


























































































































































































































until late. I went out to the bathroom while they talked, and
had a shower. When I came back in, ten minutes later, she was
still talking. She hung up while I was changing in the bedroom.

"That woman's quite dreadful. I wish I hadn't given her this
number."

"What did she want?"
"She must have second sight. She said she'd just heard that

Kiirner was in London, and wanted to advise you not to see
him. Then she went on with long, rambling stories about how
wicked he is."

"What did she say he'd done?"
"Oh ... quarrels about what Reich meant, and so on. But

she said he'd been spreading false rumours about them, and
that she intended to sue him for slander' What it all amounts
to is that she wants you to avoid Kdrner, and if you happen
to meet him, don't believe a single word he says."

I was sitting on the bed, tying my tie; Angela came over'
and placed hei hand on my damp hair' I was mildly surprised,
but issumed she was a little shaken and wanted comforting'
I put my arm round her waist and gave her a squeeze' She
took my hand in both her hands and pressed it against her
breasts. I stood up, bent my head to give her a reassttring kiss,
and found myseli holding her very closely, her body pressed
tightly to mine. After we had kissed for a moment, she said in

a strained voice:
"It's dreadful, but I want you to make love to me'"
"There's hardly time."
But she could feel me hardening against her' She slipped her

hand into the top of my trousers, which were still unbelted,
and gripped my erect member. I slid my hand up her m-ini-

stcirt, and insidi the crotch of her panties; she was more than
ready to be made love to. Then suddenly, she twisted away
from me. I said: "What is it?" She burst into tears and said:

"I hate myself."
"Why?"
"It's that foul woman. I think she uses hypnotism' As she

talked tcl me . . ."
She couldn't go on. I held her close again' but this time

without desire. I-pointed out tha-t it was hardly shameful to be

susceptible to suggestion. A little more questioning revealed
that Frau Dunkilman had talked about sexual ceremonies'

Angela said:
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"I know, but it felt so awful. I wanted to rape you.'
"Don't let me dissuade you."
But we both knew the fever had passed. To prove it, I pres-

sed her on to the bed, and kissed her gently, then stroked her
breasts and thighs with my hand. She relaxed like a child. We
could have made love then, but it would have been the gentle
love-making of a married couple, an extension of our kisseS,
not an erotic frenzy. Ten minutes later, when there was a ring
at the doorbell, I was having a badly needed martini, and An-
gela was in the shower.

K6,rner was a strange-looking man; tall, with stooped shoul-
ders, and an alrnost completely bald head; he reminded me
immediately of the conductor Fiirtwangler. The chin seemed
weak, and the face somehow indeterminate; yet the overall
effect was of a strange, introverted intelligence. His voice was
rather high-pitched, but gentle, and almost hypnotic after he
had been speaking for a few minutes. The German accent was
strong. His grey suit looked expensive, but well worn and
slightly baggy.

He refused a drink - "I take only a little fruit juice" - and
then sat on the edge of a deep armchair with his bony hands
loosely between his knees, managing to look at the same time
uncomfortable and relaxed. When Angela came in, he leapt to
his feet, and bowed over her hand with a natural courtliness
and grace that seemed an expression of his inner character.
Angela suggested he sit on the settee; this time, he flung him-
self back into a corner with exaggerated casualness and crossed
his legs, revealing silk socks with a bright check pattern. Then
he began:

"Well, my dear Mr. Sorme, this is really a great honour for
me. I know your books well, of course. [This later turned out
to be true; in his pedantic German manner, he quoted from
them extensively.l And let me say at once that I hope you will
find a few of my ideas as interesting as I find yours ..."

I could see that Angela was dying to ask him about the Dun-
kelmans, but it was difficult to interrupt the flow of conversa-
tion about ideas; besides, one got the feeling that he would
find it trivial in comparison to discussing Hiilderlin and Jas-
pers.

I shall not try to report his conversation fully. [t went on,
fairly steadily, until he left at midnight. It ranged from Ger-
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