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The story of
my life is the story of the restless heart that Saint Augustine
writes about in his Confessions. I have a queer woman’s heart
beating in my breast and it is desire and passion that makes it
restless. The heart is the wellspring of desire and passion. At
Vilanculos I felt the same kind of excitement being churned up by
the restlessness of my heart. Now at Jan Smuts International
Airport, a full hour before our flight to Madrid, I felt the
awakening of my restless heart. To kill time before boarding we
wondered about in the international departure lounge. I struggled
to contain my excitement. This was the first time that I would be
embarking on an aeroplane flight. I have become breathless with
erotic desire and passion, I suddenly want Kate to make love to me
in the women’s toilets.

I feel as hot
as hell with pure physical lust. I am in a state. I am completely
wet between my legs. I want to experience an orgasm. I am overcome
with feelings of sensuality. Like Kate, I am a sensual person. Kate
literally oozes sensuality. Now I am feeling so hot that I am
panting like an animal on heat. I want Kate to fuck me; I want her
to bring me to a climax. I am a wanton woman. I feel like
whispering my fantasy in her ear: ‘I want you to fuck me in the
public toilets.’ I know she would comply with my pressing and
urgent need. Instead, I follow her into the Central News Agency;
she says that she wants to buy a book or two to read on the flight
and on our holiday. She is oblivious of the state that I am in. I
gaze distractedly at the shelf stacked with classical fiction. The
title ‘A Thief’s Journal’ catches my eye. I flip through pages. I
am surprised, I am stunned, and I am amazed. What is this book
doing in a bookshop in South Africa, how did it escape the
surveillance of the censors? The book by Jean Genet is dedicated to
Jean-Paul Sartre and Sartre has composed a foreword to the novel. I
decided that I will buy the book. I scan the other titles, thinking
that maybe there is a book written by Sartre. I know about Sartre,
his name has been dropped in conversations that I have
inadvertently eavesdropped on while quietly drinking coffee in the
student union’s cafeteria, from its high perch on the ridge it
overlooked the lush leafy northern suburbs of Johannesburg. Now
suddenly the name SARTRE jumps out among the titles. It belongs to
the novel called ‘Nausea’. I decide to purchase the two paperback
books. At the cashier, Kate looks at my two books. She has never
heard of the authors. She pays for her two murder mysteries. I find
pulp fiction boring. I make a pretence of interest while remaining
silent about my personal opinion regarding her literary tastes.
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The boundary
between the human and the animal is artificial. It can be breached.
Language and textualization cannot fix the boundary between the
human and the animal. There is something that it is like to be a
particular living creature. Every living creature has its own
peculiar kind of unique experience of the world in which it finds
itself. Living creatures have conscious states; they each have
their own kind of awareness, their own kind of mental states.
Insentient matter. How did consciousness arise from insentient
matter? It is a fact that life arose from inanimate and insentient
matter. The elemental constituents of matter possess all the
powers, predispositions, properties and relations by virtue of
which life and sentience could emerge.
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Humans are
fallible. So we are all indeed capable of sin. It was in our nature
to be sinners. Kate as a practicing Catholic was also fallible, as
I soon discovered. She suffered from all the human foibles. Her
greatest character flaw was her vanity. My parents thought I was
going on an overseas tour with fellow students. Instead, I was
going on a secret honeymoon holiday with a woman in her late
twenties with whom I was having a clandestine affair. They wanted
to see me off at Jan Smuts Airport. Having much to hide about
myself, I insisted that it was not necessary. Anyway, I was an
adult; I was grown up even though I was still nineteen. I had
experienced stuff with Kate that most adults could not even imagine
in their wildest erotic fantasies. And going overseas with an
experienced traveller would be a walk in the park compared to going
to Vilanculos and the Bazaruto Archipelago in Mozambique. Anyway,
Kate was one of my lecturers, so how was I going to explain my
relationship with her to my parents? As I said, I was only nineteen
years old at the time, and I was having sex with an older and more
experienced woman. Our relationship had to remain a secret, it was
best for both of our sakes.
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As our plane
circumnavigated the edge of Africa, flying at a high altitude,
offshore over the rolling swells of the Atlantic Ocean. I imagined
that the lights I saw were the lights of various seaside cities of
African countries, including Angola. In my mind, I imagined that
the lights I saw were those of Luanda, the capital city of Angola.
After the military coup had removed the Portuguese Marcello Caetano
regime in Lisbon Portugal, the sun was setting rapidly on centuries
of Portuguese colonial rule in Africa. Twilight was beckoning the
old order farewell and the promise of a new dawn was on the
horizon.

After three
hundred and thirteen years, I have become the first Zeeman to leave
the African continent after our family’s three-century sojourn on
the continent. My grandfathers who had fought in the Second World
War did not leave the continent, they did not go beyond the Sahara
Desert. As a nineteen-year-old second year BSc student Europe was a
foreign continent. I did not know what to expect. My barely
containable excitement was contagious. Kate felt my breathless
exhilaration, and was as radiant and flushed like a teenager on her
first date. I could see that she had spent considerable time and
effort on her makeup. Her perfume was expensive and she made an
extraordinary effort to dress as youthfully and stylishly as
possible for an academic. I sensed her vulnerability and I felt a
sudden surge of love for Kate. I kissed her on the cheek and
whispered intimately that I loved her so much. As an older woman,
it was exactly the kind of thing that she wanted to hear not once
but a thousand times from me. She held my hand tightly. I had the
window seat as she had promised. I pressed my forehead against the
cabin window and stared at the night sky, and then down at the
Continent clothed in darkness. Africa lay supine below us, she lay
waiting for her lover, she lay reclined in exotic and mysterious
splendour, and she lay in erotic repose somewhere below us at the
edge of the Atlantic Ocean. To me Africa was a beautiful black
woman, her loins fertile, her strong thighs parted in enigmatic
anticipation of pleasure and her breasts full like ripe fruit, her
lips like honey, her breath like the scent of an orchard in full
blossom, her eyelids like butterflies. I also felt a surge of love
for this continent, which was my home. The home of Hannah Zeeman. I
was one of Africa’s many wayward daughters. I had lied to my
parents. My own audacity astonished me. My parents would not have
guessed in a thousand years that their daughter was going on her
first honeymoon with her lover and would be enjoying four orgasmic
weeks of European summer, European sunshine and sex and sex and
more sex.
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Shortly after
sunrise, we landed in Madrid. I had no idea of our travel
itinerary. It was all rather vague and up in the air. During the
flight, she had said that we would hire a car at the airport,
travel down to the Mediterranean, and follow the coastline to
Barcelona. After Barcelona, we would travel across the border to
France. From France, we would go to Italy, Greece, and Switzerland.
From Switzerland, we would travel back to France. After spending
some time in Paris, we would return to Madrid. She said we would be
crisscrossing many international borders during our travels across
vast chunks of the European countryside. Getting through the early
morning peak hour traffic and finding the main road from Madrid to
Valencia took some time. Being the navigator, I sat with the map on
my lap. Travelling in the bright summer sunlight across the vast
open plains of Spain, we eventually reached Valencia by midday.
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Irreducibility
of being to knowledge. Irreducibility of lived reality to knowing.
And we have a question of priority, consciousness or being. Truth
supervenes on being.
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It was past
midday, feeling famished we found ourselves on the outskirts of
Valencia driving through the suburbs in a seawards direction. We
continued driving seawards until we found a restaurant that spilled
out over onto a stony beach with the Mediterranean Sea lapping
languidly onto a sleepy shoreline. I realized that it was a Friday
afternoon. Chairs and tables had been arranged in a scattered
sprawling fashion on the uneven sloping surface of the beach.
Sitting down at a table, I felt the back legs of my chair sinking
into the sand. Kate suggested that we order paella and a bottle of
red wine. Two or three metres from our table sat five young men,
possibly in their late teens or early twenties, lounging lazily
round their table, leaning back in their chairs drinking wine and
chatting amiably. They had finished their meal, which seemed to
have been paella. Having removed their shirts they sat bare chested
in their jeans enjoying the summer glow of the warm Mediterranean
sun on their bodies.

Like the boys
sitting across from us, we were in no hurry to go anyway. The meal,
the wine and the sun made me feel pleasantly sleepy. We felt
completely unburdened of all care and worries. Falling under that
contagious and liberating sense of a seaside holiday freedom, we
felt no urgency to do anything, or be anywhere.

Soaking in the
eve of the weekend mellowness, the late afternoon sun seemed to
have stalled, the moments passed with the slowness of motion of a
foreign art movie. I cast a languid eye over the ancient horizons
of the Mediterranean Ocean. How different from Paradise Island, how
different from Durban. What shores lay beyond that horizon? Across
the Mediterranean southeast from the beach where we were sitting
lay Algeria, a bit more to the left lay Tunisia. Close to where
modern Tunis now stands Carthage once existed as an ancient African
city. Oh Carthage, the city of the Phoenicians! Hannibal the great
African general was a Carthaginian. Saint Augustine another great
African was born in what is now Algeria. As a young man, he went on
to study at the university in Carthage. For Augustine love or Eros
represents the appetite of the soul. Eros ultimately seeks union
with the Good and in seeking union with the Good, Eros seeks union
with the Logos, for the Good exists by virtue of Logos. Eros and
Logos belong together.

Eventually,
after coffee and vanilla ice cream, we set out to look for a place
to spend the night. After travelling for thirty kilometres or so,
we found lodgings in a suitably modest and cheap beachfront
establishment in a small town. We booked into a single room with a
double bed and balcony overlooking the ocean. Even though it was
the peak of the European holiday season, we managed to find similar
kinds of lodgings in small towns or villages along the coast away
from the popular tourist beaches and hotspots. Every morning at six
before breakfast, Kate insisted that we go for a run. Kate was
obsessed with
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