
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1. WHERE IT BEGINS. 

In the Great Gallery of the Wallace Collection, in the very instant when my glance shifted by 
forty-five degrees and darted all the way along the room, from the dark, muddy colours of 
Titian's Perseus and Andromeda to the pale, cold and livid pastels of Thomas Gainsborough's 
Mrs. Mary Robinson, I realised fully and completely that I had moved from Italy to England.  

Perdita.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2. WHY IT BEGINS. 

Today I'm not writing. Not because I'm resting, or because of the easy excuse of having just 
published an essay or perhaps a book, not because I want to think a bit longer of what I've just 
published. I've exhausted all possible justifications, rearranged the books in my library 
alphabetically, compiled lists and pretended to be researching. Yet I'm not writing and moreover: 
I don't feel like it. When I wrote, it used to be like going back to life; now that I don't, it seems to 
be stepping into a shadow and it's pitch black. Then the pitch-black shadow of idleness turns into 
neurosis and therefore it seems I do not care, I do not care and therefore I'm not writing. I'm not 
writing and because I'm a writer I no longer know what I am, I no longer desire. In this void I try 
to encourage myself by looking at the pages I wrote: books, texts, reviews, and letters and 
diaries. And who wrote them? Certainly not me. And although I know I've been here before so 
many times and so many times I've told myself I should remember next time how these hours 
and days of emptiness will mold the writing to come, yet today I'm not writing and therefore I'm 
not myself. Of course I know what I'll be writing, even if I'm not writing it - that is not the 
problem. Any writer will tell you, not one single moment in the day can they forget the book 
they're writing. I have no alibi, I catch myself every morning, and every midday and every 
evening in flagrante: I am not writing. The simple task of 'writing every day' has led me to a 
heap of fragments. Everything around tells me something about the book I'm writing and yet I'm 
not writing it. Words and ideas are all there but I look at them and cannot access them or 
experience them. It has a peculiar and cold madness - not melancholy, not overstated - this beast 
of inactivity. I keep watch on my clock religiously but I no longer know the time. As if between 
the time of my days and the time of my writing, there were hundreds of time zones that I have to 
travel across before actually getting there. This is all because I'm getting ready, once more, to 
compete with myself and the competition, this time, may last years. How much can I bear, where 
are the limits of me being on this edge?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. HOW IT BEGINS. 

Stepping in. 

Performing the writing of these lines.  

To be in the space of writing, think of and be in the space outside writing. Step in only to step 
out, because it is transient.  

I have to have been somewhere, have to have made, have to have listened and to have heard, 
then I can challenge my habits of listening, the habits of reading that make me write.  

Then I can take on another point of view. Be in the place of an encounter, before understanding. 

I think of the painting that hangs in the Spouter Inn, in Moby-Dick and now also in my 
reasoning. I read how Melville writes this painting and he does not explain or interpret, he puts 
you right in front of the experience of it:  

 ...A very large oil painting so thoroughly besmoked, and every way defaced, that in 
 the unequal crosslights by which you viewed it, it was only by diligent study and a 
 series of systematic visits to it, and careful inquiry of the neighbors, that you could 
 any way arrive at an understanding of its purpose. SUCH UNACCOUNTABLE MASSES 
 OF SHADES AND SHADOWS, that at first you almost thought some ambitious young 
 artist, in the time of the New England hags, had endeavored to delineate CHAOS 
 BEWITCHED. 

 A boggy, soggy, squitchy picture truly, enough to drive a nervous man distracted. 
 YET WAS THERE A SORT OF INDEFINITE, HALF-ATTAINED, UNIMAGINABLE 
 SUBLIMITY ABOUT IT THAT FAIRLY FROZE YOU TO IT, TILL YOU INVOLUNTARILY TOOK 
 AN OATH WITH YOURSELF TO FIND OUT WHAT THAT MARVELLOUS PAINTING MEANT. 
 EVER AND ANON A BRIGHT, BUT, ALAS, DECEPTIVE IDEA WOULD DART YOU 
 THROUGH'. 

The following pages will be: a catalogue of deceptive ideas that have darted me through in the 
attempts of listening, of understanding, of placing my words over and over again against 
unaccountable masses of shades and shadows. 


