EPUB/image_0010_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0014_00.jpeg
2 Chtulo O

a whirl of smoke and flies, glistened exactly like froth forming at the
mouths of panting horses rolling in the dust and being bloodily whipped
to bring them to their feet. As I said, I was a spoiled child.

My brother died at the age of seven from an attack of meningitis,
three years before I was born. His death plunged my father and mother
into the depths of despair; they found consolation only upon my arrival
into the world. My brother and I resembled each other like two drops
of water, but we had different reflections. Like myself he had the unmis-
takable facial morphology of a genius.! He gave signs of alarming precoc-
ity, but his glance was veiled by the melancholy characterizing insurmount-
able intelligence. 1, on the other hand, was much less intelligent, but I
reflected everything. I was to become the prototype par excellence of the
phenomenally retarded “polymorphous perverse,” having kept almost
intact all the reminiscences of the nursling’s erogenous paradises: I
clutched at pleasure with boundless, selfish eagerness, and on the slight-
est provocation I would become dangerous. One evening I brutally
scratched my nurse in the cheek with a safety pin, though I adored her,
merely because the shop to which she took me to buy some sugar onions
I had begged for was already closed. In other words, I was viable. My
brother was probably a first version of myself, but conceived too much
in the absolute.

We know today that form is always the product of an inquisitorial
process of matter-Zthe specific reaction of matter when subjected to the
terrible coercion of space choking it on all sides, pressing and squeezing
it out, producing the swellings that burst from its life to the exact limits
of the rigorous contours of its own originality of reaction) How many
times matter endowed with a too-absolute impulse is annihilated; whereas
another bit of matter, which tries to do only what it can and is better
adapted to the pleasure of molding itself by contracting in its own way
before the tyrannical impact of space, is able to invent its own original
form of life.

What is lighter, more fanciful and free to all appearances than the
arborescent blossoming of agates! Yet they result from the most ferocious
constraint of a colloidal environment, imprisoned in the most relentless
of inquisitorial structures and subjected to all the tortures of compres-
sion and moral asphyxiation, so that their most delicate, airy, and orna-
mental ramifications are, it seems, but the traces of its hopeless search for
escape from its death agony, the last gasps of a bit of matter that will
not give up before it has reached the ultimate vegetations of the mineral
dream. Hence what we have in the case of the agate is not a plant trans-
formed into a mineral, or even a plant caught and swallowed up in a
mineral. On the contrary, we actually have the spectral apparition of
1 Since 1929 I have had a very clear consciousness of my genius, and I confess that this
conviction, ever more deeply rooted in my mind, has never excited in me emotions of

the kind called sublime; nevertheless, I must admit that it occasionally affords me an
extremely pleasurable feeling.
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At the age of six I wanted to be a cook. At scven I wanted to be
Napoleon. And my ambition has been growing steadily ever since.

Stendhal somewhere quotes the remark of an Italian princess who
was eating ice cream with enormous relish one hot evening. “Isn’t it too
bad this it not a sin!” she exclaimed. When I was six, it was a sin for
me to eat food of any kind in the kitchen. Going into this part of the
house was one of the few things categorically forbidden me by my par-
ents. I would stand around for hours, my mouth watering, till I saw my
chance to sneak into that place of enchantment; and while the maids
stood by and screamed with delight I would snatch a piece of raw meat
or a broiled mushroom on which I would nearly choke but which, to
me, had the marvelous flavor, the intoxicating quality, that only fear
and guilt can impart.

Aside from being forbidden the kitchen I was allowed to do any-
thing I pleased. I wet my bed till I was eight for the sheer fun of it.
I was the absolute monarch of the house. Nothing was good enough for
me. My father and mother worshiped me. On the day of the Feast of
Kings I received among innumerable gifts a dazzling king's costume—
a gold crown studded with great topazes and an ermine cape; from that
time on I lived almost continually disguised in this costume. When I
was chased out of the kitchen by the bustling maids, how often would
I stand in the dark hallway glued to one spot—dressed in my kingly
robes, my sceptre in one hand, and in the other a leather-thonged mat-
tress beater—trembling with rage and possessed by an overwhelming
desire to give the maids a good beating. This was during the anguishing
hour before the sweltering, hallucinatory summer noon. Behind the
partly open kitchen door I would hear the scurrying of those bestial
women with red hands; I would catch glimpses of their heavy rumps
and their hair straggling like manes; and out of the heat and confusion
that rose from the conglomeration of sweaty women, scattered grapes,
boiling oil, fur plucked from rabbits’ armpits, scissors spattered with
mayonnaise, kidneys, and the warble of canaries—out of that whole con-
glomeration the imponderable and inaugural fragrance of the forth-
coming meal was wafted to me, mingled with a kind of acrid horse smell.
The beaten white of egg, caught by a ray of sunlight cutting through
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A Gala-Gradiva,

celle qui avance
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