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When [ was young before the war, I did have some airy
fairy views about man. But I went through the war and
that has changed me. The war taught me different and
a lot of others like me®
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Not because it was the snobbish thing to do, or even
most enjoyable, but because this is where the meat is¥
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With the perspicuity of realistic narrative art and the
diversity and wuniversality of myth, illuminate the
human condition in the world to-day.®
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It seemed to me that man's capacity for greed, his
innate cruelty and his selfishness was being hidden
behind a kind of pairs of political pants. [ believed



e Hey | TR (MR- U AT FIE-FESTS! 84

then, that man was sick— not exceptional man, but
average man. | believed that the condition of man was
to be a morally diseased creation and that the best job I
could do at the time, was to trace the connection
between his diseased nature and the international
mess he gets himself into.®
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Man is a fallen being. He is gripped by original sin. His
nature is sinful and his state perilous. 1 accept the
theology and admit the triteness; but what is trite is
true; and a truism can because more than a truism
when it is a belief passionately held?
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We children were underfed and scantily clothed. I first
went to school with my feet bare. We were noisy,
screaming, tearful animal. And yet I rmember that time
as with the flash and glitter, the warmth of Christmas
party. I have never disliked dirt . To me, the procelian
and chromium, the lotions, the deodorants, the whole
complex of cleanness which is to say, all soap, all
hygine, is inhuman and incomprehensible. Before this
free gift of a universe, man is a canstant. There is a
sense in which when we emerged from our small slum

- and were washed, the happines and security of life was
washed away also.®
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It is that unnameable, unfathomable and inivisible
darkness that sits at the centre of him, always awake...
that hopes hopelessly to undesrstand and to be
understood. Our lonelinss is the loneliness not of the
cell or the castaway; it is the loneliness of that dark
thing that sees as the atom furnace by reflection®
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I shall not paint your face at all. I just want your body.
No, don't rearrange it, just lie down.”
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When she reached old Bridge she went no farther. In
the conflict between social propriety and sexual
attraction there was never much doubt which would
win ®
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And I hate this town. I hate it. Hate it.>°
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All atonce I had a tremendous feeling of thereness and
hereness, of separate worlds... clean in that coloured
picture; here, this object on earth that smelt of decay,
with picked bone, and natural cruelty— life's lavatory.*®
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The man offered her more money than she had ever
seen before to perform various acts for him, which she
did, finding them a bit sick-making but not more so
than the inside of her own body. It was only when she
got home—yes, Mrs. Emlin, school is out early—she
thought. Now I am a whore! After the bathroom she lay
on her divan, thinking about being a whore, but even if
she said it loud it didn't seem to change her, didn't
seem to touch her, just was not. Only the roll of blue
five-pound notes was real. She thought to herself that
being a whore didn't mean anything either. It was like
stealing sweets, a thing you could do if you wanted, but
boring*}
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Sex, sex, there's nothing like sex! Sex forever." " Oh
yes, yes : But not the way you mean— the way
everything means, the long, long convulsions, the
unknotting, the throbbing and disentanging of space
and time on, on, on into nothingness." And she was
there; without the transistor she was there and could
hear herself or someone in the hiss and crackle and
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roar, the incholate unorchestra of the lightless spaces."

"On and on wave after wave arching , spreading,
running down, down, down—"

The leaden roofs of the school come back into focus
then moved out of it as she stared up into Gerry's
worried face.

" Sophy! Sophy! Can you hear me?”

That was why this vast body she inhabited was being
moved backwards and forwards; and becoming known
how as a girl's body , and man's hand shaking it by the
shoulders.>®
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The boys find an earhly paradise, a world, in fact like
our world, of boundless wealth, beauty and resource.
The boys were below the age of overt sex, for I did not
want to camplicate the issue with that relative
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triviality. They did not have to fight for survival, for I
did not want a Marxist exegesis. If disaster came, it
was not to come through the exploitation of one class
by another. It was to rise simply and solely out of the
nature of the brute.>®
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In all my books I have suggested a shape in the
universe that may, as it were, account for things. The
greatest pleasure is not—say—sex or geometry. It is just
understanding. And if you can get people to
understand their own humanity well, that's the job of a
writer.>¢
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> Douglas A. Davis, ' A Conversation with golding’, The New
Republic. CLVIll (May 4, 1963), p. 28
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