
        
            [image: cover]
        

    







Devorah’s Prayer











By

Vincent Gray
















Smashwords Edition
















Copyright © 2016 Vincent Gray

This book is a work of fiction. All the
characters developed in this novel are the fictional creations of the writer’s
imagination and are not modelled on any real persons. Any
resemblance to persons, living or dead is entirely
coincidental.

All rights are
reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in
a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise,
without prior permission of the author.

ISBN:
9781311622877
















Author Biography






As a son of a miner, the author was born in Johannesburg,
South Africa. He grew up in the East Rand mining town of Boksburg
during the 1960s and matriculated from Boksburg High School. After
high school, he was conscripted into the South African Defence
Force (SADF) for compulsory national military service at the age of
seventeen. On completion of his military service, he studied
courses in Zoology, Botany and Microbiology at the University of
the Witwatersrand. After graduating with a BSc honours degree he
worked for a short period for the Department of Agriculture in
Potchefstroom as an agronomist. Following the initial conscription
into military service in the SADF, like all other white South
African males of his generation, he was then drafted into one of
the many South African Citizen Military Regiments. During the 1970s
he was called up as a citizen-soldier to do three-month military
camps on the 'Border' which was the operational theatre of the
so-called counter-insurgency 'Bush War' during the Apartheid years.
Before and in between university studies he also worked as a wage
clerk on the South African Railways and as a travelling chemical
sales representative. The author is now a retired professor
whose career as an academic in the Biological Sciences has spanned
a period of thirty-three years mainly at the University of the
Witwatersrand, Johannesburg, South Africa. Before retirement, he
lectured and carried out research in the field of molecular biology
with a special interest in the molecular basis of evolution. He
continues to pursue his interest in evolutionary biology. Other
interests which the author pursues include radical theology,
philosophy and literature.
















eBooks by
Vincent Gray also available on Smashwords






The Girl from
Reiger Park -The Barracuda Night Club Trilogy. Book No.1

Who was
Oreithyia? -The Barracuda Night Club Trilogy. Book No.2

The Barracuda
Night Club Mystery - The Barracuda Night Club Trilogy. Book No.
3

The Girl from
Germiston

The Tale of the
Sakabula Bird

Rebekah of Lake
Sibaya

Segomotso and
the Dressmaker

Devorah’s
Prayer

Farewell to
Innocence: The full uncensored saga of Hannah Zeeman

Send Him My
Love (Short Story)

Three Days in
Phoenix (Short Story)

The Soccer
Player (Short Story)

Waterlandsridge
(Novella)
















This book is
dedicated to my wife Melodie and my daughter Ruth

















Chapter
1











The midyear
June exams were now over at last, and the short wintery days of
July that had descended over the Witwatersrand ushered in a welcome
respite from the scholarly regime for all Wits university students,
a respite in the form of the mid-year student vacation.

Now at 17.30,
all that remained of the sun was a dying ember glowing dimly on the
horizon beneath a diffuse red halo. The skyline now spectral with
its black charred silhouettes of blue gum trees, telephone poles
and flats, rapidly succumbed to the rising tide of darkness. The
frozen sky began to twinkle with the icy glimmer of stars. And as
shadows filled the streets, the street lights seemed to appear
brighter. The lone figure of a person wearing an olive green
woollen beanie stood beneath a cone of yellow light radiating from
a lamp on the platform of Brakpan Station. While stamping his feet,
rubbing and blowing his hands to keep them warm against the chill
of an Antarctic cold front that was now advancing over the
Witwatersrand he kept his eyes anxiously fixed on the signal
lights. He wore a black anorak over a navy blue polar neck jersey,
which his mom had knitted for him. He zipped up his black anorak
and stuck his hands into the pockets of his new blue Levi Strauss
jeans and continued to stamp his feet to stop his toes from
freezing. With the moonless Saturday night having finally engulfed
the deserted station platform, no random passer-by, gazing from a
moving car window, could ever have imagined that this unknown
solitary figure, appearing as a mysterious inky black silhouette,
was standing at the threshold of enchanting and also frightening
prospects.

After what
seemed to be an eternity the signal light finally turned green and
within minutes, right on schedule, the train arrived. He boarded
the heated carriage and with his hands still in his pockets, he
slumped into a seat closest to the exit. All the coach windows were
opaque, misted over. He was the only one in the carriage.

He was aware
that under normal circumstances this journey would have been quite
insane. This was the first time in his life that he had taken a
train, an empty train, to Johannesburg on a Saturday evening. It
was just five hours ago that the phone rang. He was standing by the
window in his bedroom. Until then he had been deeply preoccupied
with an interesting idea that involved the quantum mechanical
formulation of force and work using the particle in a box as the
model for solving this problem. After scribbling down some
solutions for the particle in the box wave equation, he pushed back
his chair and got up from working at his desk. Deep in thought, his
gaze fell on the park across the road, taking in absentmindedly the
bleak wintry scene of dried Kikuyu lawns and skeletal trees bathed
in shafts of pale light. From his window, he could see Brakpan Dam,
now officially called Jan Smuts Dam. On the north side of the dam
stood the still sizable remains of a once massive ash dump that had
been left behind as artefactual evidence for the existence of one
of the very first coal-fired power generation stations that had
been built to electrify the operation of the mines on the Far East
Rand gold fields. Several fairly rich coal deposits were discovered
close to the gold-bearing Main Reef outcrops that stretched across
the Far East Rand, enclosing in the arc of its wide embrace the
far-flung towns of Dunnottar and Nigel which lay beyond what become
the City of Springs. After learning that the renowned author Nadine
Gordimer had been born in Springs and had grown up in that town he
read all her books, which had made a lasting impression on him. It
was hard for him to believe that a person of her literary stature
could have come from Springs.

The effluent
leaking from the Brakpan municipal sewage works, which had been
built on the eastern side of the dam, appeared to be the cause of
the foul-smelling emerald green eutrophication of the dam. From the
window of his bedroom, he could hear the intermittent familiar
short single-noted ‘krrp’ sounds
that characterized the calls of coots, which could be seen floating
on the dam, sounds which he grew up with. Before the decline of the dam he and his friends,
while growing up through their adolescent and teenage years, had
spent endless hours at the dam, fishing or canoeing or sailing
their self-fabricated model yachts.

He suddenly
noticed that on the north shore the dense bed of reeds had been set
ablaze. Within moments, after it had been set alight he could hear
the rapid crackle of combustion accompanied with sporadic loud
fiery explosions out of which showers of sparks erupted into the
sky above the reed beds. Soon tall flames began to dance high above
the reeds. Clouds of grey and white smoke rolled up the sides of
the coal ash dump, enveloping it and quickly blocking it from view.
While watching the fire rapidly consuming the entire reed bed he
heard the faint ringing of the telephone in the entrance hall near
the front door. A minute later, he heard his mom coming down the
passage to his bedroom door.

“It is for you
Franco, a young lady wishes to speak to you,” she said with a smile
on her face and eyes that teased, for no girl had ever phoned
Franco before.

When he heard
the message, his heart skipped a beat. As he walked down the
passage to the front entrance hall, the old Oregon pine floorboards
creaked loudly under his rapid tread, his mouth became dry, he
began to feel slightly breathless, and his heart started to pound.
He knew that it had to be Devorah; there was no other young lady
who would have needed or would have wanted to phone him, especially
so unexpectedly. He felt overcome with nervous excitement as he
stood and stared for a few brief seconds at the telephone receiver
lying on its side at the end of its extended leash as if it had
suddenly become a strange animated object, like a black fish about
to flounder on the shore. He picked up the hard heavy black shiny
receiver and said as calmly as possible:

“Hello, it is
Franco.”

“Hello Franco
it is me, Devorah.
Are you doing anything tonight?” She asked straight out without any
dithering.

“No, not
really,” he answered, wondering where her question was leading.

“Fabulous!
That’s great! Look I have two front-row seat tickets for Samuel
Beckett’s play Waiting for Godot at The Nunnery for tonight,
would you like to come,” she asked, leaving out the more intimate
‘with me’ at the end of the sentence, even though it was implied by
the tone of her voice.

“What do I owe
you for the ticket?” This was all he could think of saying at that
moment, instead of giving a simple yes or no.

“You owe me
nothing; it is on me,” She replied, suddenly sounding almost
business-like.

“Thanks, what
time must I be there,” he said, confirming with an unambiguous
signal of enthusiasm, that he had immediately accepted her
invitation, that is, accepted it without any shade of
reservation.

“Can you get to
The Nunnery by 6.45 pm tonight?”

“I will need to
catch a train,” he said, indicating that he would be able to get
there at the designated time, as the problem of the logistics of
transport, of time and space, were instantaneously solved in his
mind.

“Marvellous! I
will see you then later. I will wait for you outside The Nunnery.”
There was an excited sound of relief in her voice, which she had
failed to douse effectively.

The words
‘fabulous’, ‘great’ and ‘marvellous’ resonated in his mind. They
carried an exciting freight of promise that felt almost tangible
even in the dim light of the entrance hall. He put the phone back
on its receiver.

After
showering, washing his hair and shaving he put on aftershave. He
had never put on aftershave before in his life. It was a bottle of
cologne that he had received as a Christmas gift four years ago. It
had stood unopened and unused in the toiletries cabinet fixed to
the wall above the wash basin which stood next to the toilet in the
bathroom.

It was highly
improbable that Franco Sorrentino the grandson of an Italian
prisoner of war and the son of a panel beater and Devorah
Kirschenbaum the granddaughter of Jewish grandparents who had fled
Warsaw in 1939 and the daughter of a prominent Johannesburg
businessman could ever have become acquainted under any normal
circumstances. But improbable events do not happen by chance alone
nor do they require the prevalence of abnormal circumstances for
their occurrence. Sometimes under abnormal circumstances, the
remotely probable becomes a real and distinct possibility.

The abnormal
and unusual had actually happened. During lunchtimes at Wits,
something extremely rare was going on, something that would have
been unlikely in the life of any university in South Africa. As a
result of the convergence of a chain of accidental events, a most
eventful occurrence in the history of student life in South Africa
had erupted on a university campus. In 1975, a lunchtime open-air
speaker’s forum had begun to flourish outside the canteen of the
student’s union building.

It was ideally
situated to capture an audience among the steady traffic of
students flowing to and from the main campus canteen. It became a
place where what no one had ever dared to whisper in secret was now
being proclaimed from the rooftops. Topics for debate included
homosexuality, black consciousness, feminism, African socialism,
existentialism, the evils of Capitalism, the revolution in
Mozambique and Angola, support for Frelimo and the MPLA, the need
to free Nelson Mandela and of course everything that served the
political agenda of the student Left at Wits University.

It was a time
when the student body at Wits vibrated with an incredible amount of
creative and exuberant energy. What professors spoke about in
lectures continued to be debated by the students on the library
lawns and in the student canteen. A substantial proportion of the
white student body had become politically radicalized and
identified strongly with what they referred to as “The Left.” Among
themselves, they openly expressed their intellectual allegiance to
Marxism and articulated a fairly sophisticated class analysis of
Apartheid as a vehicle of Capitalism for the exploitation of black
workers. Within the inner circle of the student Left on Wits
Campus, many admitted quite openly that they were Communists and
viewed themselves as hard-core Marxist-Leninists.

Franco
Sorrentino and Devorah Kirschenbaum had regularly, but quite
independently, joined the crowded audience of captivated listeners
at the lunchtime speaker’s forum. They had gathered to be
entertained by a string of talented Leftist student orators. As
regular attendees, they soon noticed each other. Devorah happened
to be one of those rare young women who always stood out in a
crowd. She was buxom, but on the slightly plump side of buxom, or
on the healthy-looking side of plumpness, having distinctively
curvaceous hips and prominent breasts. She was also below average
in height but not too short, with a head covered by a massive
uncontrollable bush of curly dark red hair, which made her seem
taller than she actually was. Her hair was unusual, its dark almost
dark red wine colour contrasted sharply with her extremely pale
milky white complexion and striking dark green eyes. Because of her
unusual appearance, his eyes were constantly drawn to her and she
soon noticed that he kept staring at her. At first, she frowned,
feeling a bit self-conscious by this unexpected attention that
bordered on blatant intrusion. But then it dawned on her that there
was something more than mere curiosity to his frequent indiscreet
glances, he was showing genuine overt interest in her, even though
it should have been done more inadvertently, or more
surreptitiously, in a sort of covert or unobtrusive, chance-like
fashion rather than just staring at her the whole time. She thought
that he was obviously and harmlessly clueless when it came to women
and courtship. She too began to stare back at him when he was not
looking, in a less obvious manner, of course.

So at speaker’s
forum they began to exchange frequent glances, and their eye
contacts grew more intimate, more lingering, like the touching and
holding of hands. Then they began to smile spontaneously at each
other, especially when they recognized in each other’s demeanour
that what had been said in the fiery debates had resonated deeply
within both of them. When the same chord had been struck in both of
them, they shared nonverbally that information of mutual awareness,
in the frequency of their reciprocal and meaningful smiles, which
started to confirm that the seeds of a growing intimacy had taken
root between them.

She started to
feel drawn to this person who was also slightly below average
height, but with an attractive, athletically sculptured, and
graceful physical frame. He was definitely not unhandsome in any
manner of speaking, he had striking features, a distinctly Roman
nose, thick black hair, deep blue eyes and she also liked the dark
masculine shadow of stubble that always formed on his jaws and chin
by lunchtime. This was because he shaved at 5.00 am every morning.
He had to get up early so that he could catch the 6.15 am train
from Brakpan to Johannesburg.

While not being
pretty or a beauty in any obvious way, her strange enigmatic
sensuality made her attractive to the intelligent gaze of any man.
Her lush lips and high cheekbones gave an exotic touch to her face.
Her slightly aquiline nose enhanced the sensuality of her facial
features. She looked at his nose and smiled. They shared a feature,
something common between noble Romans and Jews. Their respective
noses were ever so slightly different, he was clearly Roman, almost
aristocratic, but hers was unmistakably Jewish. In fact, everything
about her was unmistakably Jewish, it would have been impossible
for her to disguise her Semitic identity, despite her porcelain
skin.

Franco
Sorrentino had grown up as a member of the small Catholic community
in Brakpan, all of whom were descendants of Italian, Portuguese,
and Lebanese immigrants. They also formed the core of the devout
flock that had been in the pastoral care of Father Agostino, a
Franciscan priest from Italy.

While Devorah’s
grandparents who had been Trotskyites were lucky to have escaped
certain death in Poland, all her relatives who stayed behind in
Warsaw died in the genocide at Auschwitz. Her own parents in
reaction to the radical political and socialist proclivities of her
maternal and paternal grandparents rebelled against everything
these Polish émigrés had stood for and believed in, by joining the
ranks of the Johannesburg community of conservative observant
orthodox Jews with strong Zionist leanings.

Devorah had
inherited the radical inclinations of her grandparents. Her parents
had made peace with their wayward daughter who was only Jewish
because of her genetic ancestry and not because of any deep-seated
Jewish convictions or devotion concerning Judaism. So as long she
continued to take her university studies seriously they were
happy.

Devorah was
co-majoring in political science, philosophy, and English (PPE).
She decided to take English in place of economics, so she was not
the typical PPE triple major BA student, which characterised a
Witsie student who had radical Leftist learnings. Franco wanted to
study Mechanical Engineering, but being dependent on a Department
of Education teaching bursary he could only take certain prescribed
teaching subjects which would be relevant for the prospective or
candidate high school teacher. So in lieu of engineering, he had
chosen to major in physics and mathematics as an alternative to
doing engineering. They were both in their 3rd year, the
final year for their BA and BSc degrees, respectively.

When Devorah
first came to Wits, it was her initial intention to major in
psychology and sociology. All her peers who had come to Wits mainly
to look for husbands advised her that a BA in psycho and socio
would be her best option if she wanted a future. But at first-year
registration, she signed up at the last moment for philosophy,
political science, and English. Both philosophy and political
science seemed to be the trendy and sexy courses to take, so she
too soon drifted in the general political direction that most PPE
students took, later finding that she too like the rest of her PPE
peers had become ineluctably drawn more and more to the radical
fringes of student life at Wits. So at registration, she chose an
alternative destiny, so instead of embarking on the academic path
recommended by her peers, which was the safe path to take,
especially if you happened to be looking for a husband, she at the
spur of the moment changed her mind, she abandoned all intentions
of becoming ‘husband bait’ which would have been the case if she
took psychology and sociology as her majors. In spite of the sound
advice offered freely by her husband-searching peers, she drifted
instead into political science and philosophy which seemed to be
where her real interests lay, with English becoming her third
major.

She was warned
that as a nice Jewish girl she would not find a suitable husband if
she became one of those PPE cockroaches. She was warned that
lawyers, accountants, doctors, and dentists preferred the female
psycho and socio majors as wives as they tended to be good home
makers and mothers because they would have acquired through their
studies the sound and necessary theoretical groundings when it came
to child-rearing skills and managing a home.

Drifting into
something without planning seemed to have been the story of her
life until Franco appeared on the scene. With him hovering around,
making her feel attractive, significant, and wanted, she for once
started to feel like a real person. She was amazed and surprised
with herself, that she could be captured in the way that Franco had
seemingly inadvertently drawn her to him. He had ignited feelings
in her for him.

Before long,
they started to regularly greet each other whenever they happened
to walk past each other on campus. One day after spotting her
sitting by herself in the canteen drinking coffee, he carried his
cup of coffee over and asked if he could join her. It was the week
before their exams. With the postponement of Speakers Forum until
after the June exams and the July holidays, they managed to meet a
few more times in the canteen for coffee before university went
into its winter recess.

He thought
about Devorah’s phone call. Before he had received that first
telephone call from Devorah an interval of several weeks had
already gone by since he had last seen or spoken to her at Wits. He
wondered how she had got hold of his telephone number. There was
only one Sorrentino phone number in the phonebook for Brakpan and
one would need to have access to the East Rand telephone directory
to get it. So it was evident that Devorah must have made an effort
to track down his telephone number.

He questions in
his mind about Devorah’s phone call.

Had she called
him because there was no one else she could ask to go with her to
see the play? He wondered about that. Maybe she knew that he felt
something for her. But he hardly knew her. How many times had they
drank coffee together, was it 3 or 4 times? And each time, they
were together for not more than half an hour. Yet a spark had been
ignited between them, and the flame which drew them together was
now burning stronger than ever. In fact, it had become a blaze.

She thought
that maybe the way she felt about him was reciprocal. Maybe he
shared the same kind of feelings for her that she had for him.

And so he too
guessed that she felt something for him, he concluded that this was
the real reason why she phoned, she wanted to see him. He smiled to
himself. She certainly has lots of chutzpah he thought. She went
out on a limb in phoning him, asking him out at such short
notice.

















Chapter
2


Devorah opened
the built-in cupboard doors and surveyed the contents of her
cluttered wardrobe. It was a mess. She shook her head; she did not
have any decent outfits. She also suddenly felt conflicted. She
wanted so much to look attractive tonight, possibly even sexy, but
she also wanted to be feminist, and Leftist, in appearance if that
were possible, and on top of all this she also wanted to be
comfortably warm, all of these goals seem to be incompatible. She
had neglected her wardrobe, not because of a lack of money but
because of a lack of interest, no male had expressed any interest
in her until Franco came along and gate-crashed into her life and
had turned it upside down, kindling all kinds of feelings that she
began to have for him.

Before Franco
came onto the scene, she had lost interest in the way she presented
herself to the world. There was no incentive because no one who she
found interesting happened to also find her interesting and
desirable. No one had shown any sign that she was desirable. No one
else had noticed her before Franco started staring at her and had
become overtly preoccupied with her, making her feel wanted,
special and desirable in just the way she was. Now that someone
finally seemed to be interested in her, she suddenly felt
vulnerable enough to start panicking about herself, especially
about her image, about her appearance, about the way she looked, or
how she would be perceived by someone else who had now become very
significant to her. Suddenly she was filled with an urgency
bordering on an anxiety attack to make not only a good impression
but a lasting impression.

She looked at
the reflection of her face and body in the mirror and wondered what
a person was besides something that necessarily speaking had to
have a body. Does a person need to have a mind in order to be a
person, and what is mind, and what is consciousness, and does it
mean to be conscious, and are all sentient beings conscious in some
kind of way, in a way that was peculiar to their own kind of being?
In the case of humans, a person had to have something like a mind
in order to be self-aware or self-conscious, which was always
necessarily a conscious awareness of the fact that they were a
self, or that they possessed something which represented selfhood,
even if it was only a thinking self, which is much more than being
a mere subject, a subject is something that feels pain, that feels
emotions, that feels desires and everything else that a subject
could possibly be inflicted with, or afflicted with. She realized
that there was this dualism of selfhood versus ‘subject-hood,’
which had become a legacy of Descartes’s Meditations, a
Cartesian legacy that refused to go away, a legacy that continued
to haunt all thinking no matter what. In a way, Descartes had
invented the modern idea of the self as a thinking substance. No
one before him had spoken about the self in the same way that
Descartes had initiated. With Descartes, everything changed. Modern
philosophy was born with Descartes’ Meditations. This she
felt certain of.

To be a subject
you had to have a body, but does a mind or self need a body in
order to exist? Can we exist without bodies, that is, without being
subjects at the same time, subjects who can be subjected to
afflictions? Is it possible that the self can be disentangled from
its subject-hood?

‘Here we go
Descartes,’ she thought. ‘You have got me thinking again. I am a
thinking self, a something that thinks, a substance that thinks, I
exist because I think, but can I trust my eyes, can I trust all my
senses, how can I possibly know for certain that the image I see in
the mirror is me and not a thought, not a mental image, not a
mental object, not a mental picture, or not something which has
been planted in my mind, in my brain by some demon. Could I be a
dream from which it was impossible to escape by means of waking up?
How do I know that I am not dreaming all of this stuff?’ She
wondered as her eyes remained fixed on the reflection of her image
in the mirror.

‘I have green
eyes and a bush of dark red hair, can that possibly be me? Is that
really me? Could I become someone else, someone with a different
physical appearance?’ She mused.

‘Surely a
person to be a person must have more than just a body, a person can
only be a person if they also have a mind, thoughts, memories,
ideas, fears, convictions, passions, intentions, feelings, beliefs,
desires, sensations, wishes and hopes? Surely, you can only be a
person if you can experience sensations and have thoughts, thoughts
about those sensations. Or are we just complicated machines with
thousands of macroscopic components and billions of microscopic
machine-like moving parts all jiggling frenetically about in a
Brownian storm of thermal fluctuations in symphony with the
simultaneous firing of hundreds of billions of neurons going off
like an exploding giant supernova? And out of this electrical and
mechanical maelstrom, mind, feelings, emotions, sense impressions,
ideas and thoughts all emerged like some binary-coded ticker-tape
from the black box of the brain.’ She considered while all the time
reflecting deeply on the mystery of her image reflected in the
mirror.

‘Who am I
actually? What am I actually? Am I experiencing some kind of
psychosis right this moment?’

‘Am I just a
girl who is plumb with a bush of dark red hair? What kind of animal
I am? Can I know and experience the animal that I happen to be or
that I am? I have no soul, I am just some kind of being with
thoughts, a being that has evolved to be this thing that I now see
in the mirror.’

All of these
images of the internal universe of the human body and brain were
conjured by an imagination that had been fed a diet of science
fiction pulp which Devorah had intellectually consumed during her
high school years as an eccentric and tubby teenager when she
flittered like a butterfly from one circle of school friends to the
next, and like a butterfly moving from one flower to the next, she
never settled down for very long.

At King David,
when she stopped believing in God in standard 8, she also stopped
believing in the existence of the soul. For her, there was no ghost
in the machine. We were only some sort of animated substance that
had emerged in the depths of time from primordial slime as a result
of random fortuitous chemical reactions at the bottom of some warm
dark pool. A creature that has emerged from the slime without
meaning or purpose was how she sometimes felt about herself.

She looked
again in the mirror, and wondered what kind of a creature has a
mind, body, and face like hers? Does her mind embody her character,
where does her personality reside? If she did not have a soul and
there was no ghost in the machine, then what was the ontological
status of her personality or of her own personhood? She believed
that she was indeed a person, otherwise, how could she be feeling
various emotions and how could she otherwise be asking all these
self-reflective questions?

She wondered
again: How could she possibly be thinking all of this stuff if she
were not a person if she were not an actually existing person?

It was all
quite baffling. Even after taking first-year psychology and having
done philosophy as one of her majors, she was still in the dark
regarding many questions about mind, body, and free will. And with
all of these questions that plagued her mind, one could not escape
the question of morals. For starters, without a mind, and without
free will there could be no question of morals, and we would not
have to worry about ‘what we ought to do’ in various situations.
Without a mind, a body and free will, there could be no moral
agency. And without any moral agency, there could not be a moral
universe. Also if people did not have material bodies that could
feel pain and suffering, there could be no question of morals?
Without injury, suffering, pain, and death there could be no moral
questions. It was as simple as that! What is the meaning of
morality if we could not experience pain or know what suffering was
like? If we were not subjects who could suffer afflictions then
morality would have no meaning and a theory of ethics would be an
absurdity. The experience of pain is the foundation of ethical
theory.

Her thoughts
returned to Franco. He had turned her life into this state of
perpetual crisis. He had made her vulnerable.

Over the past
few weeks, she often wondered what he could possibly see in her.
She realized that he was obviously attracted to the whole package,
the body with the person in it, the mind, and the self that was
connected with the body. What kind of embodied person was she that
made her attractive and interesting to him?

After examining
her image in the mirror with a jaundiced eye, she suddenly felt
dreadfully overweight. ‘I am not much of a package deal’ she
thought despondently. In desperation, she pulled in her stomach,
pushed out her bust, and straightened her shoulders. She still
looked plump or slightly tubby. She remembered that as a child
close relatives had referred to her as being tubby. She grew up to
be a tubby teenager. She looked critically at her legs, her thighs,
and calves. She thought her legs looked shapely. They were actually
well built she thought as she cast her eyes over her calves and
thighs. Yes, well built and shapely because they had to support and
carry a fat body she concluded. Sometimes fattish people do indeed
have good-looking legs. She found some comfort in the knowledge
that her legs were not that bad looking. Turning around before the
mirror, she again critically examined her naked body, this time
with new eyes, not her previous eyes, but the eyes of Franco. She
tried to imagine how he would see her, especially if she wore a
tight-fitting or clinging garment, or if he saw her naked, what
would he think of her? Would he still be filled with desire for
her? Would he want to hold her and make love to her? She looked at
the soft mound of her lower abdomen, the padding on her hips and
buttocks, her well-developed but firm and shapely breasts. She
thought her breasts were OK; she also drew some comfort from this
anatomical fact. She had good legs and good breasts. On second
thoughts, she concluded that her breasts were actually nice.
Everything else seemed to be well padded with a layer of fat. She
looked once more at the image of her body in the mirror and pulled
a face. ‘I look and feel like a hippopotamus’ she thought to
herself. ‘What could he possibly see in me? Oh Lord, I will die if
I can’t have him.’

This bombshell
realization struck her like a revelation. She had fallen in love
with him, and she suddenly felt totally inadequate. All kinds of
insecurities about her self-perception began to invade her thoughts
like an unwelcome visitor who could only be the bearer of bad
news.

If he had not
been so persistent in noticing her, she would have been blissfully
oblivious of his existence and would now be free of the emotional
turmoil that threatened to overwhelm her. In a sense, if Franco had
not appeared on the scene, then she would have been free, even
self-confident because there would be no threats to undermine her
self-confidence. But now her moods changed from moment to moment.
One moment she felt so elated that she even found the courage to
phone him, and practically ask him out on a date. After she had
spoken to him on the phone, she was filled with the hope of certain
possession. She felt such incredible joy; she was filled with such
good emotional feelings.

But now after
seeing her reflection in the mirror and the mess in her wardrobe
she had fallen into a state of despondency. It seemed like she
would end up losing him. It seemed to be a certainty. Now she felt
incredibly vulnerable. Now she felt that she had got herself into a
proper mess.

And that was
not all.

Lately, she had
become aware that she was sighing at odd moments, like an old
woman. She felt that she had lost all control over herself, over
her life, over her emotions, and over her own thoughts; but then
again she never felt that she ever owned her life in the way of
being in control of it. In fact, her life had always been about
losing control, of never having full control over any situation,
losing ownership, losing agency. Yes, she distinctly lacked agency.
She often wondered about free will. It was impossible to use your
free will to control feelings and desires. She wanted him even
though she feared having him, because in having him she may also
end up losing him.

Now ironically,
she was even less free to be herself, whoever that person may be,
because now there would always be this gnawing lack of
self-confidence that would eat away at her sense of freedom, her
agency, her happiness, and her contentment. She would always be
overwhelmed with a sense of insecurity, and a sense of loss. Her
fate or destiny was indeed to live a miserable life, she was
convinced of this. She could not stop the flood of negative
feelings and thoughts. She sat naked on the bed and stared at the
full-length mirror fixed to the closed cupboard door.

There was
nothing she could do with her hair. It was a complete jungle.
Everybody said she had such lovely hair, so thick and dense. The
constant refrain, ‘I will kill to have hair like yours,’ sounded so
hollow and false. No one wanted to kill for the rest of her
attributes, her shortness, her plumpness, or her nose. Her nose
looked so awfully Jewish or so obviously Lebanese, and her wardrobe
was a complete disaster, and she had become overweight. It was all
because she had neglected seeing herself as a woman. A woman can
only see herself through the eyes of a man. Until today she had
lived comfortably in the reassurance of all her imaginary Leftist
and feminist alibis, all of whom indulged her, singing antiphonally
the same chorus line that she should avoid being a kugel, and that
she should not be so bourgeois.

The constant
refrain of the Leftist and feminist chorus had played a role in
justifying what had become of her appearance, and of what had
become of her life, especially after 3 years of university life. It
was all due to the inevitable consequences of hanging out with a
Yeoville Jewish Leftist clique and becoming influenced by all their
judgmental anti-establishment values. It was like being in a
religious cult of misfits. None of them had actually read Marx;
none of them had actually wrestled critically with Marxist theory.
Yet anyone who expressed an idea on Marxist theory suddenly became
for some unknown reason a vulgar Marxist.

Or someone who
had become very pretentious.

Being a Leftist
groupie was no longer a meaningful consolation for the neglect of
those deeper needs that had been woken up from a slumber deep down
in her inner most being. Being in love suddenly became
all-important in her search for meaning. Intellectually she knew
what was happening emotionally to her. She had become infatuated
with this Italian boy, most likely a very Catholic Italian boy,
considering his manner, his intelligence, his dignity, his bearing,
his sensitivity and innocent naivety when it came to the opposite
sex. She recognized that he possessed everything that she wanted in
a man.

She eventually
managed to put together an outfit that would look sexy and at the
same time make her feel warm. She found a pair of black stilettoes,
black woollen tights and a tight-fitting beige woollen outfit that
covered her buttock and reached just above her knees, well more up
to the middle of her thighs, and she thought her thighs looked
good, even when covered with the black woollen tights, so she would
show a bit of thigh when she snuggled up against him in the
theatre. For extra warmth, she decided that she would put on her
black duffle coat which covered her knees. She could take off the
coat in the theatre and the restaurant if they went to eat
something after the play.

Satisfied with
her outfit she showered, washed, and conditioned her hair with
products that she had specially bought, which gave her hair a
pleasant erotic fragrance. She had also bought make-up. After
struggling for a while in front of the mirror with the eyeliner,
eye shadow, tinge of base and rouge, and lipstick, she finally
looked at her face and started to feel wickedly sensual and wanton
for the very first time in her life. ‘I am doing all of this for
you, my dearest Franco,’ she said looking at her face in the
mirror.

After getting
dressed, she stood in front of the mirror fixed to the clothing
cupboard door. Something was missing. She found a shiny black satin
sash, which she wrapped tightly around her waist. She examined
herself again in the mirror. The sash did the job. She did not look
too plump; in fact, she decided that she
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