lost all
power of reflection. A profound silence followed the excla-
mations.

“Oh,” continued I, “should I ever have the luck to do as
much for some woman, I must certainly expire upon her with
pleasure, since this sight has given me so much. My enjoy-
ment can only be a faint image of what Father Polycarp
tasted with my mother! But what a fool am I, to doubt that
pleasure can only be for grown-up persons? Still, by jingo, it
seems as if it does not depend on the stature, and provided
one is on the other, all will go on bravely!”

It immediately occurred to me that I would impart my
discovery to my sister Susan, who was some years older than
myself. She was a pretty little fair-complexioned girl, with
one of those open countenances that you might be ready to
think silly because they appear indolent. Her eyes were beau-
tifully blue, full of a melting softness, and seemed to look at
you without meaning it: they produced quite as much effect
on one as the bright eyes of a brunette with their piercing
giance. How was that? I don’t know; for I have always been
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satisfied with feeling it to be so, without investigating the
cause. May it not be that the delicate fair one with her
languishing looks, seems to entreat you to give her your
" heart, and that the brunette threatens to take it by storm?
. The one only asks your compassion in this seductive manner,
and in granting that you give her your love: the other, on the
. contrary, wishes to make you yield without promising a
return, and at this your heart rebels; is it not so? What do
you think, reader?

I am ashamed to say that it had never yet come into my
| head to cast a lascivious eye on Susan; rather an extraordi-
| nary thing for me who lusted after all the girls I saw. It was
| true that as she was the goddaughter of the lady of the
| village, who was greatly attached to her and brought her up,
I had few opportunities of seeing her.

She had, indeed, been a year at a convent, and had only
left it about a week before this epoch; and her godmother,
| who was coming to spend some time in the country, had
promised her a visit to Ambrose. I suddenly became anxious
i to initiate my dear sister, and to partake with her the same
| pleasures that I had just seen enjoyed by Father Polycarp and
i Annette. With respect to her, I was no longer the same
" person. I now saw in her a thousand charms that had hither-
to escaped me. Her breasts, white as lilies, were firm and
globelike. In imagination, I already sucked the two little
| strawberries that I saw at the extremity of her bubbies: but,
i above all, in my picture of her charms I did not omit that
center, that abyss of pleasures of which I made myself such
ravishing images. Excited by the burning ardor which these
ideas diffused throughout my body, I went to seek Susan. The
{ sun had just set, and it was getting dusk; I flattered myself
that under the favor of the darkness, I should soon be at the
very pinnacle of my wishes, if I could find her. I saw her at a
. distance, gathering flowers. Little did she think that I medi-
tated gathering the choicest flower of her nosegay. I flew
| toward her, but seeing her so entirely occupied in such an
innocent manner, I hesitated a moment whether or not I
should communicate my design to her. As I approached her I
felt my eagerness abate; and a sudden shiver seemed to
| reproach me with my intention. I thought it my duty to
| respect her innocence, but was deterred from my attempt
| only by the uncertainty of success. I accosted her, but in such
| an agitation that I could not utter two words without taking
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“What are you doing there, Susan?” said I; and as I offered
to embrace her, she ran away, laughing and saying: “What!
do you not see I am gathering flowers? Yes, indeed, don’t
you know that tomorrow is the birthday of my godmother?”

At this name I trembled, as if in fear that Susan might
escape me. My heart had (if I may so say) already accus-
tomed itself to look on her as a sure conquest; and the idea
of her going further away seemed to menace me with the loss
of a pleasure that I regarded as certain, although I had no
experience in those affairs.

“I shall never see you again, Susan,” said I to her with a
sorrowful air.

“Why not,” answered she; “shall I not still come here?
But,” she continued with a charming expression of
countenance, “help me make my nosegay.”

I only answered her by throwing some flowers in her face,
which she immediately returned in like manner.

“Hold, Susan,” said I, “if you throw any more, I'll ... you
shall pay for it.”—To show that she cared nothing for my
threats, she threw a handful at me. In a moment my timidity
left me; I was no more afraid of being seen.

My impudence was favored by the darkness, which pre-
vented anything being visible at a distance. I threw myself
upon her and she pushed me away. I embraced her and she
cuffed me; I laid her down on the grass, and when she tried
to rise I hindered her. I held her closely pressed in my arms,
kissing her bosom, while she kept struggling to release her-
self. I put my hand up under her clothes, but she cried out!
like a little devil, and so well defended herself that I
despaired of success, and was afraid somebody would come
to us. I got up laughing, and I did not think that she had |
more mischief in her than myself: how much was I deceived!

“Come, then, Susan,” said I, “to show that I intended no
harm I will indeed help you.” 1

“Yes, yes,” she replied, as much agitated as I was; “come, §
see yonder is mother coming and I ...” "1 i

“O Susan,” said I hastily, to prevent her saying more, “do {
not tell her anything; and I will give you . . . anything,
whatever you like.” I pledged my word with another kiss at
which she laughed. Annette came up to us. I was afraid §
Susan would tell her; but she did not say a word, and we all §
went home together to supper as if nothing had happened. 3

Since Father Polycarp had been at the house, he had giv
fresh proofs of the kindness of the convent for the sup

68




son of Ambrose, in the shape of a complete suit of new
clothes. '

In truth, in that matter, his Reverence had less consulted
monachal charity, which is rather limited, than paternal
affection, which is much more liberal, and sometimes un-
bounded. The good Father by such prodigality exposed the
legitimacy of my birth to violent suspicions; but our rustics
were a good sort of people, and looked no further into things
than one would wish.

Besides, who could have the audacity to scrutinize with an
evil eye the motives of the reverend Fathers’ generosity?
They were such respectable persons, such worthy characters,
who did good to all men and revered the honor of prudent
women, that everybody was content. But to return to my
own person, for I am about to enter on a glorious adventure.

Apropos of that said person, I had rather a conceited air,
but not to a degree to prejudice anyone against me. I was
well dressed, my eyes had a wicked look; and my long black
hair, which fell in curls on my shoulders, set off to advantage
the blooming color of my face, which, though not exactly
fair, could not be found fault with. This is a most authentic
testimony that I am obliged to bear to the judgment of
several very respectable and virtuous dames to whom I have
paid my homage.

Susan, as I have before related, had made a nosegay for
Madame Dinville (for that was the name of her godmother),
the wife of a counselor of the neighboring town, who came
to reside at her country house for the purpose of taking a
milk diet, to repair a stomach damaged by champagne and
other causes.

Susan had decked herself out in her best, which made her
still more lovely in my eyes, and I was invited to accompany
her. We went to the chateau, and there we found the lady
enjoying the cool air of a summer apartment. Figure to
yourself a woman of the middle size, with dark hair, a white
skin, a face, on the whole rather ugly, reddened by drinking
champagne; dark eyes, full breasts, and as amorously inclined

- as any woman in the world. This at first appeared to me her

only good quality; those two globes have always been my
weak side. Oh, ’tis something so nice, when you put your
hands on them, when you ... But everyone to his own taste,
give me these.

As soon as the lady saw us, she gave us a kind look

~ without changing her posture. She was reclining on a sofa,
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with one leg up and the other on the floor; she had on merely
a single white petticoat, short enough to show you her knee,
which was not so much covered as to make you think it
would be very difficult to see the rest; a short corset of the
same color, and a jacket of rose-colored taffeta negligently
put on; her hand was under her petticoat—guess for what
purpose. My imagination was up in a moment, and my heart
was not far behind; henceforward it became my fate to fall
in love with every woman I saw; the discovery of the last
evening had awakened in me all these laudable propensities.

“Ah! good day, my dear child,” said Madame Dinville to
Susan; “and so you have come to see me. What! Have you
brought me a nosegay? Truly I am very much obliged to
you, my dear girl. Come and embrace me.”

Susan did so. “But,” continued she, looking at me, “who is
that fine big boy there? What, my little dear, you have
brought a boy to accompany you; that is pretty.” I looked on
the ground, but Susan said that I was her brother, at which I
bowed.

“Your brother,” replied Madame Dinville, “come then,”
she continued, looking at me as she spoke, “kiss me, my son;
we must be acquainted.” She gave me a kiss on the mouth,
and I felt a little tongue slip between my lips, and a hand
playing with the curls of my hair. I was rather confused, for
I was not used to this way of kissing. I looked at her timidly,
and met her shining and animated eyes, which made me turn
mine down. Another and similar kiss succeeded, after which I
was able to stir; for previously she held me so close that I
could not. But I did not care for that, as it seemed to be
cutting short the ceremonial of making acquaintance. I was
no doubt indebted for my liberty to the reflections she made
of the bad effect that such unbounded caresses at a first
interview might produce. But these reflections were not of
long duration, for she again began talking to Susan, and the
burthen of every period was “Come and kiss me.”

At first I kept a respectful distance.

“So,” said she, addressing me, “that big boy there won’t
come and ... ?”

I advanced and kissed her cheek, not yet daring to venture
on the mouth, but still I was rather bolder than at first. She
thus divided her caresses between me and my sister for some
time; and at last I made such progress, that I did not wait to
be told when it was my turn. By degrees my sister desisted,
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and I had the exclusive privilege of enjoying the lady’s kisses,
while Susan was content with words.

We sat on the sofa and chatted, for Madame Dinville was
a precious gossip, Susan on her right, myself on her left.
Susan looked in the garden, madame looked at me, and
amused herself with uncurling my hair, pinching my cheek,
and gently patting me; I also amused myself with looking at

her, and her easy manners soon emboldened me. I became
quite impudent, yet she said nothing, only looked at me,
laughed, and let me continue my sport. My hand descended
insensibly from her neck to her bosom, and pressed with
delight upon a breast whose elastic firmness rebounded to the
touch.

My heart swam in pleasure, as I grasped one of those
charming globes, which I handled as I pleased. I was going to
put my lips to it; for by pushing forward we reach the goal. I
do believe I should have followed up my fortune to its proper
conclusion, had not a cursed marplot, in the person of the
bailiff of the village, an old ape sent by some demon jealous
of my happiness, made his entry into the antechamber.

Madame Dinville, roused by the noise the old booby made,
said to me: “What are you about, you little rogue!” I with-
drew my hand hastily; my effrontery was not yet proof
against censure; I blushed, and thought myself lost; but the
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kind lady saw my embarrassment, and gave me to understand
by a gentle slap accompanied with a charming smile, that her
anger was only a formality, and her looks convinced me that
my boldness was less disagreeable to her than the arrival of
the bailiff.

He came in—a tiresome blockhead!—After coughing, spit-
ting, sneezing and blowing his nose, he made his harangue,
which was more disagreeable than his personal appearance.

We were at the end of the walk, and my lady turned aside
into a charming little grove which promised us a most de-
lightful, cool walk, if we chose to enjoy it, and I made a
remark to that effect.

“Very true,” said she, endeavoring to read in my eyes
whether I understood the object of her promenade; but I had
not the least idea of it.

She put her arm round me most affectionately, and leaning
her head on my shoulder, her face came so near to mine that
I should have been a fool not to kiss her. She let me do so,
and I repeated it without any opposition; then I was awake
to my position.

“Ol! this is just the thing,” said I; “here we shall be quite
secure from interruption.”

I was not misunderstood; so we advanced in the labyrinth,
the shelter of which was amply sufficient to seclude us from
the sight of everybody. She at last seated herself under a
shady tree, and I followed her example, placing myself close
by her side. She looked at me, pressed my -hand, and laid
herself down.

The lucky moment seemed come at last, and I began to
prepare myself for action, when I perceived that the lady had
suddenly fallen asleep. For a moment I thought it was only a
drowsiness, induced by our promenade in the sun, which it
would be very easy to dissipate, but seeing that it continued
to increase rather than diminish, I could not tell what to
make of it. I could have forgiven all this readily, if she had
first allowed me to gratify my desires, but was exceedingly
annoyed at being thus balked in the very instant of my
triumph. My desires prompted me to awaken her, yet I dared
not, lest I should displease and lose the enjoyment that I
flattered myself awaited me when her nap was over. I could
not refrain from putting my hand into her bosom, and I then
withdrew her fan which she had stuck there. This not appear-
ing to disturb her, I ventured on a kiss, of which she took not
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 the least notice. I was becoming bolder every moment and
‘wanted to descend a little lower. I put my head between her
feet, with my face to the earth, and sought to explore the
regions of love, but nothing could I see, for one leg was
- thrown over the other so as to completely cut off the pros-
- pect. Finding that I could not see, I was resolved to feel, and
accordingly slipped my hand right up her thigh to the foot of
' the mount. When I reached the entrance of the grotto, I
. scarcely dared think of doing more; but I only felt more
' miserable for this partial success. I was eager to examine
. with my eyes what I touched with my hand. I then looked
again at her face, not the slightest change was visible; the
" most imperturbable sleep seemed to reign over her; a twin-
| kling of one eye rather disquieted me for a moment, and
| made me somewhat mistrustful, and had it not closely shut
| up almost immediately, I should have contented myself with
- what I had already done. I returned, however, to my lower
| post of observation, and began to raise the petticoat a little.
The lady started, and I, trembling at my impudence, ceased
all proceedings and resumed my place beside her, without
" daring to look toward her. I did not remain long in this
I constraint; I saw she was still asleep, and blessed my stars on
observing that her legs were no longer crossed, the petticoat
was drawn up, and all her charms lay exposed to my aston-

Her legs were most beautifully shaped, and her ivory
’ thxghs round, soft, and firm, surmounted by a quim of bright
carnatlon, encircled with a hedge of bushy hair, as black as
' jet, and exhaling an odor more exquisite than all the essences
| of the perfumers. I put my finger to it and tickled it a little,
i and afterward, putting my head between her legs, I endeav-
ored to thrust in my tongue. I stood with such force that
| nothing could arrest me. I could have fucked the favorite
| sultana in the presence of a thousand eunuchs with drawn
| scimitars, ready to wash away my pleasures in my blood.

| earnest of what I was to enjoy.
I gazed steadfastly in the face of my partner, and from
time to time imprinted a burmng kiss upon her llps The
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frenzy amounting almost to madness. When my pleasure
over, I recovered the use of my eyes, and saw the trans
of my lady without being able to participate therein.

“My dearest love,” whispered she, “give one more pusht
Don’t leave the business but half finished!”

I put my shoulder to the wheel with an ardor that sur-
passed her own, and I had scarcely given four strokes before
she was insensible. More animated than ever, I increased my
pace, and in a moment lay motionless in her arms; both of us
intoxicated with the full tide of bliss that flowed in upon us.

This ecstasy did not endure long, and when I withdrew
myself from my partner, it was not without some little
confusion, which was increased when I saw that she was
looking hard at me. I was sitting up, and she put one arm
round my neck, and made me lie down again on the grass,
while with the other she was coaxing my instrument, and §
essaying by an abundant application of kisses to make him
resume the stiffness he had lost. I was quite abashed at all
this, and could not conceal it.

“What would you be after,” said she; “surely you need not
be afraid to show me an article that you know how to use so
welll I hide nothing from you—here, you dog, kiss my bub- |
bies; put your hand in my bosom; now the other to my
pussy; good! what a clever little fellow you are!”

I am not quite certain whether I ever had any mod&ty,
but I think there would be little danger in asserting, that
after we had continued these amusements for some time, my |
stock of that troublesome article was reduced to a minimum. |
My lance was now ready for the jousting that my antagonist
so ardently desired; and to every embrace she most heartily |
responded by a volley of kisses. I still kept my finger in the |
center of pleasure, and gradually parted her legs that I might
enjoy a view of the charming locality. The approaches of
pleasure are more delightful than the thing itself, nor do I
think anything can be more delicious than thus to handle a
woman who surrenders herself entirely to your voluptuous
caprices. This amorous prelude must necessarily terminate in
the grand climax, and vigorously did we carry on the lecher-
ous conflict; she was all alive under me, and seemed to
gather strength from every exertion, as she returned stroke
for stroke with increasing eagerness and force. Mouth to
mouth, with our tongues emulating the proceedings in the
lower department, we soon attained the acme of our trans-
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ports, and when the finishing stroke was made, our sensations
'were far beyond anything that pen can portray.
. I believe someone has written that “Vigor is the gift of
theaven.” It is possible that I inherited this blessing from my
reverend and godly Fathers as my only patrimony. I was not
slow in dissipating my heritage—but I must not break the
order of things in detailing my misfortunes here.
Notwithstanding all the proofs that I had given of my
virility, Madame Dinville was not yet satisfied, but used every
eans she could imagine to make me renew the combat.
“O you rogue,” said she, giving me a kiss, “what, standing
lagain! This dear jewel of yours, so hard, so thick, and so
long, is worth a fortune to you. Bless me! so you are ready to
begin again?” I answered this appeal by pulling her back-
'ward.
“Stop a bit, my love, I want to give you a new pleasure. It
|is now my turn to roger you. Lie down, just as I did before.”
In a moment I was extended on my back, and she on me;
she then put my staff into the proper place, and began to
push away. I did not move at all, but let her work while I
enjoyed the pleasure. I contemplated the charms above me,
d she occasionally rested to smother me with kisses. A
voluptuous sensation forewarned me of the approach of the
critical moment; I then joined my exertions to hers, and we
were shortly deluged with an overflow of love’s peculiar
distillery. After, I was in reality quite exhausted, and could
no longer resist the advances of sleep. My loving companion
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nestled my head in her bosom, that I might enjoy the
ness of repose where I had tasted that of love.

“Sleep, my darling, let nothing disturb you; I will conte
myself with looking at you.” !

I followed this advice in good earnest, and slept so soundl
that I did not awake till the sun was very near his evening
goal. When I awoke, the first object that struck my eyes was
Madame Dinville, looking at me with a sweet smile upon h
countenance. She laid down her knitting, with which she h
amused herself during my nap, and kissed me, slipping her
tongue into my mouth. Her attempts to arouse my enfeebl
energies were, however, for some time altogether useless.
Had I been allowed my own choice, I should have preferr
rest rather than active service; but this was not the lady’s}
design; she wanted to re-excite those desires that I no longer}
felt. Finding that her kisses and caresses produced but ve
trifling effects, she had recourse to another expedient; which}
was lying down on her back and pulling up her clothes, so as}
to expose all her charms to my view; at the same time
rubbing my tool till she saw that her point was gained. Then
ensued another furious encounter, which was somewhat
abridged by a rather premature discharge on my part. I was
chagrined at having the affair thus abbreviated, but there was
no remedy When we left this sweet retreat we took a turn or
two in the garden, and conversed as we went along.

BEAUREGARD DE FARNIENTE

The bizarre name, Beauregard de Farniente, is false—even
a pseudonym. It just so happened that one summer night,
when I was hurriedly completing the text of our new list for
the printer, 1 found that the author’s name on the original
French version of the book had slipped my mind. Being in a|
hurry, and not a very conscientious publisher, I did no
bother to investigate and slapped down the first idiotic na I
that came to my mind, Beauregard de Farniente. Farniente|
definitely has a wishful connotation.

As a matter of fact, the authorship of the book has never
been conclusively established. It first appeared in 1740 under |
the title L’Histoire de Don B****, Le Portier des Chartreux,
and that festive tale of Rabelaisian monks won immedia
under-the-counter fame. Its success was due in great part t
the circumstances of its publication, which set in motion o
of the most colorful episodes in the history of censorsh.p.
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It is only a few weeks after Le Portier became available to
' the clientele of rich libertines for which it was meant that the
Cardinal de Fleury, prime minister of the realm, ordered M.
- de Marville, “lieutenant general” of the Paris police, to begin
investigations. Inquiries revealed that a bale containing sever-
al hundred copies in sheets and without a title page had been
sent to Rouen, to be shipped from there aboard a Duich
vessel on its way back to Amsterdam. The police arrived too
late, the Dutch ship had left port; but an Italian named Stella
was arrested in connection with that shipping and was imme-
diately expelled from France.

Then Lucas Regnard Dubut, a police officer of exception-
al zeal who specialized in the repression of pornography,
searched the house of one Blangis whom he suspected of
having printed the lascivious engravings which adorned Le
Portier. Although the search proved fruitless, Blangis was
arrested together with his wife, who was pregnant, and they
were both sent to the city prison, the Bastille.

Both M. de Marville and the ubiquitous Dubut made great
use of paid informers, and they were not long in identifying a
group of people who seemed very closely connected with the
publication of the book. A search warrant was issued and
Dubut, with a cohort of policemen, invaded a house on the
rue de la Comédie-Francaise (now rue de I'Ancienne
Comédie) which belonged to a Madame d Alainville. They
interviewed and arrested a Mlle. Ollier who lived there, and
appeared to be the chief suspect; she was a one-time actress,
who, having lost one eye and contracted a lung disease, had
abandoned her first calling to become a notorious dealer in
pornographic novels. She was questioned cautiously because
she was known to be, in spite of her deplorable physical
condition, the mistress of one Marquis le Camus de Bligny,
an officer in the armies of the king and a notorious rake,
embezzler, and pimp—but nevertheless a high-ranking aristo-
crat and therefore untouchable.

Pursuing their search, Dubut and his men entered the
room occupied on the fourth floor by a priest, 'abbé Nourry,
who was Madame d’Alainville’s brother. They searched the
| room and discovered five copies of the incriminating book in

that holy man’s chaise percée. His pathetic explanation was
that he had met a young man the previous day who was in
possession of the five volumes and was sailing off to Brazil the
. next day, where he expected to sell them for a good price.
The abbé, shocked at the idea that such lewd literature was
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going to be propagated abroad, bought the books from the
unknown man only in order to protect the morals of the
Brazilians. The man of the cloth was sent to the Bastille.

One Lefévre was also arrested; he soon admitted that he
had engraved the plates; several peddlers were caught and
also sent to the Bastille. In the face of the most patent
evidence, all the suspects continued to deny that they had had
anything to do with the infamous book. But the police did not
care: M. de Marville had the right to keep them under lock
and key for as long as he fancied—in his view, there was no
difference between mere suspicion and proven guilt.

After several months spent in prison, Blangis, Lefévre and
others finally admitted their crime, but in so doing they
accused the chief conspirators, and bitterly complained of not
having been paid for their work.

It became blatantly obvious now that the Marquis le
Camus had acted as publisher of the book, that a respecta-
ble, retired notary public by the name of Morand had
financed the publication, and that a young lawyer by the
name of Jean-Charles Gervaise de Latouche was the author.
The underdogs were kept in the Bastille a little longer for
good measure, the unwise abbé Nourry was delivered to the
Catholic hierarchy and hidden away in a provincial monas-
tery, and Mlle. Ollier was exiled from Paris. But the Mar-
quis, the lawyer and the wealthy landlady, Madame d’Alain-
ville, were left in peace.

The Marquis soon solved his problems by marrying a
young heiress. By writing mild obscenities, Gervaise de La-
touche made a small fortune which he entrusted to the Duke
de Guéméné, an aristocratic financier, and which was lost
when the duke went bankrupt.

Such is the fate of pornographers.
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ROMAN ORGY

- Marcus van Heller

mong the many pairs of eyes which had witnessed

the using of the Egyptian slave girl by Lucius Cris-

pus, was a pair of cool gray ones. At the moment they were

“hard eyes, very hard eyes.

They belonged in a face which any Emperor would have

" been proud of; a broad, strong face with a square, jutting

“chin, a straight fine mouth and a broad forehead from which

the eyes looked deeply out, hard and unafraid. A face which

could have made a kingdom into an empire, a face which was

going to lead ten thousand men to doom. The face of a
slave. .

:
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It was during the lecherous performance of Lucius Crispus
that the slave became aware of Clodia’s eyes upon him—as
they had so often been upon him of late. As Crispus was
urged to greater efforts by the licentious crew of Rome’s
aristocracy, the patrician’s wife finally called his name.

“Spartacus!”

He turned his gray eyes toward her and walked over to
her side.

As he walked, the muscles in his calves below the tunic
bulged; long lengths of muscle stirred in his arms. In spite of
his height—he was slightly taller than any other man present—
his body radiated a potential dynamism. It seemed unlikely
that he could be taken off his guard.

He bent toward his mistress and the cloth of his tunic
stretched in wrinkles across his shoulders.

Clodia’s eyes held his with a look he could not understand
as she said quietly:

“I'm tired of this. I'm going to bathe. I shall need you to
stand guard over the door.”

She bade good night to her women guests who watched
her sympathetically as she left. It was very hard on her, her
husband acting like this in public and Clodia such a beautiful
woman and not one man noticing her go. It was a wonder
she didn’t divorce him—or get herself a lover.

Spartacus strode silently after her, leaving the noise of the
banquet behind, through the portico flanking the huge
quadrilateral, which in turn enclosed the gardens with their
walks and arbors and the baths which Crispus had had
specially built to the pattern and proportions of the huge
public thermae.

It was not unusual for Spartacus to be asked to accompany
his mistress. He was the head of the several hundred slaves
which Crispus boasted as his entourage and he occupied a
comparatively privileged position. Descended from the
Thracian princes, he could boast at least as much culture as
his master—which he had to admit was not saying an awful
lot—and he knew himself to be more of a man.

But lately, it seemed, Clodia had been singling him out to
be with her in nearly everything she did, everywhere she
went. He had become, virtually, her personal bodyguard.

Watching her walk before him through the torch-lit porti-
cos, Spartacus wondered why she stayed in Crispus’ house. It
was well known—even among the slaves—that he treated her
badly. There was nothing to stop her leaving.
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Spartacus’ lips tightened as his mind dwelt on Crispus. His
master treated nobody well, in fact, except those he consid-
ered of superior rank and birth—on whom he fawned his
attentions or whom he tried desperately to impress, not
without success.

Spartacus was aware that Crispus regarded him with a
certain reluctant respect, which he felt sometimes bordered
on hatred. For a long time he had been at a loss to under-
stand this, but eventually it had dawned on him that, to his
master, he represented the threat of the enslaved but superi-
or classes who in different circumstances would have thought
him nothing but an ignorant upstart. There were many such
slaves: cultured Greeks and Egyptians, many of them.

He had wondered at times why Crispus did not put him in
the slave market, to be rid of him, but then again it had
come to him that he represented a challenge. If Crispus got
rid of him, he would have admitted his inability to dominate,
admitted defeat. 3

Following Clodia into the bath buildings, Spartacus won-
dered why she should require him to accompany her. Was
she afraid one of her guests might wander away from the
banquet and try to take liberties with her? Nobody would
dare. Was she afraid of her slaves? They wouldn’t dare—
besides he was a slave too. Spartacus became suddenly aware
of the intimacy of leaving the bright, noisy company and
disappearing through the grounds with one of the most beau-
tiful women in Rome, to guard her while she bathed.

“Wait here.”

Clodia left him with a command and disappeared into one
of the dressing rooms just inside the building.

Spartacus stared around him in the flickering torchlight.
Beyond was a large vaulted hall, its walls of blue and white
stone mosaic. The center of the roof was taken up by a large
space in the vaulting through which the sun poured at noon
and the stars glittered at night. In the center of the floor was
~ the great bronze basin of water, water which steamed now
from the heat of the hypocaust beneath.

The slaves were never allowed to use these baths, which
. had separate hours—like the public baths—for men and
women. It was still permissible in the public baths for mixed
bathing, but it was never seen. No woman cared to sully her
reputation. There had been so many scandals in the past.

In the past . . . How many years had Spartacus been here
 in Rome, in the great town house of Lucius Crispus? How
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many years had he listened to the suffering and indignities of '

the slaves? How many years since he had seen his Thracian
hills, those beautiful, free, Thracian hills! How long would it
go on?

His thoughts were suddenly stopped dead by the appear-
ance of his mistress. Without a glance at him she ran across
the marble floor and disappeared down the stone steps into
the warm water of the sunken bronze basin. Spartacus was
dumbstruck; a hundred times more so than when he had seen
the Spanish maidens dance into the banqueting room. Clodia
had been quite naked!

He gazed incredulously into the ill-lit gloom of the bathing
room. It was so. Through the gloom and the rising vapors he
could see her white body floating lazily on the surface of the
greenish water. Even now he could make out—how anguish-
ingly vague—the line of her pale breasts, breaking the sur-
face.

Spartacus’ mind wouldn’t function for some seconds. This
had never been known. A Roman patrician woman to un-
dress before a male slave!l He turned and peered back
through the gloom of the grounds, half afraid that he might
be struck down for the sacrilege of having seen what had
been paraded before him.

In that fleeting glimpse he had seen the body of one of the
most beautiful women of Rome; a body which he knew many
noble Romans would have given a fortune to see. Cold virtue
in a beautiful woman always increased desire for her.

How could she have been so indiscreet? Why? She could
have slipped on her stola and then have bathed in one of the
smaller baths out of sight. It was as if she had paraded
herself intentionally.

Spartacus stood, undecided, at the entrance to the build-
ing. He felt he should withdraw to the grounds just outside,
but hesitated to disobey his mistress’ explicit command. It
seemed further sacrilege to remain where he was, particularly
as Clodia was making no effort to escape his view, seemed, in
fact, to be displaying herself quite unconcernedly.

As he watched her misty outline, she turned on her stom-
ach and floated, face down in the water, her long, unloosened
hair streaming over her wet shoulders, rounded tips of but-
tocks showing like some ghostly half-submerged fish.

Spartacus folded his arms. Under his hands he felt the
smooth, tight bulging of his biceps and the feeling reassured
him. This was Clodia’s doing. He would stay where he was.
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From time to time as he watched her leisurely lolling in
the warm water, he saw her raise her head, or simply turn it,
toward where he stood in the shadow of the entrance. Per-
haps she was afraid he would go and leave her unprotected.
Although why she should was unimaginable. To disobey an
order!

Reflecting, with the image of her nudity in his head,
Spartacus began to remember little incidents of the past few
weeks: the way her eyes were so often upon him, the fact
she had asked his advice upon some Thracian vase she had
considered buying, that once her hand had rested on his arm,
as if absently, when she gave him an order. Spartacus reflect-
ed on these things and the image of her nudity and gazed
with his cool, gray eyes through the steam at the bronze
basin.

Time passed. To Spartacus it seemed an eternity at any
moment of which he expected some guest to stray away from
the noise of the banquet which he could no longer hear, and
find him standing his lonely guard over the senator’s naked
wife.

But when at last the silent worry of his thoughts was
interrupted it was such an interruption as to fill his head with
an even darker cloud of anxiety.

From the bronze basin, Clodia’s cultured voice reached
him. He fancied there was a trace of nervousness in the
usually firm, imperious tones.

“Spartacus. A cloth and my robe are in the dressing room.”

He waited a second or two for her to add something, but
she lay back in the water, waiting.

His heart was beating a little faster than normal as he
went into the dressing room. There on a wooden seat were
strewn her clothes. His face flushed as his eyes passed, in the
gloom, from her stola to the undertunic, the brassiere which
clasped those round breasts, the loincloth which contained
those virtuous hips.

He picked up the woolen napkin and the blue robe made
of the still rare silk from the mysterious Orient.

As he strode, muscles flexing and unflexing in his powerful
legs, toward the pool, he was filled with the foreboding of
strange things. This was no ordinary night. This was no
ordinary duty he was performing.

He reached the water’s edge and stood looking down into
. the opaque, green waters where Clodia, still unconcernedly,
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floated. She seemed to ignore him as he gazed down at the
parts of her body which showed through the steam. 5

Spartacus waited, while Clodia paddled. He could see the
smooth slope of her white shoulders, the deep cleft of the
upper part of her breast. Half lying, still, in the water, she
turned her eyes toward him. ‘

Her face was radiant with the pale beauty, the clear-cut
lines of a Roman aristocrat. Her hazel eyes were bright with
a peculiar fire.

“You dislike your master, Spartacus,” she said. Her voice
had regained its old, firm tones.

Spartacus said nothing. He felt unequal to the whole cir-
cumstance of the evening.

Clodia laughed. One of the few times he’d ever heard her
laugh.

“Your silence condemns you. He dislikes you, too.”

She hesitated and still Spartacus said nothing.

“Today he finally admitted defeat. He decided to get rid of
you, to sell you in the slave market.”

Spartacus stared at her. So at last it had happened. But her
next words astonished him.

“He wanted to sell you, but I put my foot down. Because I
want to keep you.”

“My lady is kind,” Spartacus said softly.

“No, not kind,” she said, “just self-indulgent.”

Giving Spartacus no time to ponder her words, she began,
to his utter astonishment, to climb up the stone steps to the
marble floor of the baths.

He stared at her, unable to withdraw his eyes as she came,
like a nymph, out of the water. First her breasts stunned his
eyes: large, firm and white with the large red smudge of
nipple a startling contrast to the color of the skin. And then
her belly, flat, smooth, white and then her abdomen with the
two pink creases in the soft flesh and the black down of hair
reaching to a point between her legs and the long thighs,
themselves like marble, supple, cold and beautiful.

She stood dripping in front of him. Her eyes were those of
the sphinx. His lips opened slightly.

“Rub me down,” she said, quietly. “Have you forgotten
yourself?” |
The whole of Spartacus’ skin all over his body seemed to
be pulsating as he bent to his task. Clodia stood quietly
watching the bunching of his powerful arm muscles as he
wiped the moisture from her arms, her breasts, her belly, her

84




back, her buttocks. Spartacus hesitated. Her buttocks were
full, contained firmly in long sweeping lines. His hands had
trembled as he felt the shape and texture of the globes
through the woolen napkin. Now he hesitated.

“Go on,” Clodia’s voice commanded from above as he
knelt.

Her voice sounded firm but there was a hollow undertone
as if she were steeling herself. He realized suddenly that she
was trembling.

His big hands moved down the backs of her thighs, shaping
the almost imperceptible down into a slim arrow. His hands
contained her rounded calves in the napkin and he swiveled
round and rubbed up her legs in the front.

He was more aware of her trembling. Under his tunic at
his genitals was a heavy ache. Clodia swiveled her legs
apart, moving on the balls of her small, bare feet. Spartacus
looked up at her. Her lips were apart as she looked down on
him. Her eyes pierced into his with a look which was com-
mand and desire and not without a tremulous background of
fear.

“Go on,” she said softly. There was a tremble in her voice
as well as her limbs.

Spartacus hollowed his hands around the napkin and
moved them up her leg. Astonishment had now given place
to a masculine certainty and strength. There was no doubt in
his mind, only a deep, luxurious wonder.

His hands moved up over the knee, soaking the moisture
from the skin into the napkin. Through it he could feel the
solidity of the thigh. He wanted to touch the thigh without
the napkin, but he continued pulling the cloth, like a broken
glove up the leg to where it broadened into its fullness and
his eyes were on a level with the crease of flesh between her
thighs.

Once more he hesitated.

“Go on.” The voice above him was a controlled Vesuvius.

Spartacus held the napkin in the flat of his right hand.
With the other he boldly grasped Clodia’s thigh, his fingers
denting the buttery flesh and with a long, slow movement, he
wiped the napkin between her legs.

As he felt the soft yielding flesh under the napkin flatten
out against the inside of the thighs, Clodia’s hand came
uncontrollably down to his head and her fingers grasped his
long, fair hair and pressed his face to her lower belly.

Spartacus rose slowly up her body, his lips traveling up
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tracing a path over her navel, the taut flesh of her ribs,
resting on the beautiful pearl hills of her breasts, brushing the
rich, hard protrusion of nipple, sucking in the hollow of her
shoulder, on up the white slender neck, until they found her
lips and fastened there, his lips on those of Clodia, famed in
Rome for her beauty, Clodia whose slim, smooth tongue now
forced its way between his lips, between his teeth and snaked
in his mouth, the mouth of her slave.

After a moment she drew away from him, trembling
violently.

“Give me my. robe,” she said. “We must not be seen here.”

Spartacus put her robe over her trembling shoulders, she
pulled it tightly around her and bidding him follow her,
walked quickly away from the baths.

Walking behind her once again, Spartacus was filled with a
joy of incredible discovery, an emotional power which was
overwhelming. Here he was following her as he had so often
followed her before—but now what a difference! Now he
knew those breasts which had vaguely excited him before as
they pressed through her stola. Breasts which had excited so
many men in Rome; breasts so inaccessible and far away.
Now he knew that slender back which shaped into the girdle
of the robe as she hurried before him, knew those buttocks
which were outlined by the clinging silk, those thighs over
which the silk hung loosely from its. swelling over the rump.
Now he understood the looks which Clodia had cast on him,
now he understood the touch on his arm. Soon she would be
his, unbelievably his.

Hurrying before Spartacus, Clodia was aware that his eyes
were on the tension of her buttocks under the robe. She
pulled the robe more tightly around her.

Now they were going to her room and she would seduce
him. It was no sudden decision Clodia had made. It had been
developing in her mind for months.

She was well aware of Lucius’ lack of interest in her. She
was no longer terribly interested in him. She had in fact
made up her mind at one time to divorce him.

But then she had become suddenly aware of the slave,
Spartacus. There was some magnetism in him, some superior
strength of character which made her, even now, half afraid
in her fascination for him.

She had soon seen Lucius’ recognition of the same quality,
had watched the battle Lucius, who could not bear to find
himself in competition with a stronger man, had fought with

86




himself, Had watched the indifference of the slave to the
attempts of an inferior being to degrade him.

It was a fascination, a very physical fascination, which had
kept her in Lucius’ house. She would sit and watch Sparta-
cus, his big muscles tensing in his big body as he performed
his tasks, she would watch the calm, handsome face and if the
cool, gray eyes alighted on her she would look quickly away
lest he should notice her interest.

The desire had grown in her to touch that athletic, muscu-
lar body. A desire which had finally found its outlet a few
days before when she had allowed her fingers to rest lightly
on his arm while directing him to some duty.

And then she had wanted that touch, that physical com-
munion returned. Had wanted to give, to yield under the
superior power which she sensed in the man.

Even now it was a desire completely physical which drove
her on. The unheard-of, forbidden liaison with a slave. That
taboo which gave such an emotional desperation and glory to
the fornication.

Although, it was true, a slave could eventually become a
freedman—and perhaps rise to office—there was no gainsay-
ing the fact that a slave, as a slave, was the scum of the
Empire. Such a liaison would have the whole of Rome
howling for the blood of both parties; such a liaison would
resound beyond the boundaries of the peninsula to the very
outposts of the Roman world.

It was partly the knowledge of this that had driven Clodia
on in her desire rather than deterred her. She had a will the
equal of most in the city and Spartacus, all unwittingly, had
driven her toward the inevitable with every movement of his
body, every look in his eyes, every one of the few words he
uttered.

The noise of the banquet, still in progress, reached them as
they walked in the shadow of the portico and mounted the
steps to the upper story. Without a word, Clodia led the way
through Crispus’ room to her own. Starlight shone in through
a window which looked out onto the quadrilateral. Spartacus
moved uncertainly in the poor light and stood silent and still,
while Clodia pulled a heavy shutter into place across the
window. She lit the torches in their brackets on the walls and
while she moved quietly to the door to close it, Spartacus
looked with quick curiosity around her room, which he was
seeing for the first time.

The room was dominated by Clodia’s bed, the bed in
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which she must have spent so many lonely nights, listening
perhaps to the breathing of her husband in the next room. It
was a huge bed of oak. The woodwork was inlaid with
tortoise shell, the feet were made of ivory. All three materi-

I

als shone with a luster which bespoke much labor from

Clodia’s female slaves. There were two divans also, strewn
with exotically colored cushions, and in a corner near the
window space was a tripod table on which lay Clodia’s
mirrors of silver and a few adornments.

The furniture, as was customary in the grand houses, was
sparse but superb.

After Clodia had shut the door she and Spartacus stood
looking at each other for a few moments. Her beautiful face
was slightly flushed; there was a hint of fear in her eyes
which she tried vainly to conceal.

The interval of walking had made Spartacus wary. He was
well aware of the penalty for this sort of thing and he now
remained where he was, making no move toward her.

Looking at him, Clodia, too, felt the slight embarrassment
that the interval had built. She had a sudden, fleeting fear
that she might be scorned.

She brushed past Spartacus and stretched out on the coun-
terpane and cushions of the bed.

“My bones ache with all that sitting in the banqueting
room,” she said, holding his eyes again with her own. “I want
to be massaged.”

Spartacus moved toward her, his sandaled feet rustling
lightly on the floor. She saw in his eyes the deep unwavering
look of purpose that so many were to see and it filled her
with a shuddering fascination, a shuddering anticipation.

“Have you seen the women wrestlers being massaged in
the palaestrae?” she asked softly. He nodded as he came
toward her and she added, slipping from her robe: “Well I
am just one of them waiting for the masseur. Clodia does not
exist.”

As his fingers began to move over her body and her breath
fluttered in her throat, she thought “Perhaps this is the only
time that Clodia exists.”

Once again her full, beautiful white body was exposed to
her slave. But Spartacus, running his hands over the beautiful
tapering arms, the slim shoulders, the glossy swellings of her
breasts, knew that he was no longer her slave but her master.
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sent in the wake of Spartacus. A handful of the three or four
hundred men had been the only survivors. Nobody knew
whether the gladiators had suffered any casualties, so com-
plete had been the surprise.

The bewilderment had been rapidly followed by rationali-
zations, explanations—excuses. The number of Roman sol-
diers had been too few in the beginning; the Senate should
have authorized more. The gladiators had doubled their ranks
with slaves. They had spies everywhere.

It was decreed that the two Consuls should themselves take
the two legions—all that remained, with Pompeius in Spain
and Caesar in Gaul—and put a peremptory and salutary end
to the gladiators’ antics.

While the wheels of organization slowly turned, Rome
went about its business. Nobody was going to be put out by a
handful of gladiators somewhere down near Capua.

Last of all to allow himself to appear put out was Lucius
Crispus, Spartacus’ old master and owner. Since the small
band of soldiers allotted to his house had been withdrawn
he’d been putting a bold face to the world and tonight he had
hired some professional players to perform a play for an
invited audience in his house.

The couches for his thirty guests were arranged in a

- semicircle at one end of the banqueting room, a large space

for the players left at the other. A fair section of the
aristocracy was present, a fact which pleased Crispus im-

- mensely. He looked around for his wife, Clodia. She should
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be here with him to receive the guests. It was very bad form,
for her to be missing.

Up in her room, Clodia smoothed her hands over the
counterpane of her bed. She now knew that something was .
happening to her. She was not the woman she had been a
few months ago. Something was going on inside her head
leaving her listless, half afraid, almost dazed. Spartacus was
still alive. It seemed that he had some god personally inter-
ested in his welfare. She did not think she was being illogical
when she believed the odds had been all against him since the
day she had handed him over to patrician justice. She wished
she could separate her conflicting feelings, wished she could
decide, once and finally if she wanted him to die. In some
mystic way she felt that her willing him to die would bring it
about, or equally that her willing him to live would bring it
about. If only she could make the decision.

Suddenly she remembered the play, the guests. With a
startled raise of her eyebrows she pulled her stola about her
and tripped down the steps to the crowded banqueting room
below.

Away from the public theaters—even there performances
were frequently designed almost purely to titillate the audi-
ence into an erotic response—productions reached a peak of
sensuality.

The tale which unfolded before the fascinated eyes of
Crispus and his guests was that of incest and the ravishing of
a daughter, who unlike her sisters, resisted the amorous
advances of her father.

“How scandalous!” the patrician women tittered as realistic
movements on a specially provided couch illustrated the °
ravishing. The actress was a doll-like creature, a mere ac-
companiment to the actor, who was one of the finest mimes
and dancers in Rome.

Men and women in the audience felt themselves grow hot
around the loins as the doll-like face assumed expressions of
horror, sudden shock, pain and then abasement, as the actor’s
hips writhed beside her in the acme of suggestiveness. His
hips actually jerked against hers in solid contact and it was
clear that both achieved a considerable satisfaction from the
intimate motion. The actor simulated a panting and the girl
opened her mouth and screwed up her eyes in pretended
passion.

Crispus’ attentive eyes discreetly watched his guests’ reac-
tion. Another success. What a pity that business with Sparta-
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cus had happened just as he was really creating a name for
himself with his lavish entertainment. All around men and
women had bright eyes glued on the actors. What a pity, he
thought, that both Consuls had been too tied up with the
organization of the legions to come. Still everyone else was
here with fewer exceptions even than at his banquet.

Clodia sat beside him, looking straight ahead. She didn’t
seem to be at all affected by the performance. He wondered
if she were even noticing it and for the first time he felt a
twinge of pity for her. She was probably still worrying about
her rape by Spartacus. It must have been pretty grim for her
as well as for him, he supposed. But it was always worse for
the man to have something like that happen to his woman.

He looked back at the actors who were just gasping in a
climax. The auditorium was hushed, savoring every explosion
of breath, when a louder commotion suddenly broke at the
back of the room.

Twisting round in annoyance Crispus was- astonished to see
that the room had suddenly filled with soldiers, fully armed,
metal-covered leather tunics glinting in the light of the few
torches.

Crispus stood up; others around him turned on their
couches; the actors stopped and stared. Crispus was bewil-
dered. What did this mean? Was there some emergency? He
was about to call out for information when the soldiers who
had surrounded the couches stood back to let a tall figure
through.

Crispus gazed at the figure, at the face under the burnished
helmet of a Roman commander. His stomach turned to ice.
He was looking into the hard, smiling eyes of Spartacus.

~ Beside him, Crispus heard a gasp from Clodia:

“Spartacus!”

At the name a gasp of horror rippled around the room.
- Everybody seemed to cringe.

Spartacus stood before Crispus, his hand on his sword hilt.

“Did you not expect me back?” he asked in a tone so soft
that only those close to him heard the words.

Crispus’ mouth opened but no sound came. The room was
silent. The gladiators—a chosen score of them—almost un-
recognizable in the uniforms of Titus Philippus’ former army,
. were an impenetrable barrier around the room.

“Have you left your voice in the Senate?” Spartacus’ tone
rose and he took a step toward Crispus, his eyes sweeping
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Clodia. “Have you no words of welcome for the man back
from the death to which you condemned him?”

Clodia’s mind clouded over as Spartacus’ hard, bitter eyes
bored into her. She could hear his voice but she no longer
made out the words. There was nothing but his eyes and the
memory in them of her betrayal.

A senator moved forward, Claudius Laberius, a bold
speaker, who was in the running for next year’s Consulship.
He seemed to have little understanding of the situation.

“How dare you force your way in here?” he snapped.
“Don’t you know, madman, that a thousand men are prepar-
ing in this city to wipe you from the face of the earth?”

He walked close to Spartacus. No slave was going to
command his patrician blood. He jutted his face toward the
gladiator.

“You’d better get out and quick before . ..”

Spartacus’ hand pushed him flat in his face and Claudius
Laberius staggered back several paces, tripped over a couch
and crashed to the floor. When he started, spluttering, to get
up, a Roman sword was held at his throat.

Spartacus turned back to Crispus. His eyes looked past him
to Clodia. His voice was controlled, almost conversational.

“We were watching the play for a while,” he said. “We
don’t want to spoil the entertainment, But we think it would
benefit from a change of actors.”

Crispus could not fight down the nervousness in his chest,
which betrayed him in a trembling of his lower lip. Sparta-
cus’ casualness was all the more ominous.

There was a slight gasp as Spartacus extended his sword
and deftly slit Clodia’s stola from neck to hem. But nobody
moved to her aid. His sword ripped the short sleeves and the
garment fell away from her, tumbling against her neighbor.

“Get up,” Spartacus commanded.

Clodia stood up, body swelling ripely under thin coverings
of brassiere and loincloth. It did not occur to her to disobey.
Spartacus’ eyes seemed to hypnotize her. Her large, shapely
bosom rose and fell. All eyes were on her and Spartacus.

Another delicate slit with his sword and Spartacus had
snapped her brassiere supports and torn the loincloth away
from her hips. Her breasts, hips and buttocks emerged as if
they had oozed from the coverings, splitting them of their
own volition. Pale, beautiful and suddenly chilled, she was
exhibited to the prying eyes of gladiators and patricians alike.

Crispus was horrified. This was degradation for him. His
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terror of the ruination of his esteem overcame his fear and
he lunged toward Spartacus and gripped the short sleeves of
his tunic. Two gladiators stepped quickly toward them, but
Spartacus made no move to use his sword. He moved in
toward Crispus’ body and brought his knee sharply up be-
tween the patrician’s legs. Crispus groaned, doubled up and
sagged to the floor at the Thracian’s feet. Nobody moved to
help him. .

Spartacus looked back at Clodia. She had not looked at
Crispus. Her eyes never left his.

The rebel leader swept his sword in an all-embracing move-
ment at his gladiators.

“Choose one from among my men and you and he will act
in reality the part of the play we interrupted,” he said.

There was an audible intake of breath all over the room.
Looking at Clodia’s lovely body many of the patricians felt,
mixed with their fear and disgust, a crumb of gratitude that
this ex-slave had allowed them to see what they could never
otherwise have hoped to witness. Oh, to see that voluptuous
body, that body which made one’s hands itch to hold its
breasts, its perfect buttocks, those hips and thighs made to
cushion and open under one’s weight—oh to see it in any
other circumstances! Oh, to take the place—after invitation
and in privacy—of the man who was to act now the specta-
cle which made the hair on the back of one’s neck bristle
with fascinated repugnance!

“Choose!” Spartacus commanded.

Clodia felt numb, her eyes filled with tears which
overflowed and coursed quietly down her long, pale cheeks.
There was to be no pity. She saw it in his eyes.

“Kill me,” she said. “I would rather die.”

Spartacus looked at the gladiators and grinned. They were
all staring at Clodia, eyes hot, trying, it seemed, to draw her
eyes to them.

“See how eager they are.” He turned back to Clodia and
the grin was gone. “Strange you should find them so little to
your taste,” he said, savagely. “I remember when you had
different desires.”

He leaned slightly forward and traced a line with his sword
point from her navel up between her breasts to her neck. His
eyes followed the path of the sword and then bored into her
again.

“Choose,” he said with controlled ferocity. “Or I shall

- choose for you.”
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There was no pity, no mercy. Clodia knew, suddenly, that
things were coming to an end. Life for her as a Roman
patrician was over. Even if life remained there was the
shame, the impossible shame.

“I choose you,” she said softly.

The room had been hushed. But the hush seemed to take
on a deeper quality, as if the air itself were stunned into
motionlessness. Spartacus glared at her, surprised and then
strangely furious that she should try to ensnare him a second
time.

“Marcellus!” he snapped. “Take her.”

Spartacus watched them take Clodia at sword point to the
couch, watched Marcellus, grinning lustfully, strip. They flung
Clodia onto the couch. The patrician men leaned forward,
seeming to forget their danger, watching while Marcellus,
unabashed and unembarrassed, crammed into Clodia’s still,
unresponsive body.

Lying under Marcellus, Clodia felt almost no sensation—
just a numbed disgust and a dull ache. In her degradation,
she also felt a deep bitterness that Spartacus had scorned her,
had treated her desperate choice as if it were an imper-
tinence. Seeing the end so near she had decided to succumb
with this man between her legs—a last clinging to sharp life.
But he had scorned her. In front of the noble blood of Rome
he had scorned her. And now she had the double shame of
the scorn and the unfeeling spectacle she was providing. She
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closed her eyes. The man on her was tearing her to pieces
with his rough enthusiasm.

The male nobility of Rome could hardly believe in the
reality of the scene. There on the couch in front of them the
noble, virtuous, beautiful, frigid Clodia was stripped, nakedly
paraded, all her nude charms there under their eyes.

But to see her ravaged by a gladiator! That was something
from wild dreams, something that would be remembered
with awe in Roman history.

Their eyes bulged as Marcellus surged into the spread-
eagled body. Her large breasts indented a little under him, her
buttocks oozed outward on the couch, her drawn-up thighs
were still, resigned.

Marcellus was bending her legs this way and that, raising
her buttocks off the couch, leaning up from her for deeper
angle, panting and gasping. He forced her legs obscenely out
so that her calves dropped, doll-like, over each side of the
couch. Her thighs made the sides of a bowl for his hips.

Every man in the room made a mental note that if
he—and she—got out of this alive he must do his utmost to
possess Clodia during the days of life and strength remaining
to him. Every woman felt a mixture of hysteria and hot
fascination.

The spectacle did not last very long. Clodia’s beauty,
combined with her frigidity toward him, had so whetted
Marcellus’ appetite that he felt himself racing to a climax
within a few minutes. He would have liked to stop and draw
the whole thing out, but now he couldn’t. His breath panted
in Clodia’s face as he fastened his mouth on her cold,
horrified lips. Prostrate under him, suffocated under his
weight, her face hot and flushed, her belly filled and hurting,
Clodia opened her eyes and saw the score of eyes feasting on

- her. She closed her eyes again. She felt sick and deadened.

With the darkness before her eyes, she heard his breath

- exploding. His lips clasped down on hers and she let her
- mouth fall slackly open against the fury of his efforts. Then
- she hard him choke, gasped herself and lay with her eyes
- closed, sick and unmoving as he stretched his hot, sweating
. length on the cool softness of her flesh.

Spartacus had watched for a time. Something about Clodia’s

apathy touched him, made a small dent in the bitter ani-
. mosity he felt toward her. He remembered how she had
- responded, led even, in his arms. He had intended to kill her
tonight. But now he knew a better way. It would spare her

95



life, but shame her in a way which would remain forever a
reminder of his vengeance. Watching Marcellus panting in
passion, Spartacus felt a twinge of pity for the woman.
Under different circumstances she would have made a fine
partner for him. He felt a slight sickness of regret and
walked out into the cool air of the quadrilateral, leaving his
men to guard.

Much later, when the streets of Rome were quiet, the
house of Lucius Crispus lay in darkness. The off-duty slaves
had retired for the night before the play had begun. The
remainder now lay trussed up with Crispus’ guests in one of
the upper rooms.

In another Clodia lay, hands and ankles bound beside
Crispus who was similarly secured. Their faces were lit up by
a couple of torches which the gladiators held over them. In
the shadow behind the torches, Spartacus stood with a brand-
ing iron in his hand.

The flames of a torch had flickered over the iron for a
long time. Now it glowed redly in the darkness.

“Untie her ankles,” Spartacus said.

His men bent and loosened the ropes. She was still naked.
Her eyes were filled with a fresh terror. Beside her, a piece
of cloth stuffed in his mouth, Crispus closed his eyes, but

opened them again as if the closing had not rid him of an -

image of the scene.

“Pull her legs apart.”

Eager, trembling hands grasped the smooth flesh of her
thighs, drawing them wide, exposing the closed portals of her
vagina. Spartacus bent toward her with the iron. The light
from the torches lined his arms with shadows, enclosing the
lengths of muscle as they bulged.

Crispus grunted, trying to raise his voice in horrified pro-
test. Clodia slithered backward on the floor, cringing from
the red glow.

“Hold her.”

Spartacus moved the iron down to her body, ranged it at a
point high up on one of her thighs, aimed it at the soft
fullness just before the inside of the thigh joined her crotch.

He looked at Clodia, gagged too.

“This is how a slave is made,” he said. There were evil
chuckles from his men in the half darkness.

With a swift movement, the iron traveled the distance to
the white flesh. There was a searing sound, smell of burning
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flesh. Clodia writhed under the hands that held her, tore the
gag with her teeth.

When Spartacus stood back there was a little crescent-
shaped burn deep in Clodia’s thigh. He bent again to the
other leg, and Clodia fainted as the branding iron withered
her flesh once more.

Spartacus stood up. He looked at the scars with satisfac-
tion. He turned to Crispus with a cruel smile.

“How does it feel to be married to a slave?” he asked.

Later still, there was a soft stirring from the house of
Lucius Crispus. The master and the mistress went out into
the dark night. She was still naked and she walked in difficul-
ty as if with pain. They were surrounded, still, by the gladia-
tors.

Swiftly, silently, the gladiators hurried them through the
stone-paved streets, with scouts going ahead to watch for the
night patrols.

They reached the-forum without meeting the squads of
vigiles.

A pale crescent of moon cast only a slight, ghostly light
over the huge esplanade as Spartacus and the gladiators
pulled their prisoners through the portico which was the
public entrance on the south side. To left and right a double
colonnade of pillars flanked the forum and opposite—more
than a hundred yards off through the gloom—the buildings of
library and law courts made shadows.

Spartacus knew the forum well. How often had he passed
through it on the way to the market. He knew just where the
bronze equestrian statue of Scipio Africanus glinted in the
noon sun in the center of the forum. It was toward this
statue of the vanquisher of the great Hannibal that the
creeping shadows hurried.

At the base of the statue, rearing above its ten-foot-high
stone pedestal, Spartacus gave a few orders.

Working quietly and efficiently, the gladiators scaled the
pedestal, the statue, and hauled Clodia up with them. There
on the bronze rump of the horse they laid Clodia on her
back, pulled her legs back to her head, spread them wide and
tied them around the back of the horse to its bronze tail. The
slave scars on the inside of her thighs were thus presented to
the market, to the throngs who would flock into the forum

- with the rising sun. Her bottom rounded nakedly to the
. heavens behind Scipio Africanus.
. . From behind the statue, Spartacus surveyed the obscene
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contortion into which Clodia was tied. In the darkness he
could but vaguely make out the whiteness of her upturned
thighs. But on the morrow those thighs would be struck by the
first rays of the sun.

Thus, the most renowned and virtuous loins in Rome
would smart with shame under the gaze of rude crowds of
peasants, under the eyes of the merchants coming to spread
their wares, under the warm glances of the lawyers on their
way to the courts, the soldiers, strolling senators, slaves
brought for sale; the whole of Rome would view the offered
intimacies of Clodia, wife of Senator Lucius Crispus. Sparta-
cus smiled with grim satisfaction.

But the work was not yet complete. On Spartacus’ com-
mand, his men stripped Crispus and flung him, bound and
gagged, to the ground behind the statue. There he would lie
to see his wife’s thighs and feel his own shame in the
morning. So that he might not roll away to hide from the
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scene, his ankles were attached also to the horse’s tail with a
long rope. Spartacus knew that Crispus would die a thousand
deaths from the ignominy of his plight and more particularly
Clodia’s; he knew that Crispus would carry the stigma of that
morning with him to his grave.

Spartacus bent beside Crispus’ prostrate body, he saw the
man’s eyes gleam up at him in the moonlight.

“In the morning,” he whispered, “you will know what it is
like to be exhibited in the slave market.”

Before they disappeared into the darkness, Spartacus and
his small band left Crispus’ purple-banded toga at the feet of
Scipio Africanus’ horse. They wrapped around it the broken
chains of a slave.

In the morning when the first merchants and the first
shoppers found the two naked Romans, they were afraid to
touch them in case in some strange way they should be
associated with the crime, and punished. By the time the
authorities had been contacted and one of the Consuls with
his cortege of lictors arrived in the forum, the word had
spread over Rome and a large portion of the population was
crowded into the esplanade, jostling to get a better view of
Clodia’s charms. Crispus, appealing with his eyes for release,
was still tied to the horse’s tail.

MARCUS VAN HELLER

Marcus van Heller is the pseudonym of a young English
‘writer, who, with twelve titles (close to one million “not for
sale in the USA or Great Britain” words) to his credit,
claims to be the Olympia Press’ best-selling author of erotica.

He gave up a journalistic career and went to Paris in 1954.
After a slimming spell of la vie de bohéme (“garret, bread,
cheese, wine and the complete works of fifteen philoso-
phers”) he joined up with a number of expatriate writers
(Alexander Trocchi, Christopher Logue, Dick Seaver, etc.)
and helped them produce the literary magazine Merlin. He
discovered at this point that the Orwellian technique of
dishwashing for one’s supper was outmoded and began to
produce books for Olympia Press.

“They were a devil-sent way of keeping the wolf from the
door,” he says, “and 1 wrote most of them at white heat
without even bothering to revise.” Roman Orgy was, in fact,
written in a fortnight flat.
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His conscience is untroubled by encyclopaedic description
of the myriad sexual activities. “Obscenity is just an abstract
word,” he says. “Nobody can prove corruption. Even if they
could, would it be worse than the corruption of modern
advertising in a greedy world?”

But the pseudonym is for self-preservation. He now holds a
responsible civil service post in London. “Some people al-
ready believe Whitehall is overrun with spies and perverts,”
he says. “I don’t think it would redound to my credit if they
could add a ‘professional pornographer’ to the list.”

Marcus van Heller has written in Rogue and in Town
magazine in London, and been otherwise published in many
magazines ranging from The New Statesman to Story Maga-
zine. He is now seeking a publisher for his first thriller.
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Sherwood

Once, meeting a girl whom it was fun talking to—whom,
actually, I’'d talked ar—three weeks were spared from
misery by her company. No longer did I ache from loneliness.
I used to sit in my little black hole and carve soap. I used to
get the neighbor’s cat and feel its pelt for fleas to snmap. I
used to drip some wax on flies and burn their wings off. But
no more. That was all dispelled by this girl.

The three weeks with her came to an end when I went to
her apartment one evening to talk. In her haste, in her
enthusiasm, she had forgotten to lock her door, though she’d
shut it. Yes, I tried the knob in my one-minded intention, her
intention never having occurred to me.

As her apartment was a one-room with bed that pulled
down from the wall, I could not help walking into her private
affairs. There, on the bed, she was flattened by some brute
heap of naked stranger astride her. The memory of my three
weeks ended with a quiet, and polite little bow. Softly I shut
the door, went home, and then to another film. Sometimes I
went thirty miles to find a different theater.

When I made no commitments, the commitments made
me, so I got a job, bogged down on the primal mudflat of
employment, earning food and rent which I paid to mother.
It was a tiny ripple of discontent in confinement—
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" confinement without giving birth—which produced my little

blurt forward to friendship with Russell and Gussie.

I worked as a shipping clerk, a menial job in a firm for
mass-produced dishware. Daily I labeled the dishes to cus-
tomers duped by the door-to-door salesmen.

The office was small and my shipping room occupied most
of it. The office manager, I guess, had the sole function of
helping me, and answering his wife on the telephone. He had
a dish face. His secretary, a cunning woman of very stately
size, with a narrow mouth, did his work. The regional sales
manager, a chirping and chipper dapper man, had an ulcer
and talked fast. He had saucer ears. His secretary had an
ulcer too. She would cry in the office when the boss spoke
abruptly to her, which he did after he talked with his wife.
Later, the ulcer got so bad she became pregnant and the
ulcer cleared up.

For three years I went to work there early, went out at
noon for lunch, and at the end of the day walked with my
boss to the corner where he bought a paper and I crossed the
street.

For these same three years I never had a girlfriend, but I
thought a great deal about it. I watched it in movies and read
about it in papers. Spying rather than vying was the only
reward I savored.

On payday of January 14th I was dismissed with one week

of severance. My boss bought his paper, shook my hand,

thanked me, and said I would not have to come in again.

My clothes had not a clean stitch among them, nor a |
matching pair of anything, nor a contrast anywhere, but all |

spots and bruises, creases and loose buttons. I failed to shave
that night as I scurried from my room, neglecting to turn off
the tap.

My regular coffee house was inhabited by actors. Noisy,
colorful, it was a constant whirlpool of people, flashing hair-
dos, studied gestures, stylized voices, and flamenco flooding
the air. I purchased a cup of tea. Tea was cheapest on the
menu.

I sat at the largest table in the coffee house. All the little
tables around me were cluttered with cups and packed with
people. There was enough room at my big table to spread
out several sheets of paper.

I needed the big table to write my friend who was at a
resort with his wife. He had been gone 12 days, 260 miles
away. My friend was a psychiatrist in a toy factory.
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“Dear Russell:” I wrote. “It has been a warm day here.
Wish Happy Birthday to Gussie. Show her this letter. I'm
wishing you well, Gussie. She might even want to write me, a
little postcard or something. Don’t bother. It would mean a
trip to the souvenir shop and then the problem of deciding
which card was right—which card would appeal to my per-
sonality, you know. Actually any card would appeal. Don’t
bother. I saw a paralyzed bird today in the street. Traffic
rushed by. The bird flapped its wings, but it leaned at an
angle with its eyes into the sun, even when the nearest cars
ruffled its feathers. I watched for a long time. Some woman
came along. I showed her the bird. She stopped the traffic.
Why didn’t I do that? She threw it on a lawn and there it
stood. So did I. Well, your one friend’s hoping you’re having
a nice time. O yes, I got fired today. I worked there three
years, two months and three weeks. They gave me one week
severance. Bring me back a pine needle or a piece of dirt
from the great wide outdoors. One week severance wasn’t
enough—"

At this point the waitress removed my tea cup though I’d
only drunk a sip of it. I called her back.

“You’ll have to sit somewhere else. This table’s taken.
There’ll be no single seats for a while. You can wait by the
door.”

“I’ll just—all right,” I said. I was collecting my thoughts.

A woman at the next table spoke to me. She wore a red
dress, was platinum blonde, and her palm was open to me. A
puppet man was with her.

“What are you looking for?” she asked, grinning, gushing.

My answer, I thought at the time, was rather debonair. “I
don’t know,” I said. “Maybe I'm looking for you.” I bowed
slightly.

When the waitress came back to seat the group, the
woman asked me to sit at their table. I was introduced to the
puppet but because of the noise could hear nothing. I was
conscious of the fact that her forehead was a little too small
for her jaw. Then she told me her name was Stradella, which
meant very little. After a few moments I gazed straight in
her eye. It was a trick I had seen in the movies. It was
supposed to evoke profound feelings. “Your eyes are—
lonely,” I said, looking deeply into them,

She drank her water and asked for my number.

I said, “I've had enough of these I'll-Call-You promises. If
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you want, give me your number. I’'m very busy, always out
and seldom in.” . !

“What do you do?” she asked. f

“Well,” I felt my bristly cheek. “I’'m a poet.”

“Thank heavens you’re not another actor. I wouldn’t have
talked to you. I'm a poet too.”

“A poet?” -

“Yes, a poetess. Call in the late morning, my answering |
service. Here, write down the number.” |

When they left, I left. She acted as though we’d never |
spoken, even though I held the door. She wore a fur jacket
with a high collar and a diamond wristwatch. Her fur
brushed me as she went out. Her puppet dusted it off. She
was waving over the heads, “Wallace Brenner darling!”

I waited in the shadows till they drove away. My car was
in the parking lot too. Ignoring them on that long walk to the
lot would be absolutely ungentlemanly, and being ignored
would be even worse. I did not wish to finish in humiliation a |
meeting begun in daring.

The puppet sped from the parking lot, Stradella on the
middle of the seat beside him.

I went to my own car, a jalopy. The battery was dead. I
had to go back in the coffee house to telephone a tow
service. I was embarrassed because I was conscious of the
glances different people gave me now. |

The telephone was near a table where three made-up
actresses were flirting with each other, and I knew they were
listening to every word I said to the dirty tow company. The
actresses didn’t even glance up as I went out. They went on |
flirting and teasing each other.

When I realized I’d left some small change by the phone, I
went back to get it, but the change was gone. I started to |
look round for the thief, and interrupted the actresses. They
looked up and paused. Then I felt it in my other pocket. I
went out and waited in my jalopy. I listened to the coffee-
house laughter.

I waited almost two hours for the tow service to come.
Women in mink walked by with big men as the tow service
filled out the form and got my money on the hood in coins.
Then they pulled me off with a jerk. '

I had already planned to attend a first-run theater Satur-"
day evening and after that a midnight horror show, so I told'
Stradella we could go out sometime that afternoon, when
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called her in the morning. The Van Gogh exhibit was at the
museum. .

Dressing meticulously in my best baggy pants and my
whitest frayed shirt, I even had my jalopy washed, which last
gesture made me arrive late. I was told her girlfriend was
going too. We drove to her girlfriend’s.

“He’s one of these poor boys, Rita. Do you mind his old
heap or do we go in your car?”

“I’'m ready for his old heap. I'm willing to leave my Thun-
derbird home. Do you think I'm a gold digger? Who'd I
impress today, Van Gogh?”

All the way to the museum Stradella was attacked, accused
and bawled out by Rita. “That’s right, my only apparent
pleasure, so far as you can see, is making you feel smaller,
less around the bust, more around the waist, and less around
the hips, with knock-knees, Stradella,” said Rita.

At the exhibit, Stradella and I walked alone. Rita vanished,
looking for Van Gogh. At one rare canvas Stradella said,
“Mmmmmyyyyy—" With her red nail she chipped at the
paint like polish. “I wonder what’s underneath that bed?”

A pearby art lover whispered in the ear of a Van Gogh-
ophile who delicately nudged me to ask the pretty young
lady, Please Couldn’t She?—and so I did.

“They’re afraid of me, with all that caution. I'm a stoplight
of flesh appeal.” She smiled. “Like a lady Van Gogh.” All the
same she withdrew her nail. Then we left the exhibit. Rita
was gone.

At Stradella’s apartment, prepared to thank her, to smile,
to bow quickly, and leave, I was implored to stay and eat.

She noticed the missing button on my shirt. “I have a
replacement. Would you please take off your shirt?” I
. squirmed. She took my shirt into her bedroom.
©  After eating my pudding, I shuffled in after her and my
shirt. The only place to sit was her bed.

She sewed very slowly, and said very little, and once or
twice looked at me with an equal amount of slowness. I
wanted to get to that show. I moved closer. This only slowed
her sewing down more.

I glanced at the clock. It was 7:45. In 15 minutes the
. movie would start. I couldn’t get in without my shirt. What
should I do? In a fit of desperation I put my arm around her,
my lips to hers and she fell back on the bed, suddenly
moaning and setting the needle flying.

But I sat up. “I’'m supposed to be at this meeting by 8.” I
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pulled my sleeves down. “I didn’t mean to take advantage of
you,” etc., etc. Somehow we both got to our feet.

“What do you mean? I wasn’t letting anyone take advan-
tage of me,” she said. I got into my shirt. The new button
dangled. I just tucked it inside. At the front door I turned to
thank her. She was standing so close I swallowed her lips by
accident. Offering to shake hands, I stroked her buttocks with
my free hand. She quivered and asked me, and her voice
filtered through my collar, “If I let you come back tonight
will you kiss me all over?”

“All over?” I asked. “O! All over!”

She clasped me tightly. “I'll leave the door unlocked.”

I left.

I followed the first show with concerted intensity, enjoying
every minute, and my popcorn. It was first run. Finally I saw
the horror show. Monsters were eating each other.

At three o’clock I drove by her door. It was dark. I tiptoed
in and found a small nightlight on. There was a man’s
electric razor underneath with a note:

“Here’s the way to razor yourself. Shave.”

At this time of night, and the neighbors sleeping, I was
definitely not going to shave.

Slipping into her bed, nude and quiet, my big toe touched
one of her feet. She yielded her sleep and rolled toward me
with the warmth and softness of lava, fully waking. I was not
sure she had even been asleep.

I was enveloped in her. Every limb was burning. Every
breath was searing. I was pinned to the bed by her onrush.
My soldier rose like the sphinx, serenely taking its time. She
was stuffed with sweetmeats.

She folded her arms around me. She lay on her back and
buried my head in her breasts. Tentatively I kissed her nipples,
a weightless fly flitting over her. They hardened and expand-
ed, a ripe fruit unpeeled in her bed and laid bare. She
plucked me like a dandelion. I sank my toe in her apple. She
spread me over the sides of the bed, and sat herself down on
me, a sea wave, corking breath. I impaled her with a finger.
On her knees she moaned into the cushions. I held her above
me, speared on my thumb, and spun her. She clutched blindly
at my stem like a lariat and whirled me. Every place that I
touched on her skin broke out like a wound, ripe and rosy.
The tongue in my head, not a word on it, tilled her furrows
and curves. She became a ripe pasture. The wounds broke
out in blossoms. The curves turned to creeks of sweat. Her
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whole body ran like ore, a mother lode of golden bronze tan.

Exhausted we fell into sleep in a heap, draped over each
other amid discarded towels, awakening on the ceiling each to
the other’s summons, a faint breath like a cool wind blowing
between my thighs, blood drained from her head and sy-
phoned out like a silk kerchief through a straw. She waved
her arms like wands of high magic. Lips groaning, the last bit
of oblivion we greeted, parched and parting the cheeks of
perdition as we went away into nothingness, faces fried to a
fearful tingling. L

I became invisible on the bed where our brightest light saw
me nailed to the mattress, beard out.

We talked and shared her life story. She told me about her

‘three marriages, to a gambler, to an actor, and a nobody.
She showed me her scrapbook. She summed up her career.

For the first time I realized that this was not just a girl,
this was the great Stradella who was known to the world as
the star, Amourella, Goddess of Love, queen of midnight
television, seductress of the latent libidos of the late night
audience. My God! I was in bed with a personality.

And on the morning of the seventh day I awoke to hear
her talking across the country to Brooklyn.

“Yes, Daddy, I know, but if you could just send me a little
money. Yes Daddy, I know, but it would only be a loan and
I could pay it back in two years and besides, property here is
going up. Property here is valuable. People are coming to live
here from Brooklyn. Yes Daddy, I know, but couldn’t you

. give me something? I want so much to have a housey, just a
' little housey-wousey, all my own. Don’t you know that Dad-
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.dy? Yes Daddy, I know. Well, all right. Why don’t you send
Mom and Dinky then, and come out yourself? I could take
care of them and we could all three get a house together

Et cetera.

Stradella got a phone call from an agent and scowled.

“What’s running around in your busy little brain these
days? Still peddling middle-aged virgins?”

Apparently he said nothing. Stradella looked doleful and
damp on the line. She accepted my advice. She perked up.

“Talk to him with love, Stradella. Maybe he’s lonely too,
and he’s only human. He won’t hurt you.”

She bit off a nail.

“I’ve been thinking of changing my hair color, dear. . . .
Back to natural . .. Soupy brown .. . Turn the stoplight off.”

The battle guns vanished. The warriors talked, and the
lines that separated them drew them together. Her tone went
down. Her eyes came up. She listened. She even slid down in
her seat with her chin on her chest and the receiver coddled
her neck.

“The title role in a movie? Who for?” she said. “What’s the
salary? $100 a day? At the mention of that price I'll cut my
hair off first.”

But she looked at me and her lids lowered. She scratched
her bottom.

“You know that’s scale wages, darling. How long have I
been in this business now? Isn’t it just a little depressing to
have to take scale with a reputation to watch? You know
how it must make me feel.”

She paused. “You promise you’ll try for the job at more
money. You'’re sure I can sew up the part with one inter-
view.” The mention of sewing didn’t make me suspicious.
“All right, I'll go to the offices of Mr. Playbaum on Monday.”

When Stradella hung up she had become a woman of
mystery, a globe of contentment, an aura of radiance. “Here
you are, and the bedroom’s there. I’'ve got plans for you,” she
said. Her eyes flashed.

The air became flurried with clothes, a blizzard of bras and
underwear. She led. The magic, king-size, innerspring mat-
tress whisked away on a box spring tour of paradise. She
drove, and we returned, that seventh day, from our Sunday
ride, breathless. I slept thirty hours.

To me Stradella’s forehead was no longer too small for her 1
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. jaw. The Brooklyn accent with which she tinged all talk was
- no longer the basement of eloquence but the highest
Himalaya of elocution.

~ ~ We babbled. We gootchied. We laughed. Our unfinished
sentences were encyclopedias of prefatory sympathy that were
consummated in glances that were no longer tricks or subter-
fuges. They were epics of communication capable of moving
mountains. There really was a heaven and we knew, in those
glances, where paradise was and how to find it on the map.
We’d found it in the dark, and for us there was no doubt.

I threw her against a wall. She stuffed me in a drawer. I
played in her pudendum, a kitten over pudding. She sighed
and swung from a lamp. I crawled up the Venetian blinds. She
whimpered and fell off the bed and split in 69 slivers. I pieced
them together 9 times by 7 and had 6 left over which I ate.
She wiped her lips with a spoonful of ice cream. I polished
her toenails with ear wax. She made rings with her locks and
a collar of braid. Our heads bumped in a pillowcase, con-
demned Siamese twins, and we waltzed over the upholstery,
jigsaw puppets. She became the wall clock and I the hands. I
wound up her back and she chimed the beats by seconds. She
had the pendulum and I had the weights.

I didn’t even know her right name. But she told me soon
enough. Not Stradella but Isabella; not Fonteyn, but Funt-
berg. Those feet of clay I caressed, though those feet of clay
had corns.

Stradella, I denied It. I refused then to say It even once. I
detested you later, but expressed only It. But that was the
time when I felt.

She reluctantly released me.

“I'm going to drive my sisters to the Girl Scout ski camp.”
I dressed.

She looked at me appealingly.

“I’d invite you along, but I won’t because it would crowd
§ the car. I'm taking my mother’s. We couldn’t all fit in with

 skis, schoolgirls and stuff.”

“But . . . will you come back?”

“Yes . .~. sure . . . I'll come back.”

“How long will you be gone?”

“I don’t know.”

“When will you come back?”

- “Don’t ask me. I'll come back. As soon as I can. Is that
'good enough?” I agitated. “I’ve enjoyed myself very much,
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Stradella. Why don’t you take the electrlc blanket to be
fixed? You said it was broken.”

She looked at me wide-eyed with a ﬁnger in her mouth. “I
didn’t need it repaired. I have something better than a
blanket.”

I returned to the bed, tossed off my clothes.

[

I stood on the mountains and knew the rumble of an
earthquake, sir. Volcano Eruption and Sacrificial Flames

Shook—giving headlines and spot coverage. They jiggled like
fruits ripe for falling and their peaks became like swords’
points, sir. And the ground broke apart and 1 was swallowed
up in the crack in the earth, more ecstatically than Oedipus
himself, sir. I put out a thousand dailies and extras to cover
this colossal hurricane in a double bed.

“You are a gusher!” she exclaimed.

“A monsoon!” I said.

“A typhoon not too soon!” she said.

Then I got dressed and went home.

When I returned to that room of scents on my second

pilgrimage, the odors had become more clarified—talcum
and lanolin and Red and White mouthwash, which was pur-

chased on sale in the economy bottle, and Pepsodent tooth- |

paste, and Stripe toothpaste, and Colgate toothpaste, and
varieties of perfume and cold creams and face creams and
the thick rich luster of Factor and others. I had never seen
the real her.

Thank God for the manufacturers of unguents the world
over that make possible my Stradella. What they gave, I've

preserved, in the glory of memory at the height of absolu- |

tion, their genius, my pleasure.
As I drove to mother’s place Stradella was still on my

tongue. Was she pancakes or waffles? Every man knows that |

taste of that woman in that time in that place when there’s
breakfast and lunch and oatmeal and hot cream and mar-
malade and orangeade and pastry and gooey and runny
cooked all together in the same long pot.

Open the cupboards to the infinite, how woman’s kaleido-
scopic stew tempts the cookbook man! But no man knows the
recipe, nor ever will. Every woman is different. No woman
tells. She has as many elixirs as men. They change with
her mind and the moon. Her mind—she most denies it when

most mindful—is brightest when opposed to her mood. The

sun and the moon are brightest when directly opposing each
other.
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Stradella belonged to me the afternoon she thought she
was losing me. When she knew I was going, she wanted me
' coming. My dreams were transformed, aspiration to perspira-

tion.

But there was that one black hair on the toilet seat. That
made me dislike her, eased the problem of leaving her. The
rather vivid way she had of scrubbing between her thighs
with a washcloth like she was scratching herself—that too

;} put me off, especially when her next gesture was to pick her
- nose.

It was my fortunate position to see her not only as
Amourella, Goddess of Love, in a hurricane wrap-around
nightie of misty-mysterious white stuff, chimera-like and

' cloudy, which was her blossoming costume on television, but
 also soggy and soapy in the bathtub with the water dirty and
. the sad suds soaking around her saggy breasts, slick with
- slop.
H Sometime, when passion’s flow was finished, the tired side
| of that rich baby’s hot and self-taught vivacity took over. She
| opened up, you see, and like a flower, let off smells of all
kinds as she burst like a rocket to the moon from
launching pad of the bed, so that once we were in orbit she
was also breaking wind, and the wind-breaking set her laugh-
ling, and the laughing set her gasping, till at last she gave
almost more than she ever thought she’d had, just short of
mush, a bit softer than sponge cake, and cooked in her rear
| oven to golden brown.

The art of loving is concealing.
Those who love not are revealing.

My Stradella could dress up to be a captivating queen
when she stepped in a room, the humming, purring, perfectly
restrained and all-alluring woman. But when we stepped out,
with me escorting her, I'd catch the devil for not keeping my
necktie up, for ignoring her attempts to talk with intellectual
overtones, and for somehow standing in her way, blocking
those fierce sallies of hers toward being “a great lady.”

But I'm getting ahead of my story. This narrative haste is
due to mental contempt. I remember all the bad things about
Stradella so I can imagine myself as I was when I walked out
of the apartment after seven days into the harsh bright world
of little girls going skiing at the Girl Scout camp, and the
world of mother, and my deserted bedroom in her house.

111




1
!

I am remembering too that the beard was still on my face,T_
and seven days longer, and I was feeling sated, reckless,
powerful, completely sure I could not be unseated—and all !
because I had the gift of hating the thing I gave to, and of
leaving the thing I'd return to.

Notice I call my Stradella a thing. That is part of the:
technique of keeping my aloofness, unity, strength. I recog-
nized her, not as a human being, but a thing—“a place to
stick it”—as Stradella informed me. I admitted it.

Stradella passed through me and I through her. We
greased the ducts and eased the walls of each other, and
made it easier to flow.

“Face it,” she said. “It’s no big deal. You bring on my
period.” -

Samson Haibow insisted I bring Stradella down to his
house for the weekend as he and his bride were bound for a
honeymoon and we would have it all to ourselves, so immedi-
ately I prevailed on Stradella to come, and she agreed she |
would until the hour of departure when she said she’d rather
not. For twenty minutes I urged and she neighed, my tugs
meeting her boredom.

“What’s going on down there?”

“Nothing,” I said.

“O no, Archie. That sounds like a complete bore. What |
kind of a house is it?”

“A cottage, by the ocean, in the country.”

“O come on, Archie. I can’t stand just you and me togeth-
er batting round a house, just us two.”

“It'd be fun.”

“I'm tired now, Archie. I want to go to sleep. Leave me
alone now.”

“They’re waiting to go on their honeymoon Stradella, and
we said we’d show up by 9 p.M. for the keys. Here it is 8 and
you’re not set and we’ve got an hour and a half to drive yet.” |

“Whose car would we go in?”

“It’s a long trip. I think we ought to take yours.”

“I don’t want to go, Archie. I've got my nice little house
here and I'm very content right now. I feel very peaceful.
You know what I mean, Archie? Can you appreciate that
feeling of peace, Archie?” y

“You'd be mighty peaceful down there too, Stradella.
Come on now and get dressed. They’re waiting.” .
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“lI don’t want to pack too many things. I'm tired of
packing. They’re all so heavy.”

“Just pick up your purse, your coat and bathing suit. You
look fine like that. Come on now. Right now. We can go
without any more talk.”

She went to the toilet first, and packed a little bag quickly
with an assortment of nighties and perfume and oils and of
course her douche outfit. We departed an hour after we
should have arrived and when we had driven an hour and a
half we ordered two half chickens in a basket. The memory
of a very unusual looking woman behind the cash register,
with a cigarette implanted on her lips like a permanent
| fixture, and a squinted birdlike stare, hawks back to me along
with the recollection of chicken grease and my weird sense of
| comfort in just traveling with Stradella like a god sweeping
| her off and she quite content to be taken, and silent, though
| we were an hour and a- half late already in delaying the

honeymoon.

When we arrived the newlyweds had almost finished pack-
ing and so we weren’t late in the slightest. Then a drink for
the road, a wave of farewell, some last minute instructions on
the clean and dirty sheets, and how to work the shower
outdoors. We were alone.
| Let me tell in brief the incidents that rest in the memory
| like rocks once buried in the sands of detail, but now washed
clean by the ebbing of years.

We spent our first night in the bed warmly pressed chest to
back, and as if by the movement of the waves we could hear,
. at unsignaled seconds we would roll in the opposite direction
Land press close together like two Kkittens at peace asleep in a
basket.

When morning came and we awoke together I importuned
my lady of love but she would have none of me, and though
I tried with kisses and gentle gestures she would not turn on
even a sigh. I tried a newer approach.

“It’s the perfect time to do it, Stradella. It’'s morning by
the sea, and we’re rested.”

“I don’t feel like it, Archie.”

“I’ll tell you what then, Stradella. I'll pay you.”

“Pay me?”

“Yeah. Pay you money.”

“Pay me money? You don’t have any money, Archie.”

“I’ve got enough to pay you for one.”

“How much have you got?”
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“Well, not very much really. Six bucks, Stradella.”

“Where is it? Let me see it.”

“Over there in my wallet.”

“Well, get it.”

I leaped from the bed to the cold floor and brought it. She
set it aside on the bed table as I crawled into the blankets
and against her. She made a snuggling sound that was warm.
I ran my hand up her side. She ran her hand down my chest, |
slowly, smiling in a good-humored way with affection. I
kissed her neck and she pressed it against me. I slid my lips
up to her ear and down her chin and around her lips without
touching them, continuing my journey up her cheek to her
ear into which I fed the sweet silent token of my warm
breath, and when she moved against me and I could feel her |
body rigid against mine, there was a terrible gnawing in my
stomach as her hand ever so slightly and without direction
filled itself with my stomach and slid around to my side.
Tenderly and almost in slow motion I slid aside the top of |
her nightie and paid labial homage down her bronzed throat |
to the top of her breasts, one of which I cupped in my hand-
with reverence as I moved my lips over the nipple and wetted
it trembling and circled it.repeatedly as she began to draw J
her stomach in, then out, beckoning my hand to explore her
as my lips pinked her breasts and her sighs became groans. I
let my fingers travel over the open arid stomach, which is the
freest access to the valley below, and on its surface obstructs |
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