Western University

Scholarship@Western

Digitized Theses Digitized Special Collections

1971

A Spiral Staircase: Implications Of Time In The
Novels Of Lawrence Durrell

Soraya Dokainish

Follow this and additional works at: https://irlib.uwo.ca/digitizedtheses

Recommended Citation

Dokainish, Soraya, "A Spiral Staircase: Implications Of Time In The Novels Of Lawrence Durrell" (1971). Digitized Theses. 463.
https://irlib.uwo.ca/digitizedtheses/463

This Dissertation is brought to you for free and open access by the Digitized Special Collections at Scholarship@Western. It has been accepted for

inclusion in Digitized Theses by an authorized administrator of Scholarship@Western. For more information, please contact tadam@uwo.ca,

wlswadmin@uwo.ca.

www.manharaa.com



https://ir.lib.uwo.ca?utm_source=ir.lib.uwo.ca%2Fdigitizedtheses%2F463&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.lib.uwo.ca/digitizedtheses?utm_source=ir.lib.uwo.ca%2Fdigitizedtheses%2F463&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.lib.uwo.ca/disc?utm_source=ir.lib.uwo.ca%2Fdigitizedtheses%2F463&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.lib.uwo.ca/digitizedtheses?utm_source=ir.lib.uwo.ca%2Fdigitizedtheses%2F463&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.lib.uwo.ca/digitizedtheses/463?utm_source=ir.lib.uwo.ca%2Fdigitizedtheses%2F463&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:tadam@uwo.ca,%20wlswadmin@uwo.ca
mailto:tadam@uwo.ca,%20wlswadmin@uwo.ca

The author of this thesis has granted The University of Western Ontario a non-exclusive
license to reproduce and distribute copies of this thesis to users of Western Libraries.
Copyright remains with the author.

Electronic theses and dissertations available in The University of Western Ontario’s
institutional repository (Scholarship@Western) are solely for the purpose of private study
and research. They may not be copied or reproduced, except as permitted by copyright
laws, without written authority of the copyright owner. Any commercial use or
publication is strictly prohibited.

The original copyright license attesting to these terms and signed by the author of this
thesis may be found in the original print version of the thesis, held by Western Libraries.

The thesis approval page signed by the examining committee may also be found in the
original print version of the thesis held in Western Libraries.

Please contact Western Libraries for further information:
E-mail: libadmin@uwo.ca

Telephone: (519) 661-2111 Ext. 84796

Web site: http://www.lib.uwo.ca/

www.manaraa.com



THE OXYGEN CONSUMPTION OF RELAXED AND

ACTIVE ARTERIAL SMOOTH MUSCLE

ar
\u‘l

Rafael Louis Kosan, B.Sc.

Department of Biophysics

Submitted in partial fulfillment
of the requirements for the degree of

Doctor of Philosophy

Faculty of Graduate Studies
The University of Western Ontario
London, Canada.

January 1968

(©) Hafael Louis Kosan 1969



ABSTRACT

This thesis examines the implications of Durrell's views
on time as they have helped shape his major metaphoric con-
struct for the novel, Durrell's vision of a universe where
time is non-linear, non-progressive and ever-present took
shape in his works of the early thirties, and gradually
materialized into his metaphoric spiral staircase which in-
volves a pattern of experience that is cyclic and potentially
endless. Far from borrowing the material for his visionary

universe from Einstein's Theory of Relativity -- as is commonly

supposed by those who take The Key to Modern British Poetry

1952, as a point of departure for his views on time -- Durrell

has formed his own private vision over the years. Ever since
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the thirties, when he exuberantly announced in a letter to
Henry Miller that he was forming his own Heraldic Universe
from which he had lopped-off clock-time, Durrell has been

unfolding his world in his creative works , in his private
correspondence, and on his radio and television programmes.

In the thirties, in Zero and Asylum in the Snow, in his

Hamlet correspondence with Henry Miller, in The Pied Piper of

Lovers and in Panic Spring,Durrell created a world in which

iii



time had come to a stop. In The Black Book he discarded a

linear plot for a new fictional mode made up of point
events in reality which he presented in a spatial language
portraying all time crowded into a moment of time.

When Durrell turned to a study of the Alexandrian
Cabalists in the forties he did so with the intention of
finding in their philosophy parallels for his own heraldic
designs. In the same spirit, he probed Einstein on Relativity,
Freud on the space-time aspects of dreams, Jung on mythical
archetypes, and Groddeck on the It. At this point, he worked
out a rationale for his intuitive world. 1In this sense, The Key

to Modern British Poetry is not a record of Durrell's dis-

coveries on time and the ego as twin poles for the novel, but
a continuation of his search for a personal metaphysic. Six

years later, he defined his metaphor for the novel as a

spiral staircase implying a multi-dimensional reality that is
forever changing.
This metaphor reached its fullest realization in The

Alexaﬁdria Quartet. Here, each of the major themes -- love,

time, the psyche, art -- undergoes mutations every time it is
presented from the point of view of a different character.
Hence, totality becomes the sum-total of all these point
events in reality, and truth what most contradicts itself in
time. This view of experience is wound up one way at one
point, and unwound in the next; its axis is the city.

iv



Thereafter Durrell's metaphoric design emerged as his

distinctive trademark. He returned to it in Tunc-Nunguam

where it relays a network of interdependencies in imagery,
in the use of ideograms, symbols, spiralling themes, and
multiple tenses. It divulges a reality that is essentially
provisional and non-definitive. In this way, Durrell's
metaphor became the axis of a Heraldic Universe which had

always been his raison d'étre in the novel,
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INTRODUCTION

In this thesis, I will examine the implications of
Durrell's views on time as they have helped shape his ma¥
jor metaphoric construct for the novel. Durrell's vision
of a universe where time is non-linear, non-progressive
and ever present, took shape in his works of the early
thirties, and gradually materialized into his metaphoric

nl  shich involves a pattern of ex-

"spiral staircase
perience that is cyclic and potentially endless. Far from
borrowing the material for his visionary universe from

Einstein's Theory of Relativity -- as is commonly supposed

by critics who take The Key to Modern Poetry, 1952, as a
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point of departure
formed his own private vision over the years. Ever since the
nineteen-thirties, when he exuberantly announced to Henry
Miller his Heraldic Universe2 from which he had lopped off
clock-time Durrell has been unfolding the implications of
his world in his creative works, in his private correspon-

dence, and on his radio and television programmes.

l"I am trying to make it [the novel] a spiral stair-
case." Lawrence Durrell and Henry Miller. A Private
Correspondencej—ﬁéSrge Wickes, ed., (New York: E.P. Dutton,
1%e3), p. 345.

2vyghat I propose to do in all deadly solemnity, is to
create my HERALDIC UNIVERSE guite alone." Fall, 1936.
Ibid.; p. 19.




2

In his early prose works -- Zero and Asylum in the Snow,

1936--in his Hamlet correspondence with Henry Miller, in the

poetry of the same period, and in his novels The Pied Piper

of Lovers, 1935, and Panic Spring, 1936, Durrell created a

world in which the time clocks had come to a stop. In The

Black Book, 1938, he avoided the linear plot to present

what he called "the living limbo of experience"3 made ﬁp of
"point events"4 in reality, which, he maintained, have re-
placed facts., This new fictional reality he arranged in a
spatial language, non-Aristotelian in structure, "to render
a sort of immediacy of impact —- the impact of all time

5

crowded into one moment of time".

published in 1952, The Key to Modern Poetry can be

seen as a later rationalization of Durrell's creative world.
At this point he has found a metaphysic to tack on to the art.
In Einstein's work on Relativity, Durrell found ideas to
parallel and complement his own visionary world. Instead of
lopping off time, he now found he could write about a new
time envisioned by Einstein as a dimension of a space-time
hybrid. Einstein had given time a new role to play: instead

of being a dimension moving from here to there along a

3Lawrence Durrell, The Black Book, (New York: Giant
Cardinal, 1959), p. 37.

4Lawrence Durrell, The Key to Modern Poetry, (London:
Peter Nevill, 1952), p. 39.

5

Ibid., p. 35.




marked series of stages it had become a thick opaque medium
welded to space. Einstein suggested a marriage of time

and space into a four-dimensional volume he called a "con-
tinuum". Durrell's understanding of this new time is of an
"Isness", not a progressive movement from past to present
to future, but "a sort of time which contains all time in
every moment of time" (20). Or as he put it in a different
context, this "Isness" is a "multiple state of birth-life-
death" (36). Seen in this light, death can just as easily
be situated in the present as the future, and somewhat in-
consistently, time is "the measure of our death conscious-
ness®, meaning that the ticking of a poet's wrist-watch re-
minds him that it is imitating his heart beats, and that when
they stop his life will be over (36).

If Durrell's equating of the "Isness" that is time
with "the measure of our death consciousness" is a contra-
diction in terms -- since death is only part of the multiple
state of being he describes -- this is because paradox is a
feature of Relativity as Durrell understands it. The follo-
wing assertion is a case in point: "Time is an always-present
vet always recurring thing" (31). Obviously, time must pass
if it is to recur. But to this objection Durrell counteracts
with his conclusion:

You will begin to see that to think according to the
terms of relativity one has to train the mind to do

something rather extraordinary: to accept two contra-
dictory ideas as simultaneously true. (31)




A further implication of the theory of Relativity
which Durrell found of particular significance for the
writer, is the change in our view of the subject-object re-
lationship. Victorian science had claimed an absolute ob-
jectivity in its judgements upon the'world. Subject and
object were taken to be two distinct things, so that a des-
cription of any part of the universe was considered a judge-
ment independent of the observer. Einstein suggested a
marriage of subject and object, since an objective reality
existing independently cf an observer is difficult to verify.
1f, for example, different observers take pictures of an
object at the same time and from the same pcint in space,
these pictures will not be alike, unless the observers hap-
pened to be moving at the same speed. Consequently, although
we are finding more ways for applying our scientific know-
ledge yet, paradoxically, our knowledge of what reality is
has not increased.

This rapprochement between subject and object is
further investigated by Durrell in the works of Freud, Jung,
Rank, and Groddeck, in this order. Durrell believes that
time and the ego are twin-hypotheses that must be studied
together. For if time is no longer a question of almanacs
and clocks but of the individual's awareness of it as an
"Isness", then it becomes imperative to probe the nature of

the psyche, or that which in the individual constitutes

a self in the flux of experience. Durrell, therefore, eXxa-




mined such topics as Freud's analysis of space-time aspects
of dreams, Jung's vitalist theory of the psyche, and Grod-
deck's pervasive life-force, the It.

After The Key to Modern Poetry, Durrell moved with a

greater degree of assurance towards the creation of his meta-
phoric spiral staircase within his works. I do not assert
here that he wrote his novels to illustrate a metaphysic,

but that the metaphysic helped evolve the shape of an imagina-
tive construct for a world he had already created. After

1952, in Sappho, in The Alexandria Quartet, and in Tunc-

Nunquam , Durrell used spiralling patterns of images, themes,
facets of individuals, of incidents and places, to create a
kind of reality that is provisional, multi-dimensional and

one that can be apprehended in its entirety, rather than
progressively built up. Throughout this study, I hope to show
that the metaphysic helped shape the metaphoric construct

for an imagined reality that has always been Durrell's

raison d'étre in the novel.




CHAPTER I
A CRAFT IS A TONGUE
A craft is a tongue, a tongue is a key, a
key is a lockl,
I chose the word 'heraldic' for a double reason.
First because in the relation of the work to the
artist it seemed to me that it expressed the exact
quality I wanted. Also because in heraldry I
seem to find that quality of magic and spatial
existence which I want to tack on to art.2?
This is the Durrell of November, 1936. He is a
young writer struggling to express a vision of life in a
way he can call distinctly his own, and he is telling it
with undisguised enthusiasm to his first literary mentor and

friend, Henry Miller. In the quotation above, Durrell ex-

plains the raison d'étre of a vision of a new art which is

to embody what he has described earlier in a letter to
Miller as the "Heraldic Universe". Art, says the young
Durrell excitedly, is going to be prophecy, in the piblical

sense of the word:

Wwhat I propose to do, with all deadly solmenity, is
to create my HERALDIC UNIVERSE quite alone. The found-
dation is being quietly laid, I AM SLOWLY BUT VERY
CAREFULLY AND WITHOUT CONSCIOQOUS THOUGHT DESTROYING
TIME: T have discovered that the idea of duration is

1Lawrence pDurrell, Tunc, (London: Faber, 1968), p.31l.

2George Wickes, Lawrence Durrell and Henry Miller:
A Private Correspondence, (New York: Dutton, 1963), P.23.

6
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false. We have invented it as a philosophical jack

up to the idea of physical disintegration. THERE IS

ONLY SPACE. A solid object has only three dimensions.

Time, that old appendix, I've lopped off. So it needs

a new attitude. An attitude without memory. A spatial

existence in terms of the paper I'm writing on now at

this moment.
If Durrell's tone is high-pitched, it is because he is try-
ing for the first time to define his own view of reality in
terms of the art he is going to create. Yet, there is nothing
distinctly new about his particular version of a timeless
reality. Numerous writers before Durrell- - Laurence Sterne,
Joseph Conrad, Ford Maddox Ford, Virginia Woolf, James
Joyce, and Marcel Proust —=have recognized the arbitrariness
of the time of clocks and calendars when contrasted to the in-
dividual's sense of the passage of minutes, and they have all
tried, although in varied ways, to express in their novels a
personal sense of time at odds with abstract, objective time.4

At this point, Durrell's views on the nature of time

are not clear. In the previous quotation, he uses the word
'duration' without any sign of awareness of its dynamic role
in the Bergsonian universe. Bergson's duration is a succes-—

sion without distinction, a continuous state of becoming, not

to be confused with the abstract time of mathematics, of

—————

31pid., p.19.

4Compare Shakespeare's Rosalind on the subject of the
individual's sense of time versus clock time: "Time travels
in diverse paces with diverse persons. I'll tell you who Time
ambles withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal,
and who he stands still withal."™ As You Like It, 111, ii, pp.
326-329.




8
physics, or even that of clocks and calendarss. For Durrell,
duration is vaguely identified with the time he is trying so
hard to destroy: a time that is a steady progression towards
death. He finds this staunchless, irreversible flow of days
particularly threatening: the artist the creator, man as
god is after all mortal. But if the man of vision can move
into a timeless dimension in art and in life, he can in this
way circumvent this meaningless flow. Art, then, becomes pro-
phecy.

It can be argued, as Durrell himself doess, that a
creative writer is entitled to his own version of reality
without having to prove that he is also well-read in philo-
sophy or in other writer's views on similar subjects. And
Durrell's early heraldic universe is just such a case. If the
details of his world are not particularly original, yet taken
as a whole his statement is at least what it purports toc be:
a visionary world of a writer-to-be, not a reasoned-out
philosophical system of thought. And what is of specific
interest here, is the fact that this letter antedates The Key
to Modern Poetry by sixXteen years. The majority of Durrell's

critics7 therefore who take The Key to Modern Poetry, 1952

o e W e

T‘;See further discussion of Bergson's theory of time
on pp. 97-99 below.

6"Now we have the timely recognition that each man is
entitled to his own reality, interpret it as he wants. THE
HERALDIC REALITY". In "Hamlet, Prince of China", Delta,
(Paris: 2€ Annee, No. 3, Christmas, 1938), p. 39.

7See for example, John Unterecker, Lawrence Durrell,
(New York: Columbia University Press, 1964), pp. 21-22.




as a point of departure for their discussions on his views on
time, are simply ignoring the real source of the Durrellian
universe, which far from being philosophical, or scientific,
or psvchological or anything else, is a visionary world, en-
visaged metaphorically in terms of a new liaison between
space and time. If all this talk about a heraldic universe
sounds pretentious, it is because a young writer is trying
to express the irrational in terms of the rational., He is
trying to present his world in a form more recognizable to
the reader. Thus far, the expression is metaphoric instead
of systematic; thus far, Durrell is at home in his created
world even if he is the first to admit that he is not yet
certain of all of its aspects:

...what I am trying to isolate is the exact moment

of creation in which the maker seems to exist heraldi-

cally. That is to say, time as a concept does not

exist, but only as an attribute of matter, decay,

growth, etc. In that sense then, it must be memory-

less. I am afraid I cannot make this very clear even

to myself until I examine all the terms and see what
that means.

That is not to say that in later years Durrell suc-
ceeds in synthesizing his random views into a unified imagi-
nary universe in the manner of a Blake or a Yeats. Neither
has he shown himself to be a mythographer Dby inciination as
is Robert Graves, although there are those among Durrell's

admirers -- like G. S. Fraser9 -— who like to see such a syn-

®Wickes, p. 23.

9G. S. Fraser, Lawrence Durrell, (London: Faber, 1968),
p. 120.
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thesis of mythology as a future direction of Durrell. If we
consider his published work to date, we will note that his
views on the heraldic universe have undergone numerous re-
visions, a factor which in itself is not a defect., But in
his interviews in the fifties and sixties, Durrell's manner
has changed, and like the later Aldous Huxley he assumes a
certain distance from any or all of the positions he has held
in his writings, a pose that is partly mischievous, partly
cynical, and partly defensive. Perhaps he has had to assume
this mask as a result of the excitement aroused in the field

of literary criticism by the appearance of The Quartet.

However, in spite of Durrell's later rationalizations and
retractions, his early universe is an artist's vision, not a
rational or logical view of the universe. Heraldry, as he sees
it then, is a stage of being which extends beyond religion,

or philosophy, and its goal is stasis. It calls to mind
Aldous Huxley's Divine Ground of mysticism in that it is a
state in which all discordants and contraries and flux in
time are resolved -- the still hour when all storms are gone.
I say here that it calls to nmind Huxley, because Durrell's
understanding of Eastern mysticism differs slightly from
Aldous Huxley's. Whereas Huxley thinks that the mystical
experience involves the will to achieve inner silence, Durrell
considers that the Eastern mystical experience does not in-
volve the will; in his own words: "where we say 'mysticism’

they mean 'life' and where they say 'duality' we mean, in
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our rather knowing way 'schizophrenia'.“10 Hence, for him,

heraldry, in literature, is not synonymous with the Eastern
mystical experience, since heraldry is not a state of pure
apprehension, kut is one in which the artist uses his will

to reach this goal. Paradoxically, then, the artist's dream

is of a time when art will become unnecessary because this
condition of calm can be attained in a state of pure apprehen-
sionll.

In the nineteen thirties, while working on the initial
stages of this vision, Durrell, influenced by Miller's excite-
ment over a one-thousand page Hamlet correspondence with
Fraenkel, turns to a study of Hamlet's anguish. In a 1936
letter to Miller, later adapted for publication as "The
Prince and Hamlet: A Diagnosis”, he says "HAMLET IS VERY
HERALDIC,save the mark.“12 As Durrell sees it, the play em-
bodies the inner struggle in terms of the outer one, Hamlet's
pattle, with which Durrell identifies, is to try to super-
impose his own private reality on the common reality of men.
In so doing, Hamlet becomes the victim of an inner struggle

which is a tragic undercurrent of the play. As a result,

10; jwrence Durrell,"Mysticism: The Yellow Peril", the
New English Weekly, (January 25, 1940), XVI:14, 208-209.

Llpurrell portrays the artist as "a man engaged
bitterly waiting/For the day when art should become unneces-

sary.' "Canon in Alexandria®, (1945) published in The Poetr
of Lawrence Durrell, New York: Dutton, 1956), p. 97,

12

Wickes, p. 23
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"There are two co-existing Hamlets. Or to be deadly accurate:
there is the Prince, and there is Hamlet."13 Hamlet's true
need is to come to terms with his "new chronology", and yet
he is forced by his friends and Ly Ophelia to relinquish his

internal struggle for the outer or social one.

Hamlet is the psyche forever trying to fight its way
out of the armour of the Prince; through the chinks
we catch a glimpse of this ephemera, in revolt against
its social function, resentful, but dying-- all the
time very quietly dying.l4

When his "real" death comes, it is not administered by Laertes
but by Hamlet himself., When the inner Hamlet dies, the
eternal quietus is reached, What happens after that does not
really matter since it is only the outer drama of events.
Hamlet, then, dies by "implosion". "He is crushed inwards on
to himself." Ophelia is the external tragedy, "SHE DOES NOT
COUNT." With her in the external realm is Laertes and the
whole machinery of court politics: "They are just different
flavours of irony which leave nothing but bitterness in the
mouth. Hamlet is dead. Long live the Prince!"15
The last throes of Hamlet's inner death occur at
Ophelia's grave. "He is called upon to express his sorrow
for her when in his inner chronology Ophelia is already dead

and buried and rejected".lsThereafter, only the Prince is left

13"'I‘hePrince and Hamlet: A Diagnosis", the New
English Weekly, (January 14, 1937), p. 271.

14

Ibid., p. 271.

151pid., p. 271.

61pia, p. 272.
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to enact the outer tragedy, meaninglessly and mechanically.
His physical death merely terminates his inner and more sig-
nificant destruction. As Durrell states in his lettersl7,
Hamlet's kind of death is really the "English death" he has
tried to escape in Corfu, and it is also the subject of the

book he is writing : The Black Book.18

At this point, Durrell gauges two worlds: the world
from which he has to escape at any cost because it is to end
in his inner death, and that other world of dream he has set
out to create as the only hope for the creative man. And as
is apparent throughout the correspondence with Miller, Durrell
seems to feel that the older writer is a bridge for him be-
tween the two worlds. According to Durrell, Miller has neyver
experienced this version of death; he inhabits the stratosphere
a stage higher in the heraldic pattern than that of Shakes-
peare's Hamletlg. This is not to say that Durrell -- even at
this early adulatory stage -- regards Miller as a better
writer than Shakespeare; but that as a man Miller is able to
realize himself more fully. Miller for the young Durrell is
the Prince of China. But he is also the literary mentor and

friend who is to caution Durrell against the game of literary

17Wickes, p. 28.

18For a discussion of The Black Book see Chapter Two
of the thesis.

19 Jurrell tells Miller: "You cannot write anything
about Hamlet because the place it occupies in the heraldic
pattern is below you. There is only going up, not down."
Wickes, p. 60.
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schizophrenia he has set up: that is, publishing simul-

taneously under two names, his own and that of Charles Nor-

den, the author of Panic Spring: "Art for money's sake."20

Durrell senses that the two roles are irreconcilable:

I have no hesitation about what to write anymore. I am
discovering what I am. Only it's a bit painful because
I started in another direction, and being forced to
write what I'm going to will estrange me dreadfully.
It's inevitable, but I shed a few pious tears now, at
the beginning of the trip, so that I can be as dry as

a cork and controlled when we put out to sea. 2l

Yet Durrell is never to relingquish this dual identity-

2 .
game 2, even when he gives up the pseudonym; and it is not
difficult to see how his practice of writing for money casts

uncertain shadows of non-commitment on his serious work.

201p3id., p. 60.

2lpi4., p. 39.

22Durrell's dual identity-game remains his special
trademark over the years. It can be explained in terms of the
Jungian guilt-responsibility theme that I mention in chapter
one, page 17 . His traveller in Zero manifests a similar de-
sire to evade responsibility for HRis role as artist. See
page 21 below. Henry Miller warns Durrell that for the artist
there can be no escape, since the artist is by vocation
a traitor to the human race: p.22 below. I suspect that for
Durrell, his use of two identities for writing is not schizo-
phrenic, but simply a dual-role he has chosen to enact. See
his distinction between schizophrenia and duality on page 10
below. And he maintains this dual, mock-serious role through-
out his writing-career., For a discussion of this attitude,
see pp. 128-29 below. I believe that it is this very attitude
that mars his depiction of Alexandria in The Quartet : see
pp. 200-4 Dbelow. Incidentally, Durrell has also published
his paintings under another pseudonym; see Exhibition of
Paintings by Oscar EPFS. Paris, 1964.
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But this will be the subject of a later discussion on Durrell
as British emissary in the Mediterranean23. In the meantime,
Durrell justifies his writing practices in this way:
My double Amicus Nordendis. He is a double, I need
--not for money, or for any of the fake reasons I'm
always giving-- but simply for a contact with the human
world. I am alone really. That I'm a bit scared of
going crazy.
and:

I CAN'T WRITE REAL BOOKS ALL THE TIME.24

The period of greatest significance for a study of
the germinal ideas in Durrell's work is the two years, 1936-
1938, when Durrell's later pronouncements on art and the
artist, the space-time universe, ego-id polarity25 are
all beginning to take shape. These are the formative years.

It is at this time that he makes a study of Hamlet, tackles

26

the problem of what he calls the English death®™", gauges the

goals of the Surrealists in terms of their use of symbols
for representing supra-rational realities. He is busy wri-

ting off his "adolescent hangover";27 he develops an unguali-

23See chapter five on Durrell's treatment of the
Mediterranean in The Quartet.

24Wickes, p. 104.

25See pp. 6 and 9 above; and 26 below.

26"Englishmen have always, in spite of the national
anthem, been slaves. Only Chaucer, Skelton perhaps, and a few
others, authentic barbarians, broke away or were born free".
Wickes, p. 27.

271pid. ,p. 49.
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fied admiration for Miller, the man and his work,28 only to

realize that the next step is to demillerize his work, par-

ticularly The Black Book, It is a period of excitement and

discovery. Miller, for example, is interested in the labyrinth
at Knossus, and in 1936, he writes Durrell about his desire

to visit it.29

The labyrinth becomes later the focal symbol
of Durrell's CefalQl, 1947, Miller talks about the importance
of the symbol, the metaphor, the ideogram for the writer;
Durrell also finds them necessary for relaying the experiences
of his imaginative universe which can only be entered through

an immersion into the demonic element.30. He substitutes

Tibet -- his own ideal locale -- for Miller's China.3l He
finds that to transmute a timeless experience in writing, the
best tense to use is the historic present. He dabbles in the
"heraldic: my pet is in a very muddled state just at the
moment."32 He is convinced that "ALL ART IN THE GERM IS

CURATIVE."33 He launches an unqualified attack on the critics:

28This is an attitude thatDurrell seems to modify af-
ter the appearance of Miller's Sexus. See: Ibid., p.5l.

291pid., p. 34.

30Miller writes Durrell at the time: "I salute you
AS YOU ENTER THE INFERNAL REGIONS." Ibid., p. 54.

3l1pid., p. 61.

3271i3., p. 65.

331pid.,pp.65-66.



17

LET US KILL THE LITERARY MEN ONCE AND FOR ALL AND
force THEM TO A PHILOSOPHICAL ADMISSION OF THE

mzsterz§4

By January of 1937, he is able to announce self-

consciously that now he is entering into his autistic self

without responsibility35 and the results are The Black Book36,

and the twin pieces "Zero" and "Asylum in the Snow" published

in 1947 by the Circle Edition as Two Excursions into Reality.

These two prose poems are the germinal source of The Black
Book and indeed of so much of Durrell's later work dealing
with his mythical universe. They may contain some writing
that is incoherently autistic, but more than anything he
subsequently wrote, they portray with clarity the mechanism
Carl Jung calls the guilt-responsibility of the writer, a
theme dear to Durrell, and one which he discussed in one of
his letters to Miller. Put briefly, it refers to the artist's
compulsion to want to evade his destiny if this is at all

possible. When he cries, therefore: "I AM A MAN, THAT IS

ENOUGH"37, he is merely hiding the more terrible whisper: "I

AM AN ARTIST and from there to the ultimate conclusion I AM

341pi4., p. 33.

351pid., p. 61.

36See Chapter Two of thesis.

37Wickes, p. 53.

381pid., p. 53.
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In the destructive element, therefore, Durrell im-
merses himself, and the result is Zero bearing an inscription
from Friedrich Nietzsche 's letters after he became insane.
Key phrases in the inscription run as follows: ",.. every
name in history is myself ; ... I ponder with a certain
amount of suspicion, whether all who enter in the kingdom of
God also come from God;" and the conclusion is: "We artists
are unteachable." In this zero hour, the artist is God:
"Everything Illogical is God: And I am God!"39 As creator,
he has to speak for all the aimless who run ankle-deep in
reality; and as incubus, he has to reveal the oppressive
world of nightmare. In both capacities he launches into an
enactment of the kind of journey the visionary must take be-
fore his real adventure is to begin. He must enter a
Surrealist dream from which he is to emerge fortified with
the knowledge of the reasons and conditions underlying the
death of the imagination he sees around him, It is also the
death of the inner man : "Did you know? Hamlet is dead;"
"Weep for Lycidas, dead before his prime."40. His exercise
is an exorcism of this little death that can stand between him
and meaningful creativity .

The prose poem as a whole is an Agon writ small; it

is the germ of the later Black Book, an elaborate Agon which

39"Zero", in Spirit of Place , ed. by Alan G. Thomas,
(London: Faber, 1969), pp. 245-257/.

40

Ibid., pp. 248-249.
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Durrell meant as the first volume of a trilogy, to be followed
by an Anagnorisis and a Pathos.41
A closer look at Zero reveals that this zero hour is

also a state of suspension from abstract time. The protago-
nist of the piece is playing draughts with a friend Vasec, a
man capable of a fierce kind of concentration on the game, to
the point where he can exhaust himself -- passion, nerves, and
intelligence. Not so his partner. The protagonist has that
added and perpetual consciousness of the ghost in the cup-
board; Hamlet's ghost. He is drawn into "the ever widening
vortices to a level of concentration which is a magma" until
he realizes that it is "The lotus-depths in which my mind is real-
ly at home™ (250) . Because he knows this, he feels that another
aspect of his multiple role is to be a teacher: that is, to
tell Vasec and his other friend, the Dancer, about Tibet,

his dream-world, an icebound region of lakes and dragons,

"The aura of mind brooding in the atmosphere of snow" (250).

Tibet is for Durrell of the same order of importance
as is Jerusalem for Blake, or Mont Blanc for Shelley, or
Byzantium for Yeats, or Kilimanjaro for Hemingway. They are
all states -- some highly structured, others the emblems of
primordial chaos -- in which creative expression reaches its
ultimate potential, and man, in a manner of speaking, comes

closest to god, perhaps closest to being god. In Durrell's

41Wickes, p. 83.
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Tibet, the Hermit says he sees God, for he has also come to
a knowledge of the nature of the death-in-life which is the
condition of the initiated. He concludes that a life without
a meaningful mythology, without creative imagination is a life-
in-death; a condition of "...amusia, aphasia, aboulia, alexia,
agraphia, and anoia."42

This Tibet, then, is an aspect of the irrational or
illogical forces in man: primordial chaos in which the man
of imagination feels at home. Illogicality, as his prota-
gonist says, is an attribute of the divine in man.

On the subject of the irrational in art, Durrell was
to write a short prose-piece entitled "The Heraldic Universe",

published in Personal Landscape in Cairo in 1942. Its subject

is logic versus unreason.Logic, says Durrell, describes the
world: it is a method, an instrument, and as such is secon-
dary to the substance of experience itself. On the other hand ,
unreason is the realmwhere "the relations between ideas are
sympathetic and mysterious -- affective rather than causal
objective, substitutional. I call this the Heraldic Universe,
because in Heraldry the object is used in an emotive and af-

fective sense -- statically tc body forth or utter: not as a

42This line drew the following ecstatic remark from
Henry Miller: "I am beginning to relearn the English language.
Aboulia, masma, flocus! When you finally felt the Ark groun-
ding on Mt. Ararat, what a consolation it must have been that
all your marvellous words were rescued from the flood! "
Ibid., p.79.
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43 This state of unreason can only be

victim of description.”
relayed in the symbol or the ideogram: tools with which the
writer can bore into the unknown and strike heraldic experien-
ce. And yet these tools are not perfect, since language can
only render reality in an oblique manner. "tArt!' then is

only the smoked glass through which we can look at the dan-
gerous sun"44 or ultimate reality.

This is the prose piece of 1942, But already in 1937
Durrell has created the same experience imaginatively in Zero.
Here the atmosphere is drenched in creative chaos, and the
orderly mind is considered as one that most resembles a
vegetable garden. The language too spills over into "intan-
gible glyphs from the new book of the dead.“45 The symbols
of this state are dragons and lakes and the snow in which the
journey has Jjust begun. "Tn whatever direction I move it is
travel, the anatomy of a voyage."46' And the design of his
movement is circular, for he ends where he begins. The travel-

ler meets an old man of Tibet, and in sudden anguish pleads

with him to help him escape his destiny:

Let me go, I will be as other men are, talking of
ordinary things in an ordinary way, I cannot stand
this equilibrium between two worlds. The continents
fall between my fingers like sand, and I cannot grasp
them. Send me back into the painting. I am really a

43"'I'he Heraldic Universe," in Personal Landscape, I
(Cairo: 1942), part 4, pp. 7-8.

44

Ibid., p. 8.

45 gpirit of Place, p. 253.

46 1pid., p. 254.
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}ady—bird after all. I must fly away home, my house
is on fire, my children will burn. (258)

This, of course, is a repetition of the same Jungian motif
mentioned earlier: the guilt-responsibility of the writer47

showing through. But the old man brushes it aside with:

Be at peace. You are already there but have no compass,
nothing magnetic. March on to Orion and be happy.

You have nothing to lose because all is lost. Look.
Here in the paper is written. You have already said
it in the first page. The first sentence [Everything
Illogical is God: and I am God]. Turn back. There is
no way forward. Turn back. (258)

In other words, there can be no escape from responsibility.
Henry Miller tells Durrell as much, and he quotes him a pas-
sage from his own work on D. H. Lawrence, which Miller feels

is also descriptive of his young friend:

The poem is the dream made flesh, in a two-fold sense:
as work of art, and as life itself which is a work of
art. When man becomes fully conscious of his powers,
his role, his destiny, he is an artist and he ceases
to struggle with reality. He becomes a traitor to_ the
human race. He creates a war because Te is permanently
out of step with the rest of humanity... He transmutes
his real experience of life into spiritual equations.
He scorns the ordinary alphabet which yields at most
only a grammar of thought, and adopts the symbol, the
metaphor, the ideograph. He writes Chinese. He
creates an impossible world out of an .incomprehensible
language, a lie that enchants and enslaves men, 48

In the case of Zero, as indeed in the case of sO many

of Durrell's writings, a visionary world is created before

47See p. 17 above.
48Wickes, p.46 .
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its rationale is set down in the form of descriptive prose,
or discussed in interviews,
Zero is closely followed by its companion piece

Asylum in the Snow, a Christmas carol written in Corfu in

1938, Durrell sends it to Miller who becomes so tremendously
enthusiastic about it that he undertakes to publish it in
different languages through his spiderweb of literary associa-
tions.

The singer in the carol is identified as Lawrence
Durrell, and he has taken asylum in what he calls "my slaugh-
terhouse, my ark, my monastery"49. His retreat occurs in the
snow. Snow is a spiritual condition of faith, hope, and
hilarity, not the literal thing. Although snow is traditio-
nally associated with death, here it is a state of death only
for the uninitiated, a sign of hope for those who are. Af-
ter all, the singer retreats into it to recreate his "real"
world.50 His shelter also serves as a lighthouse, but it
differs from one in that it overlooks totally unique oceans,
Asias, flora and fauna. Here, as in Zero, the theme is

that of a journey; but this journey is particularly joyous

49"It is getting towards Christmas. I have a confession
to make. I am Lawrence Durrell, the writer who wrote until one
day the world came into a terrible focus. I am a writer who
never really wrote. Because the moment I became a real wri-
ter there was no partition of snow or minutes: and I had
come here for a long holiday from myself." Asylum in the Snow,
in Spirit of Place, p. 258-272.

5.OCompare his use of snow in The Black Book, on p. 38
below.




24

for it leads to a new birth. "It is not the dead that con-
cern us here but the living" (269).

vVasec and the Dancer appear in the carol; and yet,
they do not really belong. They are at a stage of awareness
that is half-way between those who really exist and those
others in uniforms who never really understand. Those with
the special gift of perception are joyous as the snow grows
upwards from the earth; they can feel a quiet light filtering
through them. There are five of them.

One of them is Fifi, "the eastern star", a virgin-
mother-womb figure. She is the centre of the Nativity scene,
which is delineated in a Milleresque, sexual quasi-mystical
language. Fifi is the first of Durrell's earth-mothers: in-

A,
nocent, enveloping, surreal. She is warm snow, bovine virgin, ﬁ

holly and mistletoe. She is the "children saying prayers over

e

empty stockings" (260). She is the prototype of Hilda in

The Black Book.

Another of the initiates we have met before.51 He is

the little one, Hamlet, "who knows quite well what he is doing.
He is natural" (261). Hamlet lives with a wife who is not in
touch with the spiritual dimension he inhabits. He tries several
times to bridge the gap between them, but then one day he
vanishes: into the world of tomorrow. His wife does not know

where he is nor how to set about getting to him. She belongs

51See pp. 11-13 above.
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to the life outside; he to the life inside. And Vasec is in
between, watching the drama, feeling it but only understanding
it in part. Vasec like the Dancer, is after all only part of
the chorus, who apprehend the ritual, but do not take an ac-
tive part in it. They are, in different terms, the disciples:
those who watch and those who wait.

Pieter, on the other hand, is prepared to cross the
Jordan River. He is one of those who are not puzzled by the
mystical nature of the journey; and, therefore, when the snow
piles up, he can keep a firm hold on his sense of laughter and
joy. And yet the singer is not quite so sure of Pieter. He
is not certain that Pieter is "one of us, or whether he too

is included from courtesy. Not a disciple, because he believes

he knows everything already. No one can teach him anything" (261).

The singer is the lyricist: the inevitable conjurer,
the heraldic messenger "with many languages on the tip of my
tongue, ready for emergency" (268). He is the prototype of a long
string of Durrelian masks: Herbert Gregory, Lawrence Lucifer,
L. G. Darley, and Ludwig Pursewarden. His message is: There
are five of us left to create the world--would you say the

real world? -- but they will not listen to us" (263) . He'is the

magic man. And yet he knows that there are limitations to his
magic, for there is an inevitable discrepancy between his gift
for language-spinning and the heraldic experience itself.

When you are afraid of something, or want to hate

it, you give it a name out of the alphabet. Then you
can let it into the house and it will not hurt you.

N
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It is covered in a name, and you do not see it
properly, you only see the little black letters. (261)

Yet he has to set it down until such time as this experience

can be attained by pure apprehension, At such time:

I [shall)] sit all day with my hands pushed aside,
useless .... It is what occurs in the inside spirits,
where the great beings make their territory and the
words cannot touch them. (266)

Only the initiates know that this territory is one of explo-
sion and high tension, as is the cataclysmic eruption for
example in Yeat's "Leda and the Swan", and that this is the
only path to a renewed world.

In the meantime, the singer must record it as he sees

it from his lighthouse:

When I speak, the words torment doctors, because

there is no vocabulary, no glossary in the tongue
I am using. It is a magnificent experiment, but

I am lonely. (271)

This loneliness is magnified at the end of his song, when all
the others disappear, dissolve as though they had become part
of a vision. Only he remains to wonder whether in fact he
has seen them or whether they are merely emanations of him-
self. And then he seems to separate into two: the ego
or protagonist of the carol, and the id which departs with
the others.

While Durrell is engaged in this highly imaginative

exercise, he also publishes a popular romance in 1937. A
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. . .52 .
prief look at Panic Spring~ , published under the pseudonym

of Charles Norden, will show by contrast the kind of work
Durrell is doing on the side to maintain, as he puts it, his
contact with the world of man. He, thereupon, turns from the
Miller rampaging prose style of the Hamlet letters, of Zero

and of Asylum in the Snow,to this orderly almost static piece

4 la Huxley. Panic Spring is a descriptive romance depending

in large measure upon discussion between the characters who

52panic Spring is not Durrell's first novel, His first
is Pied Piper of Lovers, 1935, which is now become a rare
item. I was Tortunate to get a copy, courtesy of Cassell's
iondon. Pied Piper of Lovers is a cathartic exercise by the
young Durrell, in which he Tecalls early incidents from his
childhood days in India, and other less happy days in school
in London, before he rejects the middle-class life that his
father had cut out for him, and turns to a self-styled life
of wanderer-writer. This novel, like his later poem "Cities,
Plains, and People" (see pp. 67 ff.) is a frankly autobio-
graphical piece, What the young Walsh finds in London is a
penniless existence, a group of aimless would-be writers and
artists, and endless loneliness. But he gradually achieves
maturity in his understanding of people. He also meets by
accident in a restaurant, his childhood sweetheart, Ruth, now
suffering from a serious heart condition. She is apparently
to die in the same poignant manner as do her later counterparts
Gracie and Melissa. The novel has some good patches of wri-
ting bearing the Durrell stamp of verbal dynamism. But it
suffers from sections of adolescent incoherence, sentimentali-
ty, and drawn-out descriptions. So far in his work, Durrell
has not envisaged his heraldic universe, and his dissatisfac-
tion with clock time as a measure for human activity is still
undefined. Walsh, for example, writes his one-time school
pal: "I think sculpture is the medium in which to express.
Space against Time curves and stresses, structures and dimen-
sions. How in hell can I express the volume of things by
daubing ink on paper? In the future I'TI send you deformed
lumps of clay, each representing a letter. So abstract and so
satisfying". Pied piper of Lovers, (London: Cassell, 1935),
p. 369. So far, Durrell is dissatisfied with the concept of
linear time in the novel, but he has not resorted to an al-
ternative for it.
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love to luxuriate in smart talk while lying indolently in
the sun. But this is the popular mode of the novels written
in the twenties and thirties, and Durrell presumably uses
the formula for the purpose of a quick sale. At any rate,

he never pretends it is anything but a cheap romance. 1In

The Writers At Work series of 1963, he admits that it is dread-

ful, because it is an "anthology ... five pages of Huxley,

three of Aldington, two pages of Robert Graves, and so on --
in fact all the writers I admire. But they didn't influence
me. I pinched the effects, I was learning the game.“53

Panic Spring suggests a popular Huxley formula for

the novel. A group of discordant, shifty characters is for-
tuitously thrown together in some outlandish place, and while
they exchange opinions on love, art, politics and sex, the
author has a chance to make short, elegant character sketches
of each of them. This is what happens in this novel.

A young school-teacher, Christian Marlowe, is delayed
at the H6tel Superbo in Brindisi waiting for a chance to pro-
ceed to Greece where the revolution is in full sway. With him
are a group of English tourists: middle-aged ladies on a plea-
sure cruise, devout missionaries presumably dedicated to the
service of mankind, Anglo-Indian planters motivated by less
altruistic goals, and of course the avowed drifters evading

social boredom. Marlowe has just fled London: "London, thou

53riters at Work . Second Series. Introduction by
Van Wyck Brooks, [New York: Viking, 1963), p. 274,
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art of townes, A Per Se",54 in order to confront his own
"special daemon™ (14). In a letter home to his colleague,
Latimer, Marlowe explains his dilemma:

For some time past I felt the atmosphere tightening.

Tt was harder to breathe. There was a weight pressing
my brain. Then snap, and I exploded. I'm still numb
from the shock. Where am I going? I don't know. Why?
I can't clearly say. For how long? At the moment I
feel for ever. (21)

Lawrence Lucifer of The Black Book is to undergo a similar re-
55

jection of his past.
At Brindisi, Marlowe finds himself in a transitional
state between the life of "not-being" -- in which teaching and

56 __ and a new life, the nature of

death are compatible forms
which is not yet clear to him. This new life starts unex-
pectedly when he is offered a midnight-trip to the island,
Mavrodaphne, by a mysterious Greek boatman, Christ (for Chris-
tos Kasapikos), with the Pan-like feet. Marlowe, then , goes
to Mavrodaphne in a death-like journey; and the island itself
becomes for him a place in limbo where he can solve his own
private riddle.

On the island, he finds a group of fellow exiles. There
is Gordon, the one most sympathetically treated by the author;

he is content to discard the past totally, and settle into

the non-directed present wholeheartedly. He explains to

54Panic Spring. By Charles Norden. (New York: Covici,
1937).

55See pp. 48 and 49 below.

56Panic Spring, p. 17.
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Marlowe that what he finds most appealing is the "splendid
unreason that characterizes the island" (58). Walsh is the
would-be poet; Francis, the only woman in the group, is a
self-taught painter, who attracts both Marlowe and Walsh.
There is the humorous Fonvasin, a make-shift doctor, and two
mindless monks: "The two skeletons in Christ" (196).

At the center of the picture is the Greek owner of the
island, Rumanades. Although he has started as a humble trader
in currants, he is now Greece's foremost financier. Mavro-
daphne is his wedding present to the Spanish girl he had
bought and married. But Manuela refuses to be added to his
possessions, and she walks out on him. "You bought me like
a mare and like a mare I have broken stable" is the note he
finds on her disappearance (100). ©Now his lonely life is
only occasionally relieved by the visitors to the island.

The group slowly becomes involved in the life of the
island, with its superstitions, its folk-tales, and its ri-
tuals. The annual ritual of fireworks involves a church-
procession in honour of a patron saint, and Rumanades has
tacked on to it the fireworks as a tourist attraction.
Another ritual takes place at the Jump at the centre of the
island overlooking the swirling waters between the two crags
below. A ritual was formerly used to attest to the guilt or
innocence of the accused. The story goes that a Greek lover
Theseus had taken the leap off the Jump to win the hand of

his beloved from her reluctant father, and that he emerged
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triumphantly from the waters only to die of a chill on his
wedding night. The villagers believe Rumanades to be the
author of the story. This re-enacted Theseus theme forms the
focal interest of the novel, for the panic spring into the
unknown is still part of the island's tradition, and it tests
man's ability to emerge from the trial victorious or be ir-
revocably defeated. The test is symbolic of the psychologi-
cal pilgrimage of the spiritual exiles. ¥ach one of them has
taken a trip into a timeless dimension -- in the sense that
the passage of days is unnoticed -- which is also a place in
limbo, since the locale does not necessitate meaningful so-
cial participation. Each is living the past-present-future
all in one.

Marlowe is tirelessly going through a religions exer-
cise: he, in fact, hopes to amalgamate his life and thought
into "The Portentous Pattern" of Quietism: that is, grace
through contemplation, and wisdom through passiveness (100).
A welcome humorous note, in contrast with all this soul-sear-
ching, occurs in "The Mummy" episode narrated by the incorri-
gible Doctor Fonvasin, who tells an incredible tale about how
he once practised mummification. The two monks provide yet
another quixotic tale. Both incidents form the gothic
ambience traditional in a romance, which in this case explodes
with the unexpected death of Rumanades in the storm: a kind of
willful suicide. But the villagers believe that the storm is

the gods' specific sign foreshadowing death on the island.
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Death introduces reality for a short span on the island.
Francis and Walsh reasses their individual futures and decide
that it is time to return to England. One of the monks dies.
Fonvasin is quite contented to live an imaginary past, but
now he has to leave the island with the rest of the yisitors.
Gordon quietly packs and leaves for Italy, another self-imposed
place of exile. Marlowe, in a sudden furious spurt of energy,
wraps the whole experience up into a pattern of Quietism. As
in the later Cefalfl , the novel ends on a note of discovery
of an inner reality which strengthens some and proves to be
the end of others,

Panic Spring is obviously a put-up job. It is nothing

but a series of character sketches, with occasional ventures
into ritual and re-enacted myth, and sprinkled with drinking-
parties and superficial banter. It is tenuously held together,
if at all, by the central symbol of the Jump, and its impli-
cation for the various characters in the story. The novel is
to some extent a study in timelessness, and how this condition
affects each of those involved in a search for a reality, or,
in some cases, an identity. This is the effect it has on

Marlowe:

If time had ceased to exist, then there could be

no measure put against his playing; indeed, toc
complete the circle of paradox, there was no future
when the present was so full: of the fruits ripening,
of the peasants singing rich and melodious with
plenty, of the children being born, men dying. No,
there was no future, as there was no past. (297)

At this stage, Durrell's quest for an imaginative life out of
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time is still influenced by the mysticism of the later Aldous
Huxley: timelessness does not at this point entail a complex
theory of a space-time hybrid. It is merely a wishful state
in which chronological time is evaded, and place does not
matter since it is irrelevant. Timelessness, far from being
a new way of seeing life and experience within it, is a form
of escape from social responsibility, and the mind is free to
wander without conforming to a socially predetermined pattern
of existence. A waiting-game: "the limbo idea" (301). A poem

of the same period embodies this idea:

All you who know desire in these seas

Have souls or equipment for loneliness

Lean now like fruitage. The Hesperides

Open. This is the limbo, the doldrum,

Seal down the eye of ¥our cyclops,

Silence Time's drum,S

Jordan regards this condition as a state of "Heroic

reality",58 because it is sufficient unto itself. Marlowe, as
is to be expected, sees in it the embodiment of a philosophy
of life based upon a "policy of inaction"” (309). But he
is disconcerted to find that "Time, when they least expected
it, had decided to set a very definite turn to their activi-
ties" (311). Death, Rumanades's death, is the other side of
time as staunchless flow. When the initial panic following

the death of Rumanades is ended, life on the island resumes

its ritualistic flavour. The mourners come from all over

STwgummer in Corfu." In A Private Country , (London:
Faber, 1943), p. 13.

58

Panic Spring, p. 303.
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Greece, and they sit around in the arbours sipping wine and

waiting for the mimetic dance to begin:

The women, red, blue, saffron, yellow, mustard,
cinnamon, magenta, walked about under a forest of
candles as thick as a man's arm, each going up to
the right-hand nook by the altar to kiss the case
in which the rib of the patron saint was locked,
before moving across the line of frescoes to gaze
upon the dead face of Rumanades, and leave their
offering of fruit, flowers, or vegetables with the
remaining Leucothean monk. (363)

A pattern of life-in-death is the way things are on the is-
land. The villagers only know the here and now.59 And yet
this is not entirely true of the visitors. Walsh, for example,
realizes that this state of suspension is not totally real.

He admits ruefully that he is one of the "last romantics be-
tween two worlds. Our emotions aren't our own any longer.
We're shirkers."60 He, therefore, retraces his steps to the

only reality left him, back home.

Meanwhile, the body of the odysseus-like Rumanades

is borne on the boat "in the keen air of morning to Ithaca"

(372). His quest ended, all other quests are forced to come

to an end, or, at least to begin a new cycle of experience.
In a 1959 interview with Kenneth Young, Durrell

brushes aside his work prior to The Black Book as "hardly

worth the investigation".61 His reluctance to discuss this

59Com.pare Durrell's later treatment of the same theme
on p.51 below.

60Pa‘ni’cS‘pr‘ing. p. 368

61Kenneth Young, "A Dialogue with Durrell", Encounter,
XIII, (December, 1959), 67.
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particular piece of juvenility is understandable, and yet

Panic Spring is of interest to the student of Durrell's later

work. In it, Durrell, perhaps inadvertently, shows interest
in sidetracking chronology to explore a new dimension which

so far is a place in limbo. When he gets to The Black Book,

Durrell treats the same subject in a much more coherent form,

and in 1945 he writes a letter to Henry Miller62

explaining
further developments along the same line of thought. His re-
jection of the English mode of life is seen in his novel as

a fascination with the motif of the journey: again a theme
to reappear in the later novels. And finally, but just as
importantly, the novel is drenched in the spirit of place, a

theme of abiding interest to the author. He explores it in

his travel books: Prospero's Cell, 1945,in Reflections on

a Marine Venus, 1953, and once again in his recent publi-

cation, The Spirit of Place, 1969.

In Panic Spring, Mavrodaphne is dedicated to the sea

and sun, but also to the spirit of Pan. The mysterious boat-
man Christo has Pan like feet. The title suggests that the inci-
dents of the novel take place during a panic spring that leads
into summer; and the setting is a pastoral idyll, Durrell is
never to abandon this interest in the theme which he makes

the central meaning of the poem "Deus Loci", 1945. He re-

gards this poem of sufficient importance to make it the last

62yickes, p. 202-203.
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in more than one anthology of his poetry.

Panic Spring does not fit into the mainstream of

Durrell's creative writing. Like the earlier The Pied Piper

of Lovers, and the later CefalQ, it is of complementary in-
terest to the main creative output starting with the heraldic

short pieces of the thirties to The Black Book, tc The

Alexandria Quartet and Tunc-Nungquam. It rounds up this early

experimental period of Durrell, a period in which his ideas
and his technique take shape. As early as the thirties,
Durrell is interested in the nature of time and in its impli-
cations for the visionary. And he is trying his ideas out in
a groping, unfinished style. Thereafter, he discovers his own
voice, or his own way of saying things, and he erases the
remaining marks of his literary models: Henry Miller, Aldous
Huxley, D. H. Lawrence, and T. S. Eliot,

The turning point is The Black Book.




CHAPTER 1II
BOY IN AN ARK

With me I carry this little toy ark, with its little

toy animalg ..... We are lit up in the signs of the
new chaos,l

The question has been decided. Art must no longer

exist to depict man, but to invoke God. It is on
the face of this chaos that I brood.?2

In Corfu, in 1936, Durrell sets out on a spiritual

journey which materializes on paper as The Black Book: his

first real novel, in the sense that The Pied Piper of Lovers

and Panic Spring are not. The Black Book is the culmination

of an imaginative struggle in which Durrell has been engaged
since his earlier heraldic writings examined in the last
chaptér. Lawrence Lucifer, the protagonist of this book,
undertakes 'a compulsive journey into his past in which he
relives his life in a cheap London hotel, the Regina: "a
barogque incubus" (14). He reveals the nature of the kind of

death that has become a modus vivendi of a group of debau-

chees. He sees himself as a little boy in an ark brooding on
the face of imaginative chaos, and with him are his toy

animals, the characters at the hotel. He carefully sets

lLawrence Durrell, The Black Book, (New York: Giant
Cardinal, 1959), p. 222.

2

Ibid., p. 222.

37
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them out into a pattern to enact the charade of death which
he has "almost shared" (210). This little ritual is his way
of exorcising the little death, before he can begin to cele-
brate life as a man and creative writer.

‘The metaphoric apparatus Lucifer uses is already
familiar to us from the previous works of Lawrence Durrell.
For instance, one of the main themes of his novel is that of
infinite regression, a kind of back-to-the-womb allegory which
is portrayed in Lawrence Lucifer's obsessive dream of himself
as Jonah and Hilda as the whale. This is a theme we have al-

ready come across in both Zero and Asylum in the Snow. Again

the season is the same: winter. In The Black Book the snow

is incessant. Both winter and the snow are appropriate images
for the state cof spiritual atrophy that is the subject of

this elegy on the individual and collective funerals enacted
at the Regina. But snow is also the backdrop for Lucifer's
heraldic visions; for him, as for initiates in his visio-
nary world, it carries the hope of rebirth. This treatment

of snow is similar to that of Asylum although in the latter
the positive qualities are more focal to the prose piece than
they are here3. In the novel, there is portrayed the struggle
between inner and outer realities: the Hamlet-Ophelia conun-
drum we have met in Asylum as the conflict between the

"little one" and his wife. Here it takes the form of the

pathetic Herbert-Grace dilemma. And there is also the per-

3See p. 23 above,
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vading obsession with the death of time as chronology.

In The Black Book, the time of clocks has come to a

standstill; the cobweb of decay is hanging motionless in

space. There is only the "living limbo" of experience (37).
Lawrence Lucifer muses: "The museum clock is scourged by
raindrops: it dies, like a pale face on the stalk of a tower
and reminds me of the death of time" (37). This stifling

sense of existing in space alone is symbolized in the map of
South London that Lobo is forever drawing, but which he is never
to finish. And as Lucifer sets his thoughts down on paper,

he knows that for him time has ceased to matter:

I live only in the imagination which is timeless.
Therefore the location of this world which I am
trying to hammer out for you on the blunt typewriter,
over the Ionian, is the location of space merely.

T can only fix it with any certainty on the map. (38)

The only language to approximate, not entirely depict, this
lonely journey is the language of ideograms expressed in the
gnomic aorist. The aorist is particularly appropriate here,
since it is an indefinite tense. In Greek, it is a past tense
expressing an action without indicating whether this action
is completed, continued, or repeated. In this sense, it ap-
proximates most closely what Lucifer refers to as "a new
spatial language" which he hopes will do partial justice to
loneliness4. The world that Lawrence describes here is dif-

ferent from that to be depicted later by his parallel, L.G.

4Ibid., p. 155. "There is no language, not even the
new spatial language which can do justice to loneliness."
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Darley in The Quartet . Lucifer's world is supposedly

"timeless", not a space-time continuum with intercalated
realities. He is so involved in his own death mime, that
other people's ancillary realities do not figure much in the
picture. The exception is the interlinear of Herbert Gregory.
But then Gregory's diary plays the part of the id to Lucifer's
ego-game, and helps him make a substantially different deci-
sion at the end from that of Gregory. The latter realizes
that the pursuit of his own heraldic reality is an exercise
he cannot maintain for any period of time, so he kills him-
self, or at least this is what he says he will do when he dis-
appears. Lawrence Lucifer says at the end of his account
that he will go on to a creative career innately different
from the life of emotional sterility he has hitherto been
leading.
Lawrence Lucifer, like Lawrence Durrell, is writing

his Agon from an island on the Ionian. When he makes certain
pronouncements on the nature or goals of creative writing,
particularly the writing he is engaged in at the moment, it is
reasonable to assume that he is also speaking for his author
One such remark in the novel is particularly relevant:

The truth is that I am writing my first book. It is

difficult, because everything must be included: a

kind of spiritual itinerary, which will establish the

novel once and for all as a mode which is already past

its senium. I tell myself continually that this must

be something without beginning, something which will

never end, but conclude only when it has reached its

own genesis again: very well, a piece of literary

perpetual motion, balanced on a hair, maintaining its
precarious equilibrium between life and heraldry. (47)
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In fact, The Black Book is delicately balanced between

life and heraldry: the death-charade at the Regina Hotel and
the surrealistic, snow-infused hallucinations of Lawrence
Lucifer; between the metaphor of the little boy in an ark on
a black rock and that of Jonah's trip in the whale (222).
Lucifer continuously turns from his macabre existence to take
an imaginative journey in a car racing down snow-bound roads
to the "you" of the novel, perhaps Durrell's wife whom he ad-
dresses at the end of his Agon (218), or a symbolic mother-
womb-whale fantasy, or an enveloping life-force he will reach
eventually after his journey is terminated, or a combination
of all of these. He occasionally identifies her with Hilda,
as in this passage:

For the purposes of simplification, let me be known

as a Jonah. With Hilda as the Whale, there are the

implications in the Bible story which have been al-

together ignored until now. (153)
He plays two imaginative roles: the little boy in the ark, and
Jonah in the whale; but he soon realizes that when his quest
for identity is over he will emerge from the confining ima-
ginative cocoon he has woven around himself.

His regressive sexual obsession is the other side of
the coin of sexual atrophy around him. All the characters at
the Hotel are unconscious types of sterility. They are the
masks of death. Their world is a world of inaction, of dis-
sociation, of noninvolvement. For Lucifer, then, sexual
fantasy becomes an act of imaginative recreation. Sex in the

Regina Hotel -- and there is no evidence anywhere of any other
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human emotion -~ is merely a narcissistic stumbling into

a greater and more bewildering darkness; a look at self in
the mirror; an obsessive gazing into the image in the water.
And Lucifer thinks that if this doom is to be avoided, there
must be an alternative which he envisages as the recreative,
timeless experience epitomized in his heraldic visions of
the new nativity in the snow.

On a winter's morning in Corfu, Lawrence Lucifer
begins his first book. He finds an appropriate correspondence
between the present winter numbness and the past wintry death
he is invoking, a death "whose meaning is symbolic, mythical,
but real also in its symptom" (2). In the present winter of
his discontent, his mimes are still with him: Tarquin, Clare,
Peres, Chamberlain, Gregory, Grace, Peters, Hilda, all sha-
dowy grotesque figures to enact his macabre pantomimic dance.
This is not to say that the past is only part of memory: it
is very much part of the present; in fact, this winter morning
is the winter morning of his elegiac existence at the Regina.
The snow that blew then is still blowing now.

As always the weather I am continually referring back

to is spiritual. Winter is more than an almanac: it

is dug in invisibly under the fingernails, 1in Fhe teeth-—-
into everything that is deciduous, calcine. Winter, as
the figures produced by the shadow of the retinal blood
vessels on an empty wall. I tell you it is part of the
spiritual adventure, like our meeting in the snow, and
the great arterials stretching away to god like a

psalm; and you, gathered in the snow, a soft cave of
flesh. That is why I am marking down these items in

the log of that universal death, the English death,
which I have escaped. It is lonely work. (83)
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Gradually, he arranges his figures on the chess-board.
Tarquin, the homosexual, emerges as the clearest represen-
tation of death: he is irrevocably drowned in the miasma of
self. The single object of his adoration is the gigolo Clare,
a lazy, evasive person: a combination of Vasec and the Dancer

of Asylum in the Snow. A diary is the only reminder of the

previous occupant of Lucifer's room: the Death Gregory of

the green fable. Through his diary, we are introduced to some
of the other characters still living at the Hotel: there is
the Spaniard Lobo, a fantastic whose giant obsession is to
prove his ability to triumph over the female. Next door to
him is poor Miss Venable, the shadowy female who is struggling
with insomnia, detective novels, ovaltine and tea-cups. The
Chamberlains, who at first appear to be the most balanced of
the motley crew, emerge as a failed D. H. Lawrence couple:
all for wholeness and sexual fulfilment, but in fact the most
efficient self-deceivers of the group.

Gregory's diary is an interrupted Hamlet-like soli-
loquy. He writes it from a silence so heavy that he has the
sensation of wading through it. Like Lucifer, Gregory is
haunted by the geometrical insanity of day followed by night
followed by day. Like him he writes in the gnomic aorist,
particularly when he conjures up the image of Grace, a
consumptive nineteen year—old whom he has brought off the
streets for a promise of a cup of coffee. She is, for him,

the female wonder-worker, at least at first; but gradually
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she becomes the rouged death-mask, the vulgar cockney who
plays at grand dame with the supposedly romantic Clare. And
yet, Gregory finds her irreplaceable: for he can be himself
with her without the threat of being understood.

The gnomic aorist successfully relays her poignancy:

Gracie was my fate: IS dead. A sort of mirage, this

word I cannot grasp. A tinsel moon on a garish back-
cloth., A circle of blackness which blots out all new
horizons. A rent on the clean daylight of her yellow,
peaky, little face. O, K, But if one were to start a
gquibble about temporal realities would the present tense
justify itself? 1Is she behind me sitting in the chair,
coughing over the latest Film Paper? I do not turn
round, because I know at once that she is. In bed, worn
out, languorous, aching with pleasure between the
starched sheets? Yes. But only when I am on that border-
line of the realities when every abstraction has solidity,
weight, volume. I can lift desire in my fingers like

the small bud of the breast. I can see it, feel it.

It enters my experience like a calamity. (55)

But all the while he makes her pay cruelly for his own short-
comings. Grace, like Ophelia, dies without gaining any in-
sight into the real nature of the man behind the mask.
Gregory's diary intercalates with, and supplements,
the real and imaginary voyages of Lucifer. Lucifer's life
shifts from the infinite boredom of his role as the silent,
suffering companion to Tarquin, to his own nightly journeys
in the snow with Hilda. Tarquin's tragedy is that he can
feel nothing, and Hilda's that she can feel too much. Whereas
Tarquin is the walking image of death, Hilda is the "virgin

p;QStituteﬂOf.the‘fable;S‘.When Lucifer cannot face his

5P. 52, Tarquin's parallel in Durrell's poetry of
the period is Unkebunke at whose tomb the poet writes this
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room with its dead books, stale sheets of poems, littered
drawers, and haunting silence, he goes to Tarquin's room
for a spell of mutual condolence and misery. Tarquin is the
unsuccessful writer, and yet he self-indulgently engages in
recording his interminable history. His ideas on creativity
are mere reflections of his own dissipated image; and, there-
fore, for him the artist is a sick man, and art a disease.
When Lucifer finds this channel of escape too arid, he re-
sorts to Hilda. She is ignorant and blundering, but her big
heart thaws at the least thing. And he has come to rely on her
as an invalid. She is his anodyne.

Like the fool in the tarot, the crazy joker of the

pack, I wander through the events of the way. The

imbecile hangs on the mercy of time like a lily on

the river. I have no being, strictly, except when I

enter that musty room, frosted softly at night, where

Hilda the giant cauliflower of my dreams, moves about

her tasks. Between the artist I, and Hilda the pros-

titute, there is an immediate correspondence. We

recognize and respect each other, as pariahs do. We

love each other, but we do not understand each other.

Nevertheless we have made a truce. (78)

And all the while, time for him is the awareness of constant-

ly running downhill into the snow towards Christmas, the

soliloquy:

Deliver us from evil.

Deliver us from the trauma of death's pupil,
From the forked tongue of the devil,

Deliver us from the vicar's bubonic purple,
From the canine hysteria, the lethal smile,
O deliver us from the botanical sleep,

The canonical sugar, the rabbinical pose,
Deliver us from death's terrific pinnacle,
Biological silence, a clinical sleep.

From A Private Country, (London: Faber, 1943), p. 44,
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season of rebirths.

Book Two deals with a different group of spiritual
cripples. The environment is Honneywoods, a school where
Lucifer teaches and a reminder of the one that has previously
stifled Marlowe. Here the staleness of the social system
is more elaborately ridiculed in the characters: in Marney,
the gigantically egoistic Jewish hunchback; in Eustace, the
blond immaculately-dressed and supposedly sunny-tempered type;
in the prudish teacher of English; in Madame About, the
French teacher "celebrating an eternal spring, though the
leaves are falling" (98), and in Peters, forever discussing
his own genius: "one must be a man of the world... like Eliot,
don't you think?" (101). At the centre of the picture is
the negro student, Miss Smith; she stands for a flora and
fauna completely foreign to Honneywoods. Lucifer sees her as
belonging to a world of pure image: she sits at the centre
of a laughing universe. Her laughter is "pure Zanzibar,
tiger tiger burning bright, monkeys, pagodas" (103). And
when she reads Skelton, her voice evokes for him a world of

pure sensation:

Dimly, I feel the slow corrupt delirium of rebirth.
Am fed. Dazzling, in the flesh of this last moment's
reason. I question myself eagerly. Is this amusia,
alexia, abulia? It is life,

6"All day my own movements struggle towards the dark-
ness. Immense massive maneuvres against time... I am alive
only in the soft glitter of snow." p. 142,

7P. 107. Compare footnote 42 on p. 20 above.
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The characters that Lucifer invokes are presented in the
gnomic aorist, the only tense that can approximate to the
feeling he has of all time existing in every moment of time.
Seasonal change, particularly apparent in Book Two, is remi-

niscent of that in The Waste Land: both do not merely denote

the cyclical passage of time, but are also symbolic spiritual
states of man.
The incidents related in Book Two do not follow a
chronological pattern; neither do they follow logically from
those of the first Book. This is a consciously controlled
device of presentation as Lucifer informs us:
I am in such a hurry to finish the job that I blurt
out the end before the beginning. It is going through
me at such a pace that I cannot distinguish the
various flavours of the incident, in their chrono-
logical order. (I am a liar. It is artifice which
dictates this form to me). (59)

Tncluded in this artifice is the hypothesis that for the

writer there is no forgetfulness, and no memory: there is

. - 8

only the periodicity of the time of writing.

Book Two is sometimes heavy-handed, especially when
Lucifer, or Durrell, tries to explain the thematic progression
of his writing. In one such instance, Durrell speaks in his
own identity addressing Alan G. Thomas -- a personal friend

and a dedicated collector of his work -- in a pompous vale-

diction in which Alan is the reminder for Durrell of all that

8won the mantlepiece is a clock. The hands stand to
quarter-past six, and it is striking twelve. By these tokens
I know that it is exactly ten past ten." p. 98
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England stands for:

the masques, the viols, the swans, the mists, the doom,
the fogs: you were offering me medieval death in which
I would live forever, stifled in the pollen of bre-

varies, noctuaries, bestiaries: split silk and tumbrils,

aesthetic horses and ruined Abbeys. (115)
This is the part of England Durrell wants to kill in order to
revive again, and "if I succeed, and I will succeed, then I

shall become, in a sense, the first Englishman,"” and he signs

it: "Affectionately Yours, Hamlet's godchild." (116)

The shrillness can be written off as an adolescent
hang-up. However, Miller's reaction to it is to seriously
proclaim Durrell as the first Englishman9 and to praise him
highly for his visionary and linguistic skills. T. S. Eliot
at first refuses to publish the excerpt from the novellO --
that Miller gets published as "Ego" in Seven in the summer
of 1938 -- but he capitulates when he sees the novel as a
whole, and declares it: "the first piece of work by a new
English writer to give me hope for the future of prose

11 He may have recognized in Durrell's No Man's

fiction'
Land echoes of his own arid Waste Land. At any rate, it
is not purely coincidental that both lands suggest states

of being in which the healing mythologies are so etherized

9George Wickes, Lawrence Durrell and Henry Miller:
A Private Correspondence, (New York: bDutton, 1963), p. /2,

101pia., p. 137.

llSee the cover of the Pocket-Book: Cardinal Edition
of The Black Book.
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that they float away before they can provide man with the
curative effect. Furthermore, as Lucifer puts it: "It

is not only a guestion of going back to the myth. The myth
will come back to us."12

And how is the new myth to return?

This is a question that Lucifer can only answer tenta-
tively. Myth, he feels, can be recreated by means of a re-
generative process to be attained through an annihilation
of the old self. He believes that heraldry involves a two-fold
development: first, the discovery of the nature of one's own
inner landscape, and second, through the transcendence of

this knowledge into apocalyptic vision13. This is the disco-

very of The Black Book. At this point in the development of

the young Durrell, the discovery occurs through sexual ex-
periences:

Heraldic? Time shut off...Gently your body rises

out and hangs above the lacquered river: an image
not sponged out, or carried downstream among the
Ophelias. They say we love only our own reflection
in the faces of others, like cattle drinking from
their own faces in the river. The heraldic Narcissus
in your face has learned something at last. The true
meaning of charity is knowledge. (143)

This kind of preoccupation with the nature of the inner self
leads Durrell later to a study of, and a life-long admiration

for, the works of George Groddeck. In the meantime, Lucifer

121pid., p. 131.

13The second theme is explored further in The Dark
Labyrinth, (London: Faber, 1947), and The Alexandria Quartet,
(Tondon: Faber, 1957-62).
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has an intuitive insight into the mechanism of the psyche,
at least his own.,

A few of the other characters make various discoveries,
but these are of a different order of reality. Tarquin, for
instance, He finally realizes that he is a homosexual. But
he gains no particular insight into the nature of the death
that is his way of life. Chamberlain is told that his wife
has been unfaithful to him. For a while, it seems as though
he is finally going to tear off the mask he has been wearing
as his own identity; but instead, he retreats into a subur-
ban haven with wife, child-to-be, and all the dullness of a
middle-class routine. His withdrawal from reality is in
direct contrast to the protagonist's commitment to a life of
imaginative creativity. The second Book ends with a descrip-
tion of one of Lucifer's persistent visions of himself in the
snow as Jonah in the whale, a feeling he characterizes as:

The dead full weight of being, of IS! This must be

the end., I am waiting forever in space. It is time
that kills one. Space is more durable than logic

can suggest, (156)

Book Three is a giant Dance of Death. First occurs
the death of the "inner" Gregory, which he charts in his
diary. Although he is aware of the level of existence equiva-
lent to Miller's China, or to Durrell's Tibet, he finds he
cannot sustain it on his own. He is choked with self-
hatred: a form of self-inflicted revenge for his inability
to love Grace even on her death-bed. When she dies, he is

thrown back upon his collosal egoism:
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Love me, I whispered, love me and take me from

myself. I do not want the gift of freedom--it

has become a prison. At night the sea beats like a

hammer against my temples. The lights of the

cars wheeled across my bedroom walls., I had be-

come an inhabitant of a private pandemonium. (156)
What is left him now is his green diary, green for "cance-
rous, nitric" (176), "the real green gangrene" (187). He
is Lycidas dying before his prime; and his world is dying
because he is dying of brain haemorrhage. His soliloquy =--
to be or not to be —- has gone on too long, and he is now
determined to end it in the negative. He signs his diary off
with this decision; his diary which, he says, is "the record
and testament of a death within life: a life in death" (191).

Gregory, having reached the first level of the heral-

dic life, is unable to go on to the second one. Lawrence

Lucifer realizes this, and decides to choose differently.

His grand finale is like that of the singer in Asylum in the

Snow: he reflects upon each of the individuals taking part in

the performance. He defines Chamberlain's disease as that of
the dog collar; he has respect for Gregory, but realizes
that he does not have the stamina to go further; Hilda has
lost both ovaries to cancer; Tarquin molders away into a
senility of his own. In fact, Lucifer's world too is disin-
tegrating:

I have seen more than ever the modern disease

looming in the world outside this sea, rock, water;

the terrible disintegration of action under the

hideous pressure of the ideal; the disease of a

world every day more accurately portrayed by Hamlet. (209)

What he sees about him is the death of the vital centres; he
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sees anonymity; faces of puppets; a million miles of bore-

dom. Like his predecessor of Asylum in the Snow, he finds

out that in the theatre he has just presented:
...it is all or nothing. Oneself is the hero, the
clown, the chorus; there are no extras, and no doubles
to accept the dangers. But more terrible still, in the
incessant whine of the chorale, the words, words, words
spraying from the stiff mouth of the masks, one becomes
at last aware of the identity of the audience. It is
my own face in its incessant reduplications which blazes
back at me from the stone amphitheatre. (196)

And how will it all end for him?

The answer lies in a physical, and possibly a meta-
phoric journey, which will lead him to the "you" of the
novel: an affirmative life-force (213). For Gregory's en-
treaty: "Pity me, I was born dead" (164), he substitutes his
own modified: "Pity me, I was born old" (219). Now he is
prepared to emerge as the writer of the new mythology.

Wwhat we have here is a process of transformation, a
kind of metamorphosis. Lucifer has died out completely in
order to emerge onto a new plane of reality: the Dionysian
theme of death and rebirth. This theme reappears often in

Durrell's subsequent works: in The Dark Labryinthl4, in

The Quartet,1958—196215, and it takes up a considerable por-

tion of The Key to Modern Poetry, 1952. 1In 1960 , Durrell,

still preoccupied with the theme of human adjustment to the

reality of death, writes an article entitled: "I wish one

14See p. 71 below.

15See p. 220 below.
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could be more like the birds: to sing unfalteringly at
peace,“16 where he attributes all human unrest and anxiety
to the fear of the mystery of death, Because of this fear,
man has insulated himself from life, so that he cannot begin
to enjoy life unless he can learn to situate death in the
present, thus ridding himself of his subconscious, paraly-
zing fears. In other words, the only solution for man lies in
an imaginative catharsis, that is an imaginative experience
of death. If man can imagine that the worst has taken place
let us say in an atomic holocaust, then he is bound to
emerge from the experience strengthened and surprised to find
out how good life is.

This imaginative immersion into the destructive ele-

ment is the subject of The Black Book, and it is not diffi-

cult to see in it an autobiographical relevance. Durrell
has always had a deep attachment for this novel, ever since
in December, 1936, when he tells Henry Miller: "I'm in

love with it,"17 up to the sixties, when in a more subdued
tone he tells his interviewer that it is significant "only
in the sense that it is important for my evolution ... my

inside evolution."18 Although he discovers here how to tell

16pgalites , (November, 1960), No. 120, pp. 56,59,78.

17Wickes, p. 35.

18y iters at Work, Second Series, (New York: Viking
Press, 1963), p. 269.
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it the way it is, yet the novel still betrays traces of his
literary models, including D, H. Lawrence, Aldous Huxley,
Henry Miller, and T. S. Eliot, Lawrence's unremitting
search for the whole man and for sexual fulfilment is gently
satirized in the Chamberlains; T. S. Eliot's Waste Land is
rendered anew in No Man's Land, and Eliot's style echoes in
a passage like the following describing Tarquin "pinned to

a slab of rufus cork, etherized like a butterfly.“19 There
is also the self-conscious linguistic virtuosity of Huxley,
as well as this writer's trick of emotional aloofness played
by Herbert Gregoryzo. And more obviously, there is the
Milleresque quasi-mystical passages dealing with sex, and so
loudly applauded by the older writeer. It takes Durrell
another novel, Cefalu, and a few more years of writing, be-

fore he is able to do without these borrowings.

In the meantime, The'Black'Book has left him comple-

tely wrung out. In fact he writes Miller that he plans to
take a monastic summer: no more books, no more writers, no
more anything except being. Once again, Durrell is evading
his destiny: "A GOOD STEADY JOB WITH A LITTLE HOUSE LOTS OF
CHILDREN A LAWN MOWER A BANK ACCOUNT A LITTLE CAR AND THE

22
RESPECT OF THE MAN NEXT DOOR."

190ne Black Book, p. 4.

201p54., p. 30.

21Wickes, p. 79.

221pid., p. 82.
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The novel has uncovered for him new roles to play:
I tried to say what I was, but of course with my talent
for covering myself in confetti made out a hell of an
epic. I wanted to write myself miserable and wormy and
frightened as I was. NUMB really. That terrible
English provincial numbness, the English death infec-
ting my poor little colonial soul and so on. Instead
you say monster. I wish it were true. But I have yet
to find which is the theatre, which the mask, Time. I
tell myself, give it time.23
On the personal leve124, therefore, the novel has helped free
Durrell from the fears he has harboured in his subconscious
about death. It has also stated clearly the themes and the
mode of expression he is to employ in his future "real" works.
But at this point, he confesses to Miller that the Heraldic
Universe is for him a cyclic, periodic experience:
.s. like a bout of drinking. I am not a permanent
inhabitant-— only on Wednesdays by invitation. I
enter and I leave —-and presto, the ordinary indi-
vidual is born, the Jekyll.25
And Durrell insists that he needs to maintain this dual li-
terary life. This schizophrenic consciousness is expressed
with uncanny clarity in a poem of the same period "Je Est Un
Autre" where the poet is followed everywhere by his double:

"I hear him laughing in the other room."26 Miller warns

Durrell that although he may want Charles Norden -~- a charac-

231pid., p. 91.

24"Believe me, the root of the struggle which on paper
looks like the struggle to write is really the struggle to
live.," Ibid., p. 99.

251pid., pp. 105-106.

26p private Country, (London: Faber, 1943), p. 50.
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ter who derives from one of the more unsavoury characters

in Tropic of Cancer -- to be the scapegoat, what in fact

may happen is the opposite. So he advises Lawrence Durrell
to kill Charles Norden. From this point on, the pseudonym
is dropped, but writing for money remains an avowed practice
of Durrell,.

On the creative level, Durrell chooses his equipment
and refines his tools., He finds out how to create real -
characters who will yet exist on a heraldic level of aware-
ness. He discovers that the gnomic aorist -- "first person
historical singular“27 -— is the most suitable tense for re-
laying the present "Isness" of the "living limbo" of ex-
perience, and for portraying all time as existing in the
present which also involves an acute awareness of the rea-
lity of death: the other side of the coin of life. Plot,
as a steady movement of events arranged in chronological
sequence, becomes an irrelevance in a universe punctuated by
human consciousness of significant events, rather than by
the ticking of the clock; and space, or the feeling of
existing suspended in space, becomes symbolic of the highest
realm of vision of which man is capable.

To reflect this mode of consciousness, desIyi in the

novel is circular, in the sense that the work reaches its

conclusion at its own genesis, in a hypothetically never-

27As Miller defines it in Wickes, p. 221.
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ending processzs. This endless motion is suggested in the
continuous iteration of the seasons, which in turn are ideo-
grams, or states of consciousness. A parallel method is
used in the presentation of character. Chafacterization,
though still sometimes descriptive, is more often a continuous
telegraphic message whose code is the ideogram. Lobo's map
is a case in point. Although it provides a continuous iden-
tification with Lobo's circuitous way of setting about things,
it also stands in Lucifer's mind for the spatial existence
he is trying to depict; and ultimately even its very exis-
tence as an object is questionable. Another example is
Gregory's green diary which suggests the emotional gangrene
of its writer, and the way of life at the Regina Hotel. But
at the same time it serves as a parallel identity to Lucifer
since it complements his own version. Its colour is sugges-—
tive rather than literal, and in this way is used by Durrell
in a manner parallel to all the other designs in the heral-
dic pattern: the snow, seasonal change, rain, the motif of
the journey, plains, rivers, the sea. Durrell's ideograms
may suggest ideas or feelings, or both; quite often they
do not represent the literal meaning of the word but states
of consciousness.

Some of his favourite symbols also emerge at this
point. The mirror, the other self or potential selves, is one;

" another is the mask which is used in the earlier works as a

28Compare quotation on page 40 above.



58

cover up for a Hamlet-like struggle of the character, but is
later on developed into a symbol of an individual's deli-
berate enactment of a different role, as at a masquerade ball
or a carnival. Tuberculosis is another: the last escape of
such defenceless types as Grace, and the later Virginia Dale
and Melissa; and more importantly, there is the spirit of
place, an ever-recurring interest of Durrell's place,as an
agent influencing people but also as a reflection of their
collective inner landscape: that is a centrifugal and a
centripetal force. All these symbols will become even more
significant in his later novels.

In The Black Book, Durrell has also started using

another device that he will be polishing later on; this is
the technique of introducing more than one narrator to cover
the same group of people. So far, however, Gregory's account
of the inhabitants of the Regina does not differ substan-
tially from that of Lucifer. In fact, the two versions com-
plement each other and fuse in the reader's mind to form a
running commentary on the characters. The implication here,
is that another writer, who is presumably also interested in
charting the heraldic design, can give further amplifica-
tions to the scene after, or simultaneously with, Lawrence

Lucifer'szg.

29"The writing, then, is the projection of my battle
with the dragon who disputed my entry into the heraldic
baronies." The Black Book, p. 197.
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And there is also the question of myth, the new myth
to be created for this desolate spatial typography. There is
underlying this novel an aggressive reenactment of Celtic
and Biblical myth in a way that reassesses their traditio-
nally accepted values. Such instances are Durrell's elaborate
use of nativity as a sexual-mystical theme, with Hilda as
the new Mary, his comparable treatment of Jonah and the whale,
of the ark and the animals, and to a lesser extent his choice
of Tarquin's name -- one of the knights of the Round Table --
and his choice of green for the colour of Gregory's diary,

a colour associated with the Celtic underworld. This deli-
berate assault on a tradition30 to which, in the final
analysis,Durrell belongs has angered F. R, Leavis, a stern
opponent of relativism in literature and criticism, who be-
lieves that it is both desirable and possible to trace a
great tradition of English literature through a few writers
who have respected certain time-honoured principles which he
regards as important. Seen from this clearly defined Puri-
tanical perspective, it is not difficult to find much that
is lacking in the works of Lawrence Durrell and Henry Miller,
both of whom are dismissed by Leavis with a scathing re-

mark3l in The Great Tradition. And yet, Leavis does not know

30See for example "A Ballad of the Good Lord Nelson",
A Private Country, p. 53.

31F.R. TLeavis. The Great Tradition, (Harmmondsworth:
Chatto and Windus, 1948), p. 36: "in these writers - at any
rate in the last two Miller and Durrell - the spirit of what
we are offered affects me as being essentially a desire, in
Laurentian phrase, to 'do dirt' on life.”
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what to do with Sterne's relativism in Tristram Shandy, or,

for that matter, with the works of Fielding, Flaubert, or as
he puts it "the bad tradition of the eighteenth-century
romance". (14)

However, Leavis does raise a controversial issue: what,
if any, is the moral responsibility of the artist? Accor-
ding to which standards is it to be assessed? Leavis sees
this responsibility as a religious one, as the appended quo-
tation to his book from D. H. Lawrence implies: "One has to
be so terribly religious to be an artist." The irony of the
situation resides in the fact that both Miller and Durrell,
those black sheep of the fold, regard themselves, with equal
earnestness, to be religious writers32. In a flattering
portrait of Henry Miller in "The Happy Rock", 1945, Durrell
tackles the subject of obscenity in literature. Miller, he
says, "goes out so completely into life that he tends to
deform it with excessive love. He can teach us to see the

n33  And further: "If 'Know Thy-

miraculous in the obscene.
self’ is a moral injunction, then I think Henry Miller is a
moralist" (5). What is at issue here is the question

of the writer's intention, or perhaps, that of his point of

view, Durrell, for one, is an avowed opponent of the overt

didactic view of art. What he says of Miller in the following

32“As if we weren't religious writers," Wickes, p.258.

33The Happy Rock , (Berkeley: Packard Press, 1945), p.
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passage can be said of him:

...several of your younger admirers have a distorted
view of you in one sense. They don't realize the
central nature of your search, and that the books are
a sort of spiritual by-product of the search. 1In
other words they don't get the rationale behind what
they call your 'deliberate obscenity'-- without rea-
lizing the meaning of its 'deliberateness'.34

Whether the above is in fact descriptive of Miller's inten-
tions, or whether it is merely Durrell's hope for the Miller
line, is debatable, as Durrell is to realize after the pub-

35 but it still reflects Durrell's own

lication of Sexus
artistic goals. If anything, he seems to be reaching back to-

wards a kind of pre-Christian spirituality in The Black Book

period, and he tries to formulate his ideas with greater
clarity during his stay in wartime Alexandria.

This time it is in terms of the Cabal. The beliefs of
the Alexandrian Cabalists seem to him to illuminate his own
morphology of experience, The Cabalists, he tells us, are
pre~Christian adepts, in the sense that they try to express
man's awareness of the ideal in terms of pure symbol, which
cannot be categorized or formulated in the rational sense.
For example, the circle and the square are "contemptible"
representations of two thought-forms. They cannot be
explained, but an initiate can develop an extrasensory

awareness of the symbol and accommodate it to his experience.

34yickes, p. 333.

351pid., p. 266.
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This is how Durrell works out his own morphology:

It is as if everything to date had taken place on
the minus side of the equation -- with the intention

of producing One-ness.

THE MINUS SIDE

THE ONE

All human searching
for perfection as
strain or disease, all
concepts from Tao to
Descartes, from Plato
to Whitehead aim at
one thing: the estab-
lishment of a non-
continual STATE of
stasis: a point of
cooperation with time,
In order to nourish
conceptual appara-
tus, moralities, forms,
you imply a deficit

in the self, Alors
all this work or
STRIVING - even Yoga

- aims at finding rest
or relaxation in time.
It aims at the ONE.

WHAT HAPPENS AFTER
THAT IN THE FIELD OF
PURE REPOSE?

THE PLUS SIDE
PURE FORMS

1 2 3 4

You enter a field or labo-
ratory of the conscious-
ness which is not dangerous
because it is based in re-
pose. It does not strain
you because having passed
through the impurities of
the ONENESS OF EVERYTHING,
you are included in Time.
NOW FORMS EMERGE. Because
"contemptible" numbers

are the only way to label
them, you can say lst
State, 2nd State, 3rd
State, like an etching.
This is what I have called
THE HERALDIC UNIVERSE. You
cannot define these forms
except by ideogram: this

is "non-assertive" form.

THE HERALDIC UNIVERSE

Needless to say I have not yet passed through the ONE
from the minus side. If I had I wouldn't be able

to conceptualise it all this way or label it THE
HERALDIC UNIVERSE as I do. But it is like a giant game
of chess with the heavens; it is another version of

THE REAL.,

If art is subordinate to the state of pure apprehen-

361pia., p. 202-3.
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sion, which is the heraldic universe, this is because it is
an ordered conscious process, and it uses the will to reach
a visionary experience, Art can only make raids across the
border from the minus to the plus. Art is verbalization:
the ideal is silence. All of which is a more sophisticated
version of the argument of the short excerpt "The Heraldic

37 But this time,

Universe" of 1942 discussed in Chapter I.
Durrell has found'pﬁre symbols for expressing the superiority
of the many, the sguare, over the one, the circle, Still
later, Durrell's interests take him into investigations on
the nature of time in the fields of psychology and the
physical sciences.

Tn the meantime this revised version of a universe, in
which both time and space are included and in which the in-
ner silence is ultimate being, is reflected in the poetry of

the forties. Poetry is Durrell's major and most signifi