1971 !

THE FIRST DAY OF THE NEW YEAR. NO TOOTHACHE, AND 1 WAKE FEELING VERY HAPPILY
horny. I trust the year will end this way.

We walk to the E. 5, where we are shown home movies of the Cairo bazaar and where
much that is said seems to have been said before. My little camera is my memory, etc: Later,
just before dark, 1 go to see 5., a pleasant woman, with an open fire, who gives me whiskey.

A drunken scene, for which I am heartily sorry.

1 claim again that the Sunday Times derails me, Shovel muoﬁ.imzn the dogs over the hill.
Mary’s sister calls and when I say she’s in Chappaqua she says, “Oh, I'm terribly sorry. Did
they let her come home for Christmas?” “Chappaqua,” I say, “is the next village” “Oh,” says
she, “I thought it was a rest home.”

, ‘ ra—_—

Drinking with R, and S. and M., I seem to glimpse—no more—the fact that T can be diffi-
cult, ungainly, prone to flare up at trifling misunderstandings. I think of my brother, exam-
ine what T remember of his conduct and misconduct, since the end of his. marriage re-
sembled in some ways mine. He drank too much, and so do ], although I will not end up in
a hospital: He seemed morbidly sensitive to any sort of discrimination. 1 remember his
stamping off the playing field. When1 asked him what was wrong he said that P.was cheat-
ing. We were playing touch football, bluff was haif the game. Sorehead. I trust I don’tdo this.
He would punish his wife by refusing to speak to her for a week or two. He merely punished
himself, of course. We have the same blood, the same memories, and make, I suppose, the
same mistakes. Who, after all, is that man who puts a dime in the lock of the public toilet
and in this privacy drinks from a flask of vodka? It is I When? Last month, last year, six years
ago. I seem to have changed more than the airport. The imitation orange drink still geysers
in a sort of glass showcase. The coffee is weak. The cock drawn on the toilet door seems 2
size smaller than it did last time. My hair is gray. ’ )




" e

12 Literary Diaries and Journals

Are these the accents of contempt or is this my morbid sensibility? For example, I mix
drinks and ask her to join me. “I have to wash the spinach,” she says. The voice strikes me as
unnatural, unwarm. I do not, of course, check on the truth of this. Once I said, “Let’s fuck,”
and she said, “I have to find the baking potatoes” “I'll find the potatoes,” I said, and I did,
but when I returned to the bedroom she had dressed. Saturday night, I suggested again that
she join me. I want someone to talk with, but I also feel that the sound of conversation might
relax my son. Hours pass when the only voices one hears are electronic. To this invitation
she says, “I have to go to the bathroom.” “Well, wor't you join me after you've been to the
bathroom?” I say. She does, but she holds a book in front of her face. I talk about Lorca,
whose poetry she is reading, “I will not be lectured about a book you have not read,” says
she, leaving the room. I did not intend to lecture her, but perhaps I mistook my tone of
voice. Later—and I may now be as my brother was, moved in the stumbling and ungainly
way of gin, half deaf, half blind, responding to some blow that was dealt so far in the past it
car’t be remembered—*I won't listen to your shit.” The raised voice will be heard by my son,
and my good intentions have come to nothing. 1 climb another flight of stairs and watch
something asinine on TV.

She is, to say the least, laconic this afternoon. At dusk, she takes the dog for a walk, the
first in months. She returns at dark. She is excited. “I saw Josephine, I saw Josephine for the
first time since Christmas, and 1 didn’t have an apple or some sugar for her” Josephine is a
lonely and unridden horse, owned by the superintendent in the next place. Now it is dark
and cold, and Josephine’s corral is perhaps a mile away. Mary takes an apple and some sugar
and goes off into the winter night. Can I, having dived into the pond in October to pick
some water lilies, claim that she is eccentric? I am pleased to see that she is moved and ex-
cited, but there is an unpleasant trace of skepticism in my thinking. Later, on TV, a polar
bear is murdered. “They’ve shot the mother polar bear!” she cries; and she cries, she sobs.

“They’ve shot the mother polar bear!” And 1 think that perhaps I should go on TV, that if I
approached her through the tube on the shelf above the sink I might win her interest and
her affection, but I would have to be disguised as a mother polar bear, or some other wild,
innocent, and wronged animal.

L

I think of my father, but nothing is accomplished. The image of him is an invention, not a
memory, and an overly gentle invention. There was his full lower lip, wet with spit; his spit-
wet cigarette; his hacking cough; the ash on his vest; and the shabby clothes he wore, left to
him by dead friends. “Let’s give Fred’s suits to poor Mr. Cheever.” 1 find in some old notes
that my mother reported that he had, just before his death, written a long indictment of
her—as a wife, a mother, a housekeeper, and a woman. I never saw the indictment. I sup-
pose, uncharitably, that the effect on her would have been to fortify her self-righteousness.
She had worked so hard to support a helpless old man, and her only reward was castigation.
Sigh—how deep were her sighs. I have no idea of what their marriage was like, although 1
suspect that he worshipped her as my brother worshipped his choice and as perhaps I have
worshipped mine. In my brother’s case there was, I think, that rich blend of uxoriousness in
which praise has a distinct aftertaste of bitterness, not to say loathing. I think that Mary was
wounded years before I entered her life, and who is this ghost whose clothes I wear, whose
voice I speak with; what were the cruelties of which I am accused? She may look for another
lover; I certainly do. Are we, lying in our separate beds and our separate rooms, only two of
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millions or v.EEsm who wake a little before dawn each morning thinking hopefully that
surely 9&6 is some man or woman who would be happy to lie at our sides? Happy for
nrmm_‘?_ _cmm%wm. fucking, jokes, the day to come. I suppose we outnumber the felicitous by
millions, and I must say that had I been given a loving and i

ety el bove o given a loving and uncomplicated woman I might

h L

The nm.:‘m@mam insularity of a married man and woman, standing figuratively toe to toe
throwing verbal blows at each other’s eyes and genitals. Their environment is decorous mv
part of their culture. The clothes they wear are suitable for this part of the world, this c.swm
of year, this income bracket. There are flowers (hothouse) on the table ( W:Vmi.ﬁm&w Children
sleep or lie awake in upstairs bedrooms. They seem as well rooted and native to this envi-
ronment as the trees on the lawn, but at the height of their quarrel they seem to stand on
some crater of the moon, some arid wilderness, some Sahara, Their insularity is E,ncE re-
hensible. This is an abandoned place. b

® e

H.Rum the three stories and don’t much like them. Phony niodesty, perhaps. I've never much
ww@m my work. The point is not to count my losses’but to exploit what remains. I pick up

Crime and Punishment” and exclaim with pleasure over the opening sentence. Halfway
moi: page 31 close the book and watch TV. So the great books drop from our hands. Skat-
EWV.H swing my arms, swing back happily into my youth, my childhood. The black an on
wn:.:an Dam, through which you could see the grasses. The instant the sun went down,
the ice made a sound like cannon. And I think of the green valley of the Rorty and the FE,H
of wild bees in the hall of the ruined castle. The sound was so loud you could hear it from
the banks of the stream. T was thankful that I had heard nothing so romantic earlier in life.

?Hmﬂ% swam in the stream, and the water seemed to ma, u::\ the size of her backside H(:
3 >
g S

[

Palm mcsmww. Federico and I go to chutch. During the years that I've said my prayers here
the priest’s hair has turned white and his eyeglass prescription has been strengthened. J. I
smells Om.rwmn oil and toothpaste, a clash of scents. S. seems not beautiful, not at all, wc.ﬁ ,ﬂ_m
seems this morning to remind one powerfully of how beautiful she must have womm thirty
years ago. Iremember, years ago, that she cried during the service. Why? The priest, a pleas-
ant fellow, embraces me. I put the palm frond behind the clock, and my house mmm,_‘:m truly
Emmm&. I %E»w of the swan, the gorilla, and other monogamous species. It does seem vo%
ﬂzw Mu this splendid afternoon that a man and a woman can love each other passionatcly
NMW g Mm‘\ﬁw MM M%ﬂw MMAO Mw%‘cé? hour in bed. Thank God, thank God, thank God, is what

«
b4 ~ &>

That voice in the dark that gives me so much advice says, “You will not be as great as Picasso.
because you are an alcoholic” V

1 rwﬁw ahomosexual dream, which deals muchly with the spirit. I do not know in whose
arms I lie; 1 know only that he will take care of me. He will pay the bills, the taxes, balance
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midnight train. The Kremlin in the morning. The disinfected atmosphere of most offices,

" except for the shoeshine machine. Our guide seems thrown into life with a more desirable -

velocity than I enjoy. He is definitely very engaging; definitely engaged. There is a cast in his
right eye that makes him seem irresistible. I think that I may faint. The table seems to swim.

The Winter Palace at six. A dark night on the Neva. Snow. Will I have vertigo on the
grand staircase, as I once did in Washington? I want a drink, a cigarette, a friend, a more in-
timate source of light and heat. I think of myself sitting on the B.s’ sofa with a second or
third drink, chatting merrily with Mrs. X in French. Now I experience a terrifying sense of
nothingness. Would such a life be tolerable? Would I not cut my throat? Is this what my
friends in the prison experience? So we drive back through the snow to the hotel, where I
drink half a glass of vodka and dress for the opera. :

Why s it so difficult for me to bring into focus the image of a young man with thick
eyelashes on the plane from Thbilisi? Is this a temperamental infirmity, a national trait, a sort
of neurosis? Why, watching some kilted pipers crossing a bridge in Ireland, did I feel that my
life was passing by? What is this unhappy mystery?

The flight back from Moscow is painful. A gray day. If I feel well enough tomorrow I
must do the eight stories.

L I

In town with D. His 65th birthday. The face is strong, his gray hair is long. We do not men-
tion his remarkable wife, who choked to death during lunch a month ago. His mistress has
called him in Australia and asked him to marry her, and I suppose he will. The barbershop
at the Biltmore has been cut in half, and there are only three barbers on the job. Do people
get their hair cut elsewhere or don’t they get it cut at all? One used to have to wait, reading
copies of The Tatler. What is the significance of a dying barbershop? The barbers are all old
friends, and we talk in Italian. I spend a dollar in tips for being whisk-broomed and drink a
Martini at the bar, where there is a new, and more attractive, painting of a nude. The face
seems unusually sensitive. But as I walk up Madison Avenue the city escapes me, What has
happened to this place where I used to happily to pound the sidewalks? Where has my city
gone, where shall I look for it? In the Playboy Club, the Century Club, the Princeton Club,
or the Links? In the steam room at the Biltmore, in L!s panelled apartment, in the skating
rink, in the Park, in the Plaza, on the walks where someone behind me makes tonguing
noises with his or her mouth? I don’t look. I know the city well, why does it not know me?
A pair of well-filled boots, pretty legs, a tossed head. A restaurant where all the lights are
pink, and so my hands are pink, and pink is the face of my friend. Everybody is pink. Fifteen
or twenty men stand at the urinal in Grand Central. Their looks are solicitous, alert, some-
times wistful. They use the polished marble as a glass for pickups, and most of them are
fondling or pulling their various-sized and -colored cocks. Why does the sight of fifteen or
‘twenty men jerking off seem more significant than thé string music in the Palm Court? One
young and attractive man, the point of contact concealed by a raincoat, is making an accel-
erated jerking, as if he was approaching juice time. These are the darkest days of the year,
and when the 3:40 pulls out of the tunnel into the Bronx it is nearly dark, although very few

lights burn in the new housing developments, Perhaps everyone is still at work. By the time |

we reach the river, it is dark, and the only water traffic is barges and tugs. When I was
younger I would wonder about the tug crews, wonder about what they would have for sup-
per. I no longer much care. In the early dark the barges seem like mangrove islands—shoal

water—you could wreck your boat. Three men behind me are talking loudly about the col %
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Hmwmn‘Om ﬂ.vn government, the railroads, the U.N. Is this really the end of a world, as they seem
to think it is? The men beside me seem so gored and emasculated by time QEW Ilook away.
Ozn has no gray in his hair, so I suppose he is rather young. His face is finely lined, 39%
Enw a woman’s. He opens his briefcase busily, but it contains nothing but a printed cﬁwn?:\n
Will ,Enw.w a weary face be welcomed anywhere? The face seems incapable of any mmsm:&.
provocation or response. But when it is time for him toleave he jauntily slaps on a sealskin
hat with a bright feather cockade and braces his shoulders in his raincoat. He’s ready »,9“ the

next round. I wanna go home, I wanna go home. 've lunched and had i
3 . he )
Tam cﬁmc&& and I wanna go home. ey Rt andnow

L . 3

My daughter says that our dinner table is like a shark tank. I g0 into a spin. I am not a shark;
I ama dolphin. Mary is the shark. Etc. But what we stumble into is the banality of family m:..
:uco...z. As for Susie, she makes the error of daring not to have been invented by me, of
T:mr_bm at the wrong times and of speaking lines I have not written. Does this prove I ME\_
incapable of love, or can love only myself?

> e

I read “Bullet Park,” @Enr is an extract of E.w most intimate feelings, and wonder why it
should ?:.R antagonized Broyard. Is there some discernible falling off, some trace of my
mﬂ«mmmmm.i:w alcohol and age? It is a struggle, but I have come through before, and pray that
I'will bring if off again,

L

In the J:.m&m of Sunday afternoon I think that perhaps my dishevelled and. unpunctual
muse will return. I seem to stand above the characters at hand as if they were pawns on a
chessboard. Chess, however, is a game I never learned to play. My mind mmm.;ownwmm some
unsavory matters, and I put Serkin on the record player and seem to enter into some com-
munity of accomplished men, who are passionately concerned with their deepest intuitions
about love and death. The music, especially the Schubert, sounds like a powerful narrative
.H see the stream, the'Roman bridge, the leaves on the trees, the flaxen-haired woman _amz.‘
ing from her casemerit window. The dialogues are much more forceful and moving than any

&Ea,mcn in any of the books on my table. I would like the story to be called “Glad Tidings,”
but I'm not sure where I go from there, ‘

L

It seems today that all I can write is letters. I am too shaken to take the car to the wmgmm I
think of P. inviting me drunkenly to take a nap in his room. What was intended, and w.nm
these fleeting hints at erotic tenderniss between men natural? What men Have aw&w&w A
stranger in a shower in Guam twenty-five years ago, who seemed so comely and so natural
that I felt disenfranchised. What did I desire? Is this some force of self-love?
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‘The convict’s outfit is pink-and-white striped. Though it
was at my heart’s bidding that I chose the universe wherein
I delight, I have at least the power of finding in it the many
meanings I wish to find: there is a close relationship between
flowers and convicts. The fragility and delicacy of the former
are of the same nature as the brutal insensitivity of the
latter.* Should I have to portray a convict — or a criminal —
I shall so bedeck him with flowers that, as he disappears
beneath them, he will himself become a flower, a gigantic
and new one. Toward what is known as evil, I lovingly
pursued an adventure which led me to prison. Though they
may not always be handsome, men doomed to evil possess
the manly virtues. Of their own volition, or owing to an
accident which has been chosen for them, they plunge lucidly
and without complaint into a reproachful, ignominious ele-
ent, like that into which love, if it is profound, hurls
uman beings. Erotic play discloses a nameless world which
is revealed by the nocturnal language of lovers. Such lan-
guage is not written down. It is whispered into the ear at
night in a hoarse voice. At dawn it is forgotten. Repudiating
the virtues of your world, criminals hopelessly agree to
organize a forbidden universe. They agree to live in it. The
air there is nauseating: they can breathe it. But — criminals
are remote from you — as in love, they turn away and turn
me away from the world and its laws. Theirs smells of sweat,
sperm and blood. In short, to my body and my thirsty soul
it offers devotion. It was because the world contains these
erotic conditions that I was bent on evil. My adventure,
never governed by rebellion or a feeling of injustice, will be
merely one long mating, burdened and complicated by a
‘# My excitement is the oscillation from one to the other.
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heavy and strange erotic ceremonial (figurative ceremonies
leading to jail and anticipating it). Though it be the sanc-
tion, in my eyes the Justification too, of the foulest crime, it
will be the sign of the most utter degradation. That ultimate
point to which the censure of men leads was to appear to me
the ideal place for the purest, that is, the most turbid ama-
tory harmony, where illustrious ash-weddings are celebrated.
Desiring to hymn them, I use what is offered me by the form
of the most exquisite natural sensibility, which is already
aroused by the garb of convicts. The material evokes, and not
only by its colours and roughness, certain flowers whose
petals are slightly fuzzy, which detail is sufficient for me to
associate the idea of strength and shame with what is most
naturally precious and fragile. This association, which tells
me things about myself, would not suggest itself to another
mind; mine cannot avoid it. Thus, T offered my tenderness
to the convicts; T wanted to call them by charming names,
to designate their crimes with, for modesty’s sake, the subt-
lest metaphor (beneath which veil T would not have been
unaware of the murderer’s rich muscularity, of the violence
of his sexual organ). Is it not by the following image that
I prefer to imagine them in Guiana: the strongest, with a
horn, the ‘hardest’, veiled by mosquito netting? And each
flower within me leaves behind 50 solemn a sadness that all
of them must signify sorrow, death. Thus, I sought love as it
pertained to the penal colony. Each of my passions led me
to hope for it, gave me a glimpse of it, offers me criminals,
offers me to them or impels me to crime. As I write this book,
the last convicts are returning to France. The newspapers
have been reporting the matter. The heir of kings feels a like
emptiness if the republic deprives him of his anointment.
The end of the penal colony prevents us from attaining with
our living minds the mythical underground regions. Our
most dramatic movement has been clipped away: our exo-
dus, the embarkation, the procession on the sea, which was
performed with bowed head. The return, this same proces-
sion in reverse, is without meaning. Within me, the destruc-
tion of the colony corresponds to a kind of punishment of

punishment: I am castrated, I am shorn of my infamy. Un-
6

i dreams of their glories, they
concernes NUMMMWMWMMW%MOOMMBn prisons have their power Q
.mswmw,ob HM vwan It is minor. It has none of ﬁvmﬁ elegant an
dig b%ﬁw M\.mmm mmmom. The atmosphere there is so heavy that
el m drag yourself about. You creep along. The _o.oBrw
T o oBoH.n stiffly erect, more darkly and severely; the
Mo ar MH,MQQBS agony of the penal colony was a more .@.o_?
&OSMHS soming of abjection. So that now the home mwzw
b Mm ith evil males, are black with them, as with 00
ot ﬁ% n shot through with carbonic gas. (I have Writ-
Mwmm WHmMomm The outfit of the convicts — captives, »:omwwm.,\”ww
- ison e to name us — Ior
orl wbmowaHMm.,NMMﬁWcme wwmuwmm of brown homespun.) It
Mzolm ﬁMoMSB.ﬁrmﬁ my desire will turn. H.NB aware that
there 1o ften a semblance of the burlesque in 9@.0&05% or
”99.@. con ﬁMuHW the bulky and resonant base of their wooden
ﬁommmmmo. frame of the condemned men is %Mémw%m moaﬂmkwwm
choky eel-barrow, it suddenly breaks u]
mwmwﬁ. HMM meﬁ HoM Muwz Wﬁ@maboo of a guard they lower zﬂﬂn
an%mm Mz%roa in their hands m:w ,Umm m_w,mé MMMMMUMOHWB,MWW
i ounger ones decorate (I should pre
MWMwWMrMOMn mnwbﬁnm by HWM mcwmﬁw |mom W&Wﬁ“ﬁ%ﬁwﬂﬂ“
i i etche . ;
WMMMM.BHWMMHMMMWM m\wmwmm% HW,\MB must bm.\oﬁrm_nmm mﬂ%}mw B
4 owardice, sneakiness are — .
e nws\wwwﬂwwwm mﬁwmmwwn,wmmr purest oosﬁﬁ&.oo and sneaki-
e 5&& m&obn& by a ‘dousing’, as soft iron is vwaodna by
dousi m,Wrnw persistin servility, despite ncﬁ.ﬁ?ﬁm. Hrocmmr
%MMwM”W. neglect the deformed and misshapen, it is the hand-
est criminals whom my tenderness mmogw. i
moﬁm ime, I said to myself, had a long wait before pro MQHMM
WE anoﬂ successes as Pilorge and >d.mo~ Sun. In or nﬁw ©
M,:o. r@ﬁrog off (the term is a cruel one!) it was bnommmmsw. that
wﬂWwww of coincidences concur: to mWnWWM¢mmMmMMMMW MHMTMHQ
faces, to the strength and mrwm.mbno of their odies there had
to be added their taste for crime, the Qnoc.z ; i
imi e moral vigour capable of accepting
BMWW MT Mom%”ﬂbww%rmb&@v wcwmmgnur its Qﬁ&ﬁa QM@
MMQ,E&O quality which enables a criminal to glory in it, and,
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ﬂmﬂrvm%mizmnm. m<o.3~ part of his body, which is nocturnal
ja SnMMz WB\.HO m\nm“ his hands, his arms, his legs, the back om,
his ned m.,oﬁw . m MEmSde of these marvels, tells me about
e fort M_m t language. He takes from his pockets rings
wed W : swm.u watches, the evening’s loot. He puts them mm
@zonma mo« MNS ich will soon be full. He is not surprised b
lueers or Bn:,w Sww.m. which merely wmnm#mmm his jobs. SEQM
Ao S onn Y bed, my ear snatches at scraps of adventure:
1 officer in zz.mowinmw whose wallet* he steals and ho,
pointing 255 his forefinger, orders: ‘Get out!’ R cthe.
MEmn-ch s answer: ‘You think you’re in the mwsw.e HMNMWM
2 Mcwﬂo 705 an old Sm.b,m skull. The one who fainted Srn
1€, who was all excited, opened a drawer in which &SNM

was a supply of phial i
beoke oy of W 1als of morphine. The queer who was

mn, L
Bmwmmowp QM.&MEW on in a firmer body, in accordance with
mmﬂobwﬂo et oH s. I encourage René, I give him advice he
Listen nww. tell him never to talk first ‘Let the guy omBn

O . . ) . )
! %mmanm wwmmwwo wﬂs Q.md%ﬁﬁ. Act a little surprised when he
0 1t. Figure out who to act d i
y umb with.’
zmMMMHM night I get a few scraps of information My MBW,M.
oes not get lost in them. M- i . .

na . - in - My excitement seems to b
du Bmo mcv\H assuming within me the role of both victim NBM
o EHM. w&.nnnr as a matter of fact, I emit, I project at
nmv ¢ victim and criminal born of me; I bring them t

W °u bowﬂ Mogﬂﬂ\,\rﬂwﬁ. and toward morning I am thrilled MM

s at ‘ € victim came very close to getting the death

m&:oﬁww MM .Hmw.a criminal to being sent to the colony or

I . us, my excitement extends
. a
nam’ﬁwbbow myself, which is Guiana, 50 as that
: T
thout their wishing it, the gestures and destinies of

waﬂm@ men are stor HHH%. H mﬂ@uu wOC.u. awuu.ﬁu.zu €S a CuOTﬂwO@ ccmu.:um~

: : ements which mak i

ms . . - 0 z ﬂ

m@%w M.EM devasting life is simple and straight, as clean Mm HWM
ol'a great draughtsman — but when these strokes are

* He says: ‘I did his wallet.?
I0
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encountered in movement, then the storm breaks, the
lightning that kills them or me. Yet, what is their violence
compared to mine, which was to accept theirs, to make it
mine, to wish it for myself, to intercept it, to utilize it, to
force it upon myself, to know it, to premeditate it, to discern
and assume its perils? But what was mine, willed and neces-
sary for my defence, my toughness, my rigour, compared to
the violence they underwent like a malediction, risen from an
inner fire simultaneously with an outer light which sets them
ablaze and illuminates us? We know that their adventures
are childish. They themselves are fools. They are ready to kill
or be killed over a card-game in which an opponent —or they
themselves — was cheating. Yet, thanks to such fellows, trage-
dies are possible. This kind of definition — by so many op-
posing examples — of violence shows you that I shall not
make use of words the better to depict an event or its hero,
but so that they may tell you something about myself. In
order to understand me, the reader’s complicity will be
necessary. Nevertheless, I shall warn him whenever my
Iyricism makes me lose my footing.

Stilitano was big and strong. His gait was both supple and
heavy, brisk and slow, sinuous; he was nimble. A large part
of his power over me — and over the whores of the Barrio
Chino - lay in the spittle he passed from one cheek to the
other and which he would sometimes draw out in front of
his mouth like a veil. ‘But where does he get that spit,” I
would ask myself, ‘where does he bring it up from? Mine
will never have the unctuousness or colour of his. It will
merely be spun glassware, transparent and fragile.” It was
therefore natural for me to imagine what his penis would be
if he smeared it for my benefit with so fine a substance, with
that precious cobweb, a tissue which I secretly called the veil
of the palace. He wore an old grey cap with a broken peak.
When he tossed it on the floor of our room, it suddenly be-
came the carcass of a poor partridge with a clipped wing,
but when he put it on, pulling it down a bit over the ear, the
opposite edge of the peak rose up to reveal the most glorious

of blond locks. Shall I speak of his lovely bright eyes, modestly

lowered - yet it could be said of Stilitano: ‘His bearing is
11




immodest’ — over which there cl 1
blond. 5o Tommen hich closed eyelids and lashes so
X : ick, that they b i
H.m%mmn om M<n=5m Ucﬂ.m‘ﬁ shade of evil? N@nmommmr%mwﬁzoﬁ the
i MMMMM &mnno be in the sight that staggers wbm €r~%~ow%-
ur, 1 see a sail, little by little, b iy
. . . 2 mﬁ
MWMMM&MW out and with difficulty &mmzm on HWH@ HMNMH%.M nw.ﬁm“
nesita M y at first, then resolutely, if these movements M<~P
mmisﬂ %w&n mwuwv& .owwﬁrn movements of my love MMM
1 met him in Barcelona. He ivi
anmm.&,m.v thieves, fairies and whores. He SMMN“MNMHM Bwsm
,wmmmgm:mm to be seen whether he owed all that beaut Mm .
fall n mmﬁa. 7.@ clothes were dirty and shabby. I Smmw o
cold. This was the most miserable period of my WMWQ

Uommwwm. m%%n_d at the time was covered with vermin, its
vonwcmm.m: y went from village to village, to >=mm~wmmm
becan oozum warm, to Catalonia because it is rich, but the
whole co owﬂwwwwwm MNMO%MMM to %m. I was thus a louse, and
of b . rcelona we hun
MMMHM M\Wmmommm and the Calle Carmen. We moMMmH“MMWM
nab M without sheets, and at dawn we would go va@-
mwom u % markets. We would leave the Barrio Chino mbm..,w
grou Wﬁm nd meﬁﬂ%q over the Parallelo, carrying shoppin,
Dkt mvms € housewives would give us a leek or Egmm
Phoaey than a comn. At noon we would return, and with ﬁrw
glean mmu e would Bw.wo our soup. It is the life of vermin
hat Lam %HoEm to &nmmﬁvn. In Barcelona I saw male couples
i € more Hoﬁsm.& the two would say to the other:
0 ﬁ&ﬂw &En basket this morning.’ e
€ would take it and leave.
W ulled the basket from my Fmbmm %MMMM%“ WMASAQ. it
D " going to beg
It was snowing. He went out int ing
MMMMHM a Mog and R&Q@.m jacket — QM MWMNMMM@WM,M M@oww
and :bwm osﬁm M,Em a shirt stiff with dirt. His face was WWE.
since it was o cold. Around noom, b sepuecn s 1oL W2
cold. oon, he re i
tables and a bit of fat. Here I draw NQMMMWMQHMMWHMMMMM

Nmoonm.&obwlw.
- OHEEWV monwmvw:@w%owﬂ%g despite the

"wards Salvador. Leaving the hotel

er — by which beauty was revealed to me. An immense
— love swelled my body and bore me to-
shortly after him, I
would see him a way off beseeching the women. I knew the
formula, as I had already begged for others and myself: it
mixes Christian religion with charity; it merges the poor
person with God; it is so humble an emanation from the
heart that I think it scents with violet the straight and light
breath of the beggar who utters it. All over Spain at the time
they were saying: ‘Por Dios.’

Without hearing him, I would imagine Salvador mur-
muring it at all the stalls, to all the housewives. I would keep
an eye on him as the pimp keeps an eye on his whore, but
with such tenderness in my heart! Thus, Spain and my life
as a beggar familiarized me with the stateliness of abjection,
for it took a great deal of pride (that is, of love) to embellish
those filthy and despised creatures. It took a great deal of
talent, which came to me little by little. Though I may be
unable to describe its mechanism to you, at least I can say
that I slowly forced myself to consider that wretched life as
a deliberate necessity. Never did I try to make of it something
other than what it was, I did not try to adorn it, to mask it
but, on the contrary, I wanted to affirm it in its exact sordid-
ness, and the most sordid signs became for mesigns of gran-

deur. :

I was dismayed when, one evening, while searching me
after a raid — 1 am speaking of a scene which preceded theone
with which this book begins — the astonished detective took
from my pocket, among other things, a tube of vaseline. We
dared joke about it since it contained mentholated vaseline.
The whole record-office, and I too, though painfully, .
writhed with laughter at the following:

“You take it in the nose?’ :

“Watch out you don’t catch cold. Youwd give your guy
whooping-cough.’

I translate but lamely, in the language of a Paris hustler,
the malicious irony of the vivid and venomous Spanish
phrases. It concerns a tube of vaseline, one of whose ends

was partially rolled up. Which amounts to saying that it had
I3

dang
— and brotherly
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Monks Housg, RobMELL

Wednesday 1 fanuary :

On Sunday night, as I was reading about the Great Fire in a very accurate
detailed book, London was burning: Eight of my city churches destroyed,
and the Guildhall. This belongs to last year. This first day of the new year
has a slice of a wind — like a circular saw. Leslie H{umphrey]. came to
lunch; said um-um so often I nearly goggled; he was discussing the
foundations of communism, having come chiefly to pick L.’s brain. Then
old Octavia [Wilberforce] came, with her market woman’s basket. Great
white bottles of milk and cream. L. looking at the comet. Rather a strong
moon, and so can’t identify the constellation. And now its close on cooking
time. A psychologist would see that the above was written with someone,
and a dog, in the room. To add in private: I think I will be less verbose
here perhaps — but what does it matter, writing too many pages. No printer
to consider, no public.

Thursday 9 _January
A blank. All frost. Still frost. Burning white. Burning blue. The elms red. I
did not mean to describe, once more, the downs in snow; but it came. And
I can’t help even now turning to look at Asheham down, red, purple, dove
blue grey, with the cross so melodramatically against it. What is the phrase
I always remember — or forget. Look your last on all things lovely.
Yesterday Mrs Dedman was buried upside down. A mishap. Such a
heavy woman, as Louie put it, feasting spontaneously upon the grave. And
today she buries the aunt whose husband saw the vision at Seaford. Their
house was bombed by the bomb we heard early one morning last week.
And L. is lecturing and arranging the room. Are these the things that are
interesting? that recall; that say Stop you are so fair? Well, all life is so
fair, at my age. I mean, without much more of it I suppose to follow. And
tother side of the hill there’ll be no rosy blue red snow. I am copying
Pointy Hall. 1 am economising. I am to spend nothing. Is it difficult now to
string tight? The great change isn’t that but the change to the country.

2941
Miss Gardner instead of Elizabeth Bowen. Small beer. But space, silence;
and time. .

§&§a&@\ 15 January v
Parsimony may be the end of this book. Also shame at my own verbosity,
which comes over me when [ see the twenty is it — books shuffled together
in my room. Who am [ ashamed of? Myself reading them.

Then Joyce is dead — Joyce about a fortnight younger than I am. I
remember Miss Weaver, in wool gloves, bringing Ulysses in typescript to
our tea table at Hogarth House. Roger I think sent her. Would we devote
our lives to printing it? The indecent pages looked so incongruous: she was
spinsterly, buttoned up. And the pages reeled with indecency. I put it in

‘the drawer of the inlaid cabinet. One day Katherine Mansfield came, and I

had it out. She began to read, ridiculing: then suddenly said, But there’s
something in this: a scene that should figure I suppose in the history of
literature. He was about the place, but I never saw him. I bought the blue

" paper book, and read it here one summer I think with spasms of wonder,

of discovery, and then again with long lapses of intense boredom. This
goes back to a pre-historic world. And now all the gents are furbishing up
opinions, and the books, I suppose, take their place in the long procession.

We were in London on Monday. I went to London Bridge. I looked at
the river; very misty; some tufts of smoke, perhaps from burning houses.
There was another fire on Saturday. Then I saw a cliff of wall, eaten out,
at one corner; a great corner all smashed; a Bank; the Monument erect;
tried to get a Bus; but such a block I dismounted. A complete jam of traffic;
for streets were being blown up. So by tube to the Temple; and there
wandered in the desolate ruins of my old squares: gashed; dismantled; the
old red bricks all white powder. Grey dirt and broken windows; sightseers;
all that completeness ravished and demolished.

, Monday 20 January

I'will be curt, compressed. A mood like another. Back from a damp, perhaps
rather strained, visit to Charleston. Nessa and Quentin; Adrian has almost
died of pneumonia. Visit from Oliver Strachey. All stocky gloom. Civilis-
ation over for 500 years. I say to Nessa, Do you find painting gets slower?
Yes. And money? Never think of it. And Helen? She does nothing. How
can one do nothing? All the same Monks House is somehow cheerful. [ am
reading — oh all lit. for my book. . .

" Sunday 26 January

A battle against depression, routed today (I hope) by clearing out kitchen;
and by breaking into Pointz Hall two days, I think, of memoir writing. This
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trough of despair shall not, I swear, engulf me. The solitude is great.
Rodmell life is very small beer. The house is damp. The house is untidy.
But there is no alternative. What I need is the old spurt. “Your true life,
like BSP is in ideas.” Desmond said to me once. But one must remember
cone can’t pump ideas. I begin to dislike introspection.

We are going to Cambridge for two days. There’s a lull in the war. Six
nights without raids. But Garvin says [in The Observer| the greatest struggle
is about to come — say in three weeks — and every man, woman dog cat
even weevil must girt their arms, their faith — and so on. Yes, I was thinking;
we live without a future. That’s what’s queer, with our noses pressed to a
closed moon. .

Friday 7 February

Why was I depressed? I cannot remember. A week of broken water impends.
Cambridge; then Elizabeth Bowen; then Vita and Enid [Bagnold]. The snow
came back. Marshes in the thaw a swamp. We were in London, and had to
come home, owing to a bomb, by Dorking. London streets are very empty
— Oxford Street a wide grey ribbon. At Charleston Clive was stockish, like
a Bell. I said “What a risk Nessa ran in marrying him!” The third week in
March is fixed for invasion. Now black out.

Sunday 16 February
In the wild grey water after last week’s turmoil. I liked the dinner with
Dadie best. All very lit up and confidential. Then Letchworth — the slaves
chained to their typewriters, and their drawn set faces and the machines —
the incessant more and more competent machines, folding, pressing, glueing
and issuing perfect books. They can stamp cloth to imitate leather. Our
Press is up in a glass case. Very long train journeys. Food skimpy. No
butter. No jam. Elizabeth Bowen arrived two hours after we got back, and
went yesterday; and tomorrow Vita.
Wednesday 26 February ,
Finished Pointy Hall, The Pageant: The \0\@\ finally Between the Acts this
morning. 4

Yesterday in the ladies lavatory at the Sussex Grill at Brighton I heard:
She’s a little simpering thing. I don’t like her. But then he never did care
for big women. He has wonderful white teeth. He always had. Its fun
having the boys ... If he don’t look out he’ll be court martialled. They
were powdering and painting, these common little tarts, while I sat, behind
a thin door, p—ing as quietly as I could. Then at Fuller’s. A fat, smart
woman, in red hunting cap, pearls, check skirt, consuming rich cakes. Her
shabby dependant also stuffing. They ate and ate. Something scented,

SRS
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shoddy, parasitic about them. Where does the money come to feed these

fat white slugs? Brighton a love corner for slugs. The powdered, the

pampered, the mildly improper. We cycled. Irritated as usual by the
blasphemy of Peacehaven. No walks for ever so long. People daily. And
rather a churn in my mind. And some blank spaces. Food becomes an
obsession. I grudge giving away a spice bun. Curious — age, or the war?
Never mind. Adventure. Make solid. But shall I ever write again one of
those sentences that gives me intense pleasure? There is no echo in
Rodmell - only waste air. No life; and so they cling to us. This is my con-
clusion. We pay the penalty for our rung in society by infernal boredom.

Saturday 8 March
No: I intend no introspection. I mark Henry James’s sentence: Observe
perpetually. Observe the oncome of age. Observe greed. Observe my own
despondency. By that means it becomes serviceable. Or so I hope. I insist
upon spending this time to the best advantage. I will go down with my
colours flying. This I see verges on introspection; but doesn’t quite fall in.
Occupation is essential. And now with some pleasure I find that its seven;
and must cook dinner. Haddock and sausage meat. I think it is true that
one gains a certain hold on sausage and haddock by writing them down.
Oh dear yes, I shall conquer this mood. Its a question of letting things
come one after another. Now to cook the haddock.

Monday 24 March
When we came in she was sitting perched on a three cornered chair with
knitting in her hands. An arrow fastened her collar. And before five minutes
had passed she had told us that two of her sons had been killed in the war.
This, one felt, was to her credit. Sitting there 1 tried to coin a few
compliments. But they @mzmw& in the icy sea between us. And then there
was nothing.

A curious seaside feeling in the air today. It reminds me of lodgings on
a parade at Easter. Everyone leaning against the wind, nipped and silenced.
All pulp removed.

This windy corner. And Nessa is at Brighton, m:m I am imagining how
it would be if we could infuse souls.

Octavia’s story. Could I englobe it somehow? English youth in 1900.

L. is doing the rhododendrons .
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he, “if this will not do, I will say, as Sir J. Falstaff did to the Prince,
“Tell your father that if he do not like this, let him kill the next
Percy himself.””’ :

31st. Much pleased today with thoughts of gilding the backs
of all my books alike, in all my new presses.

September 1st. My wife and I to Polichinello, but were there
horribly frighted to see young Killigrew come in with a great
many more young sparks: but we hid ourselves, so as we think
they did not see us.

2d. (Lord’s day.) Some of our maids sitting up late last night
to get things ready against our feast today, Jane called us up about
three in the morning, to tell us of a great fire they saw in the City.
So I rose, and slipped on my night-gown and went to her window,
and thought it to be on the back side of Mark Lane at the farthest;
but, being unused to such fires as followed, I thought it far enough
off, and so went to bed again, and to sleep. About seven rose
again to dress myself, and there looked out at the window, and

. by Jane comes and tells me that she hears that above 300 houses
have been burned down tonight by the fire we saw, and that it is
now burning down all Fish Street, by London Bridge. So I made
myself ready presently, and walked to the Tower; and there got
up upon one of the high places, Sir J. Robinson’s little son going

. all on fire, and an infinite great fire on this and the other side th
poor little Michell and our Sarah on the bridge. So down, with

me that it begun this morning in the King’s baker’s ! house i
Pudding Lane, and that it hath burned St. Magnus’s Church an
most part of Fish Street already. So I down to the water-side, an
there got a boat, and through bridge, and there saw a lamentabl
fire.  Poor Michell’s house, as far as the Old Swan, already burne
that way, and the fire running further, that, in a very little time, i
got as far as the Steelyard, while I was there. Everybody en
deavouring to remove their goods, and flinging into the river o
bringing them into lighters that lay off; poor people staying in thei
houses as long as till the very fire touched them, and then runnin
5 into boats, or clambering from one pair of stairs by the watersid
1 His name was Faryner.
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saw the fire not so much as it was, and further off. So to my:
closet to set things to rights after yesterday’s cleaning. By and

s up with me; and there I did see the houses at that end of the bridge.

end of the bridge ; which, among other people, did trouble me fo: ;

my heart full of trouble, to the Lieutenant of the Tower, who tells
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to another. And, among other things, the poor pigeons, I per-
ceive, were loth to leave their houses, but hovered about the
windows and balconies, till they, some of them, burned their

‘wings, and fell down. Having stayed, and in an hour’s time seen

the fire rage every way, and nobody, to my sight, endeavouring,
to quench it, but to remove their goods, and leave all to the fire;.
and, having seen it get as far as the Steelyard, and the wind mighty
high, and driving it into the City; and everything, after so long a.
drought, proving combustible, even the very stones of churches;
and, among other things, the poor steeple! by which pretty Mrs.
lives, and whereof my old schoolfellow Elborough is parson,
taken fire in the very top, and there burned till it fell down; I to
White Hall (with a gentleman with me, who desired to go off’
from the Tower, to see the fire, in my boat) ; and there up to the
King’s closet in the Chapel, where people came about me, and I
did give them an account dismayed them all, and word was carried:
in to the King. So I was called for, and did tell the King and.
Duke of York what I saw; and that, unless His Majesty did com-~
mand houses to be pulled down, nothing could stop the fire. They
seemed much troubled, and the King commanded me to go to my
Lord Mayor from him, and command him to spare no houses;.
but to pull down before the fire every way. The Duke of York
bid'me tell him that if he would have any more soldiers, he shall ;.

~and so did my Lord Arlington afterwards, as a great secret. Here-
- meeting with Captain Cocke, I in his coach, which he lent me, and:

Creed with me to Paul’s; and there walked along Watling Street,.

a3 well as I could, every creature coming away loaden with goods-
to save, and, here and there, sick people carried away in beds.
~ Extraordinary good goods carried in carts and on backs. At last

met my Lord Mayor in Cannon Street, like a man spent, with a.
handkercher about his neck. To the King’s message, he cried,
likea fainting woman, ‘Lord! what canI do? Iam spent: people:
will not obey me. I have been pulling down houses, but the fire
overtakes us faster than we can do it.” That he needed no more-
soldiers; and that, for himself, he must go and refresh himself,.
having been up all night. So he left me, and I him, and walked-
home ; seeing people all almost distracted, and no manner of means-
used to quench the fire. The houses, too, so very thick there-
abouts, and full of matter for burning, as pitch and tar, in Thames.
Street; and warehouses of oil and wines and brandy and other
: 1St. Lawrence Poultney.
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things. Here I saw Mr. Isaac Houblon, the handsome man,
prettily dressed and dirty, at his door at Dowgate, receiving some

of his brothers’ things, whose houses were on fire; and, as he says,

have been removed twice already ; and he doubts, as it soon proved,
that they must be in a little time removed from his house also,
which was a sad consideration.  And to see the churches all filling
with goods by people who themselves should have been quietly
there at this time. By this time, it 'was about twelve o’clock ; and
so home, and there find my guests, who were Mr. Wood and his
wife Barbary Shelden, and also Mr. Moone: she mighty fine, and
her husband, for aught I see, a likely man. But Mr. Moone’s
design and mine, which was to look over my closet and please
him with the sight thereof, which he hath long desired, was wholly
disappointed ; for we were in great trouble and disturbance at this
fire, not knowing what to think of it. However, we had an extra-
ordinary good dinner, and as merry as at this time we could be.
While at dinner, Mrs. Batelier came to enquire after Mr. Woolfe
and Stanes, who, it seems, are related to them, whose houses in
Fish Street are all burned, and they in a sad condition. ~She would
not stay in the fright. Soon as dined, T and Moone away, and
walked through the City, the streets full of nothing but people ; and
horses and carts loaden with goods, ready to run over one another,
and removing goods from one burned house to another. They
now removing out of Cannon Street, which received goods in the
morning, into Lombard Street, and further: and, among others,
I now saw my little goldsmith Stocks,! receiving some friend’s
goods, whose house itself was burned the day after. We parted at
Paul’s; he home, and I to Paul’s Wharf, where I had appointed a

boat to attend me, and took in Mr. Carcasse ?and his brother, whom

Imet in the street, and carried them below and above bridge to and
again to see the fire, which was now got further, both below and
above, and no likelihood of stopping it. Met with the King

and Duke of York in their barge, and with them to Queenhithe,

and there called Sir Richard Browne to them. Their order was
only to pull down houses apace, and so helow bridge at the water-
side; but little was or could be done, the fire coming upon them so
fast. Good hopes there was of stopping it at the Three Cranes
above, and at Botolph’s Wharf below, bridge, if care be used ; but

1 Humphrey Stocks, at the Black Horse in Lombard Street.
® James Carcasse, who is again frequently mentioned, was a clerk in the
office for issuing tickets to the seamen. ,
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the wind carries it into the City, so as we know not, by the water-
side, what it do there. River full of lighters and boats taking in
goods, and good goods swimming in the water; and only, 1
observed that hardly one lighter or boat in three that had the
goods of a house in, but there was a pair of virginals init. Having
seen as much as I could now, I away to White Hall by appointment,
and there walked to St. James’s Park; and there met my wife and
Creed, and Wood and his wife, and walked to my boat; and there
upon the water again, and to the fire up and down, it still increasing,
and the wind great. So near the fire as we could for smoke; and
all over the Thames, with one’s face in the wind, you were almost
burned with a shower of fire-drops. This is very true: so as
houses were burned by these drops and flakes of fire, three or four,
nay, five or six houses, one from another. When we could
endure no more upon the water, we to a little alehouse on the
Bankside, over against the Three Cranes, and there stayed till it was
dark almost, and saw the fire grow ; and, as it grew darker, appeared
more and more; and in corners and upon steeples, and between
churches and houses, as far as we could see up the hill of the City,
in a most horrid, malicious, bloody flame, not like the fine flame
of an ordinary fire. Barbary and her husband away before’us.
We stayed tll, it being darkish, we saw the fire as only one entire
arch of fire from this to the other side the bridge, and in a bow up
the hill for an arch of above a mile long : it made me weep to see it.
The churches, houses, and all on fire, and flaming at once; and a

‘horrid noise the flames made, and the cracking of houses at their

ruin. ~ So home with a sad heart, and there find everybody dis-
coursing and lamenting the fire; and poor Tom Hater came with
some few of his goods saved out of his house, which was burned
upon Fish Street Hill. T invited him to lie at my house, and did
receive his goods; but was deceived in his lying there, the news
coming every moment of the growth of the fire; so as we were
forced to begin to pack up our own goods, and prepare for their
removal; and did by’ moonshine (it being brave, dry, and moon-
shine and warm weather) carry much of my goods into the garden;
and Mr. Hater and I did remove my money and iron chests into
my cellar, as thinking that the safest place,  And got my bags of
gold into my office, ready to carry away, and my chief papers of
accounts also there, and my tallies into a box by themselves. So
great was our fear, as Sir W. Batten hath carts come out of the
country to fetch away his goods this night. We did put Mr.
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Hater, poor man, to bed a little; but he got but very little rest, so
much noise being in my house, taking down of goods.

3d. About four o’clock in the morning my Lady Batten sent
me a cart to carry away all my money and plate and best %Emm
to Sir W. Rider’s, at Bethnal Green, which I did, riding myself in-
‘my night-gown, in the cart. And, Lord! to see how the streets and
the highways are crowded with people running and riding, and
getting of carts at any rate to fetch away things. I find Sir W.
Rider tired with being called up all night, and receiving things
from several friends. His house full of goods, and much of
Sir W. Batten’s and Sir W. Pen’s. I am eased at my heart to have
my treasure so well secured. Then home, with much ado to find
a way, nor any sleep all this night to me nor my poor dﬁmw. But
then and all this day she and I and all my people labouring to get
away the rest of our things, and did get Mr. Tooker to get me a
lighter to take them in, and we did carry them, myself some, over
Tower Hill, which was by this time full of people’s goods, bringing
their goods thither ; and down to the lighter, which lay at the next
quay, above the Tower Dock. And here was my neighbour’s
wife, Mrs. , with her pretty child and some few of her things,
which I did willingly give way to be saved with mine; but there
was no passing with anything through the postern, the crowd was
so great. The Duke of York came this day by the office, and
spoke to us, and did ride with his guard up and down the City to
keep all quiet, he being now General and having the care of m@.
This day, Mercer being not at home, but against .WQ. mistress’s:
order gone to her mother’s, and my wife, going thither to speak

with W. Hewer, met her there and was angry; and her mother

saying that she was not a ’prentice girl, to ask leave every time
she goes abroad, my wife with good reason was angry; and, when
she came home, did bid her be gone again.  And so she went away,
which troubled me, but yet less than it would, because of the con-
dition we are in, in fear of coming in a little time to being less able
to keep one in her quality. At night, lay down a little upon a
quilt of W. Hewer’s in the office, all my own things being packed
up or gone; and, after me, my poor wife did the like, we having

fed upon the remains of yesterday’s dinner, having no fire nor

dishes, nor any opportunity of dressing anything.
4th. Up by break of day, to get away the remainder of my

things ; which I did by a lighter at the Iron gate:* and my hands

1Irongate Stairs, Lower Thames Street.
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so few, that it was the afternoon before we could get them all
away. Sir W. Pen and I to the Tower Street, and there met the
fire burning, three or four doors beyond Mr. Howell’s, whose
goods, poor man, his trays and dishes, shovels, &ec., were flung
all along Tower Street in the kennels, and people working there-
with from one end to the other; the fire coming on in that narrow
street, on both sides, with infinite fury. Sir W. Batten not know-
ing how to remove his wine, did dig a pit in the garden, and laid it
in there; and I took the opportunity of laying all the papers of my
office that I could not otherwise dispose of. And in the evening
Sir W. Pen and I did dig another, and put our wine in it; and I my
Parmesan cheese, as well as my wine and some other things.*” The
Duke of York was at the office this day, at Sir W. Pen’s; but I
happened not to be within. This afternoon, sitting melancholy
with Sir W. Pen in our garden, and thinking of the certain burning
of this office, without extraordinary means, I did propose for the
sending up of all our workmen from the Woolwich and Deptford

_yards, none whereof yet appeared, and to write to Sir W. Coventry

to have the Duke of York’s permission to pull down houses, rather
than lose this office, which would much hinder the King’s business.
So Sir W. Pen went down this night, in order to the sending them
up tomorrow morning; and I wrote to Sir W. Coventry about the
business,® but received no answer. This night Mrs. Turner
(who, poor woman, was removing her goods all this day, good
goods, into the garden, and knows not how to dispose of them)
and her husband supped with my wife and me at night, in the office,
upon a shoulder of mutton from the cook’s without any napkin,

! The letter, among the Pepys MSS., was as follows:

Sir,—The fire is now very near us, as well on Tower Street, as Fenchurch
Street side, and we little hope of our escape but by that remedy, to the want
whereof we do certainly owe the loss of the City, namely, the pulling down
of houses in the way of the fire. This way Sir W. Pen and myself have so
far concluded upon the practising, that he is gone to Woolwich and Deptford

- 1o supply himself with men and necessaries in order to the doing thereof;

in case, at his return, our condition be not bettered, and that he meets with
his R. Hs approbation, which I have thus undertaken to learn of you. Pray

- please to let me have this night, at whatever hour it is, what his R. Hs direc-

tions are in this particular. Sir J. Minnes and Sir W. Batten having left us,
we cannot add, though we are well assured of their, as well as all the neigh-
bourhood’s concurrence.

Yr obedient Servnt,

S.P.
Sir W. Coventry,

Septr. 4, 1666.




