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PREFACE











As an activist
Jesuit linked to the Roman Catholic Church in Nigel and being the
parish priest of Our Lady of Sorrows, I have ministered to
Professor Quinn Magee who has been a devout and generous member of
our small parish of mainly proletarian black township dwellers. I
have also enjoyed a lifelong friendship with Quinn, initially as a
school friend, but also as his travelling partner backpacking
through Europe, as a fellow student at the University of the
Witwatersrand and then later in life as his parish priest, and now
in our old age as his birdwatching companion. I believe that I have
got to know Quinn fairly well. In fact, he has been like a brother
to me. While Quinn has always been an intensely private person to
the point of secrecy, I think that I must be the only person in the
world with whom he has ever spoken about his personal life. On our
hiking trips and regular birdwatching expeditions especially to the
Marievale Bird Sanctuary and the surrounding wetlands of the East
Rand, he spoke freely about his life, often with passionate
intensity and urgency, as if to get everything off his chest and to
exorcise his demons. Quinn reminded me of a personality who could
have stepped out of a Dostoevsky novel or even out of a novel
written by Herman Melville or Albert Camus. We both love
Dostoevsky, Melville and Camus. Anyway, be that as it may, I have
taken it upon myself to write Quinn’s story which will be published
when we have both passed on. After our deaths, including the deaths
of Raizel and Gabriella, nothing will remain of us, except what we
have written, and what we have written remains an extension of
ourselves, and being an extension of ourselves, what we have
written will form part of our dead bodies, and this book too will
become the corpse of its author (or authors). And what will remain
of us will continue to live on in the form of our spectral
existence haunting the pages of this book.

















CHAPTER ONE
- BACK FROM THE PAST
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In the Central
News Agency in the main street of the decaying business centre of
Nigel, a small town located on the furthest edge of the East Rand,
Quinn Magee, professor emeritus, a lean man of medium height with a
full head of short-cropped greying hair, a masculine chin and
angular lower jawline, covered in stubble, a handsome man by all
accounts, still youthful looking, physically fit, and exceedingly
sprightly for a sixty-eight year old man, immediately recognized
the portrait of the woman on the cover of TIME Magazine. As
serendipity would have it, the glossy picture of the attractive and
sophisticated woman now in her early sixties was none other than
Raizel Kolitz. Her smiling face, her penetrating eyes that seemed
to fix their gaze on the viewer, virtually leapt into the present
from the past out of the magazine cover seizing Quinn’s attention,
literally ambushing him, catching him completely unawares. We all
have an intuition of what it must be like for someone to return
without warning from the shadows of the past. Her sudden appearance
was not in the form of a warm vital flesh and blood bodily
materialization, yet nevertheless, it was no less real, for Quinn
it was very real and in a mysterious sense also propitious, as in a
positive sign personally directed at him. Why? At that very
instant, in the CNA, she was both present and absent, present and
absent in the form of an inexplicable assurance, in the nature of
an unfathomable auspice to be sure. Again why? Because sometimes it
feels like, we can divine the future. We are able to prophesy. In
the case of Raizel Kolitz, she had fulfilled all prophetic
expectations that Quinn could have possibly entertained concerning
her destiny. As strange as it may seem, while I knew about her I
never had the opportunity to meet Raizel when she and Quinn were
together. The period that they together overlapped with a hiatus in
my own life.
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As it so often
happens for many of us, especially in the autumn of life, with the
falling of dusk, with the gathering gloom, one’s thoughts start
returning to the past with increasing frequency. And finally, when
we reach the very twilight of our existence, for whatever reason,
we often find ourselves taking stock of our lives, trying to make
sense of our past. As we unpack the memories, we find ourselves
thinking about those who had once touched our lives, we ruminant
over those events that played a significant role in shaping the way
our lives turned out. We also often find ourselves over-analysing,
even obsessively, those events which changed the course of our
lives. There is often a sense of poignancy, a sense of loss when we
find ourselves reminiscing over certain individuals who had once
featured quite significantly and meaningfully in one’s distant
youth. And as it so often happens, it is precisely when we become
reflectively preoccupied with that certain special individual who
had once featured in our past, that that very person suddenly
breaks into one’s life once more, maybe in the form of news from a
friend or a telephone call or an email or even a friend request on
Facebook. We now live in an age where technology can bring about
the convergence or re-intersection of our life trajectories even
after they have become separated in time and space, diverging
further and further away, drifting by forces of circumstances into
their own detached orbits. Digital technology provides the means
and the occasion for a reunion. Reunions can become opportunities
for rediscovery, renewal, rekindling and revitalization of
forgotten friendships, for the reawakening and possible restoration
of love unwillingly foregone, for remembrance, for reminiscence,
for letting go of regrets. They may even help us gain a new
perspective on who we have become over time, possibly even helping
us to re-conceptualize or re-configure the significance of our own
lives, especially when mirrored in the eyes of a friend returning
to us from the past, a friend who can remember who we once were, a
friend who can merge the images of our past with the present,
recognizing who and what we have become, a friend who can see the
composite picture, fully integrated, a seamless synthesis of past
and present, which we by ourselves are unable to even imagine.
Therefore, a reunion of old friends brings together the past,
present, and future.
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Building and
expanding on the ideas in Jorge Luis Borges’ short story ‘The
Garden of Forking Paths’, we can envisage the advancing present as
a journey into a panoramic vista in which the horizon constantly
opens up before us a realm of infinite prospects, forcing us to
make choices between alternative possibilities. All the likelihoods
which the future may hold lie before us like a shimmering spectrum,
like constantly shifting kaleidoscopic mirages, discernible and yet
indiscernible, unrealized but imaginable, thinkable and yet
unthinkable, conceivable and yet inconceivable, prospects,
potentialities, possibilities, laying there before us, as so many
forks in the road ahead, as so many decisions, as so many choices,
every fork representing a lost opportunity or an unexpected
windfall. In the end, we become our decisions, we become our
choices. We have all had our fair share of lost opportunities,
having taken the wrong fork in the road, and in this sense, we have
all suffered multiple deaths by not becoming something who we could
have been. All these spectral strangers, who exist as different
versions of ourselves, individuals who we could have become, now
return to haunt our lives as the unrealized possibilities of our
existence. I am not a believer in destiny. Destiny does not exist.
How could destiny ever exist if lived life consists of an infinity
of bifurcating paths, like an infinity of forks in the road ahead,
representing a multiplicity of different futures? This means that
nothing is certain, nothing is predestined, nothing is settled, and
the future always remains open to all kinds of possibilities, even
in the face of shrinking horizons. In a nutshell, this is the
essence of the story I wish to narrate. Without the co-existence of
multiple possibilities, there could be no such thing as providence,
and also no such thing as freedom. Providence is the servant of
freedom. Freedom is the condition of possibility for the thing
called providence. Yet in a way, we all hold the seed of what the
future could become in our hands. We plant the seed of our future.
Providence lies within our grasp. This is the gift of freedom that
has been placed in our hands, freedom to mould, freedom to shape
and to give form to our lives. Freedom to believe, freedom for
faith. OK, I sound like a priest giving a brief homily.
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With the
emergence of the internet, driven by curiosity, Quinn eventually
gave in to his need to investigate what had transpired in the life
of Raizel Kolitz. Long before her meteoric rise to global eminence,
he had spent many hours late into the night surfing the internet in
search of any snippets of information or news that would provide
some snapshots of Raizel’s life. Initially, there was no
information or news regarding her public or personal life. Until
the late-1990s, nothing about her had found its way into the
digital universe of the internet’s public domain. Then suddenly she
began to appear on the radar, her signal started growing stronger
and stronger, registering a very definite signature or profile of
an influential personality whose voice had struck a chord with
millions, a voice expressing critical views that were germane to
the times, a voice articulating a prophetic message of
anarcho-communism, which resonated powerfully with the millennials.
It was an unexpected surprise that the voice of this
sixty-something Australian woman spoke in a trans-national and
trans-ethnic fashion to the hearts and minds of the global youth,
who had become disillusioned with capitalism, nationalism and
religion, just when identity politics had become all the rage. The
number of ‘Raizel Kolitz’ hits began to steadily increase with
every new Google search. With the turn of the millennium, her
prominence as an activist, academic, scholar, public intellectual,
artist, filmmaker and writer began to grow exponentially. In Google
Scholar, her citations soared. As a high profile personality, she
began to feature regularly in the spotlight of controversy on Al
Jazeera and also on the Russian 24/7 English-language news channel
RT, making international headline news as an anarcho-communist
activist fighting for any cause which furthered the interests of
the marginalized masses of the global south. While having
impeccable Leftist credentials her withering criticisms of Cuba,
Venezuela, Zimbabwe, Angola, and South Africa, not to mention her
criticism of Vladimir Lenin or the Bolsheviks or Fidel Castro or
twentieth-century communism did not make her very popular with a
significant majority of the so-called Left or cultural Marxists who
belonged to an older generation when compared to the more open
minds of the youthful millennials. She trashed multiculturalism,
intersectionality and political correctness. She did not spare
Israel or the Palestinians. Concerning her personal life, he
learned that she had never married, but she had a daughter who had
become a prominent individual in her own right, ironically in the
role of a pro-Israel Zionist activist.
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It was her
dystopian movie ‘The Dreaming’ which catapulted Raizel into
international prominence. The movie was based on her book by the
same title written shortly after the fall of the Berlin Wall and
the collapse of communism, a book that challenged the core
assumptions of Fukuyama’s bestseller ‘The End of History’. She had
become the new voice for anarchism and socialism in a world
desperate to escape the quagmire of a collapsing global
civilization. In her scholarly opinion, the significance of Marx’s
entire oeuvre lay in the radical meaning of the words ‘autonomy’
and ‘freedom’. The essence of communism lay in the ‘concrete
materialization’ of those two words. In all the interviews Raizel
reiterated that what she was advocating was nothing new, she was
merely expanding and elaborating on what has already been advocated
by Simone Weil. All political parties should be abolished. The
realization of autonomy and freedom was impossible without the
prior abolition of all political parties. Political parties
perpetuate the existence of oligarchies, social hierarchies and
inequality through the destruction of individual sovereignty,
autonomy and freedom. Political parties can only function as
hierarchical organizations. It was coded into their DNA. It was
what constituted their essential nature, possibly even
metaphysically, which means epistemically and ontologically, such
as the ‘being’ and ‘essence’ of all political parties, they could
only exist by virtue of being hierarchical. In practice, political
parties as hierarchically structured organizations, internal
competition and struggle for power between individual party members
for top positions within the organization is a fact of party life,
it is a defining principle, an integral and constitutive dynamic
within any political party. Like an unbreakable Law of Nature,
political power inexorably becomes concentrated in the hands of a
single person or a cabal or a party elite. As power-seeking
organizations or movements, all political parties are inherently or
essentially totalitarian and criminal in nature and in practice. As
such, the political party is the incubator of totalitarianism. The
organization of the polis, the body of citizens, or the social
formation in general, can be characterized on a binary basis as
follows: hierarchical versus non-hierarchical, oligarchical versus
non-oligarchical, totalitarian versus non-totalitarian,
non-egalitarian versus egalitarian, non-autonomy versus autonomy,
non-self-rule versus self-rule, non-self-governance versus
self-governance, the rulers versus the ruled, the governors versus
the governed, the ruling class versus the non-ruling class,
differentiation of power versus non-differentiation of power, and
so on. Any social formation or polis that is hierarchically
organized is essentially by nature an oligarchy. All oligarchies
are ruled by powerful political elites and by virtue of that fact
alone, all oligarchies are organized in terms of their structure
and functioning as hierarchies of psychological, social, economic
and political domination. In this sense, all oligarchies are
essentially totalitarian in nature, differing only in degree and
kind along a continuum of increasing tyranny and decreasing
autonomy for the individual citizen.
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In summary,
paraphrasing Simone Weil, the ultimate goal of any political party
is the expansion of its own growth, power and influence without
limit in terms of electoral support. Electoral support equals
power, not for the electorate but for the party elite. The
electorate remains essentially powerless, without autonomy, agency,
sovereignty or freedom. This means that all political parties are
driven by totalitarian aspirations, if not obsessions, making
political parties by nature essentially socio-pathological or
predatory or criminally predisposed organizations. In this sense,
political parties are by their very nature vehicles for
totalitarianism. It is a supreme irony and a political paradox that
totalitarianism can flourish with such impunity in a representative
multi-party electoral based on parliamentary democracy. Based on
her critique of political parties, which revolved around the nature
of their intrinsic and essential role and function in the
perpetuation of oligarchies, Raizel was also advocating a complete
rethinking of revolutionary praxis within the theoretical framework
of Marx’s critique of political economy. Her understanding of the
nature and goal of revolutionary theory and praxis, which was the
destruction of the oligarchy in all of its diverse manifestations
and materializations were informed by ideas and principles
regarding the actual nature of the revolutionary process, and of
the nature of revolutionary actions, which would be necessary for
the materialization or concretization of individual autonomy and
freedom. What is meant by the word ‘praxis’ you may ask? In short,
praxis means action and action means materialization or
concretization of something, where something also includes theory.
In short, revolutionary praxis brings about the destruction of the
oligarchy in all of its manifestations in space and time through
the materialization of individual autonomy and freedom. The
universal and lingering problem of social revolution is that
revolution more often than not ends up reproducing the very
hierarchies of social domination that it was supposed to have
abolished. This was something that Marx was unable to foresee or
imagine. To circumvent this possibility revolutionary praxis
requires the construction of a particular institutional form of a
collective subject, which is centred on making all the elements
that are commonly important for the flourishing of human life
non-appropriable or transformable into private property or
political power or weaponized into political power in the hands of
a post-revolutionary oligarchical elite operating under the aegis
of vanguardism or democratic centralism. The elements that are
commonly important can be conceptualized in the idea of the commons
or something like the ‘principle of the commons’. What is commonly
important is everything that is necessary for the flourishing of
human life. And what is commonly important embraces a multiple and
diverse range of elements such as technologies, resources, work,
education, healthcare, shelter, food, transport, recreation and so
on. Having access to the benefits of these elements is critical for
the materialization of autonomy and freedom. The violent
revolutionary conquest of the state does not by itself translate
into having access to all of the elements that are necessary for
the flourishing of human life. Not having free access to these
elements is equivalent to the absence of autonomy and freedom, it
is also equivalent to oppression, and signals the failure of the
revolution. A critical dimension to understanding the radicalness
of autonomy is power, the power to control not only the means of
production but also the means for the flourishing of human life. So
far, all revolutions have failed dismally to achieve this anarchist
ideal. Hence, revolution as an enterprise for human flourishing can
only be realized under the flag of anarchism.
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I have here
distilled or crystallized the essence of Raizel’s anarcho-communism
programme. As a Jesuit priest, I cannot fault her ideas, in fact, I
endorse them, I embrace them. Why? Because they embrace and capture
the unadulterated essence of ‘Catholicity’ and the sacral or
sacramental understanding of the Catholic idea of reality and the
totality of the human vocation. I can vouch for Quinn, this is also
what he believes in as a Catholic. Of course, I realize the
paradox, the contradictions, of Roman Catholicism. Catholicism as
such has become the paradigm of hierarchical organization. The
clergy as an elite presides over the faithful. This is the burden
of pain I bear and endure as a Catholic priest, especially in the
role of the presiding celebrant of the Mass. In reality, I am
called forth from the community to lead the Eucharist prayers as
the representative of Jesus before the assembled congregation, I am
supposed to be the guide into the mysteries of God as revealed in
the person of Jesus, the messiah, the lamb of God, the God who died
on a Roman Cross. God died, this is the mystery of Christianity.
Like Quinn, I was born into Catholicism. However, I was not born a
Christian. It is impossible to be born a Christian or to be a
Christian by birth. I consciously became a Christian, a convert to
Christianity in my confirmation. I am a convert in the most radical
sense. Nevertheless, I am not in the converting business. I am a
priest to Catholics. If someone comes to me in my capacity as a
Catholic priest wishing to become a Christian, a believer in Jesus
and the good news of the Gospels, I will explain that his or her
conversion is entirely a matter between them and God and not with
me. My instruction: go read the New Testament and then decide what
it means to be a Christian. Then I will Baptist you if you pass my
interrogation. You have to prove to me that your reasons for
wanting to be a Christian are valid. Redemption and salvation and
following Jesus is something exceedingly complex. It involves a lot
more than simply answering an altar call in a Pentecostal or
Evangelical outreach campaign and reciting something called the
‘sinners prayer’. The Eucharist or Mass is the centre of the
Christian life, without participating in the celebration of the
Eucharist or the Mass you cannot be a Christian.
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The idea of
civilization and its north-south differentiation: The global south,
otherwise known as the Southern Hemisphere, represents the antipode
or opposite of what is believed to be the ‘civilized world’ or even
the antipode of the order of things, that is, contrary to the way
that things should be. In contrast to the global north, the global
south exists as another kind of ‘order’, in the form of an
inversion or perversion or transgression of the global north. In
the Western mind, when the epic Homeric voyages into the unmapped
expanses of Terra Australis first began, the upside-down face of
the world was where the primeval with all its savagery, perversity,
depravity and barbarity was perceived to have reigned in all of its
pristine and sublime malevolent strangeness unchanged since the
dawn of the world. To head southwards was equivalent to taking a
voyage from the present or the future into the past. To the Western
mind within the confines of these ahistorical zones, an eternal
presence reigned in those ‘empty’ (empty of what) continental and
oceanic spaces, which stretched from horizon to horizon. A heavy
silence dwelt in this unchanging vastness of space, time itself
seemed to have stopped, trapped in a time warp, the unchanging and
the unbecoming were mirrored in the universe of this Palaeolithic
primordiality. In the anthropological and zoological gaze, a
spectacle of humanity in a state of nature emerged out of the mists
of the past. To those early intrepid European explorers who had
embarked on those southwards oceanic voyages, including Darwin’s
Beagle voyage, nothing seemed to have changed for tens of thousands
of years on those far-flung remote shores. Each day the same sun
rose in the east and set again in the west, and yet from day to
day, no day was any different from the next. The chances are that
had it not been for the southwards voyages in the Beagle, Darwin’s
books such as the ‘Voyage of the Beagle’ published in 1839, ‘On the
Origin of the Species’ published in 1859, and then his
controversial work ‘The Descent of Man’ published in 1871 would
never have been written. It was with the return of a duly
enlightened European mind, enlightened by virtue of these southward
voyages and southern sojourns that the theory of evolution broke
onto the shores of Western Civilization, and the reducibility of
history to nature became thinkable for the first time, it was
discovered that man was an animal.
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While the
‘historical’ events leading to humankind’s evolutionary descent
unfolded in the southern clines of the great African continent the
emergence of post-Neolithic civilizations and modernity followed in
the wake of humankind’s northward migration. North as History and
South as Nature still represent the antipodes of the world, and
northward migration persists despite or rather because of the
ambiguous juxtapositioning of opposite polarities or binaries in
the form of centripetal versus centrifugal forces, which drive the
south-to-north migration of populations, other factors that play a
role in determining the moral compass of migration include the
polarities of hospitality versus inhospitality or assimilatory
versus dissimilatory conditions or opportunity versus the dearth of
opportunity, or hope versus hopelessness, the vector of human
migration steadfastly pointing northwards confirming that the West
is still the best if one counts the numbers who vote with their
feet regarding the selection of the most hospitable and hopeful
destination, so pinning their hopes on the West they have sealed
their fate and destiny, no matter what, Western civilization still
rocks ironically and paradoxically. Yes, ironically, paradoxically,
ambiguously, enigmatically and mysteriously it somehow (why?)
remains the crowning glory of humankind’s highest achievement, the
highest good, desire, quest, and the eternal beacon of hope. Or so
it seems. Young man, young woman, your quest for whatever it is you
are questing, for whatever it is that you truly desire, lies
northwards, your journey or voyage or destiny, metaphorically or
metaphysically, seems to lie in that fabled or mythological land,
which always lies northwards, due north on the compass bearing, no
deviation, across the Mediterranean, there it exists, there it
lies, like a mirage, like a dream, reachable in desperate
overcrowded unseaworthy leaky vessels. There on its shores all your
human needs, longings, desires, and yearnings will be
satisfied.
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What kind of
person was Quinn Magee? I think it is important for the reader to
know. He was companionable, friendly or in other words very
likable. He was interesting. He had a way with words; he was
incredibly articulate, especially when he talked ‘about’ something
from a scientific or technical perspective. Whenever he talked
about some topic that fell within the ambit of science he could
easily enthral and enchant, or even mesmerize any listener remotely
interested in physics, quantum mechanics, string theory or
cosmology. I intentionally emphasized the word ‘about’ because he
seems to know an inordinate amount ‘about’ all kinds of stuff or
any kind of stuff, which happened to be part and parcel of the
physical Universe. Listening to him, you could not help wondering
how on earth could he have ever got to know so much. He was erudite
and eloquent. His brain boiled with ideas, ideas about almost
anything and everything. It goes without saying that he was a
prolific reader. A deep thinker. A person is given to reflection.
And as you may have guessed he was consumed by an insatiable
curiosity. Both girls and women liked him, and were drawn to him,
in fact, he was the kind of person you could easily fall in love
with, whether you were male or female. He was not garrulous or
given to verbal diarrhoea. Even though he was never at a loss for
words, the words, which he never used, were personal pronouns. This
redeeming feature of his personality needs to be emphasized. The
pronouns I, me, and myself, were mostly absent, enigmatically
absent, curiously absent, from his speech wherever he spoke.
Whatever he spoke about, it was hardly ever about himself. For
example, if you happened to sit next to him on a long-haul flight,
at the end of the flight after conversing with him for many hours,
you may certainly have learnt about a lot of interesting stuff, but
nothing about him personally. He cloaked himself in the aura of the
mysterious stranger. This was his gift or acting talent. He was the
proverbial ship passing in the night. The point is, he never spoke
about himself, he never allowed himself to become the topic of
conversation, he always steered the conversation away from the
personal, the biographical, the intimate, always focusing on
something interesting for its own shake. After a while, you
couldn’t help becoming conscious of this. It was something quite
remarkable, something very difficult for anyone to sustain when
engaged in any kind of conversation, it is something that requires
incredible skill, power, focus, wit, self-control and discipline,
yet something that he was the master of, something which
necessarily required a mysterious conversational sleight of hand,
accomplished with great finesse and aplomb. You could not pierce
the mask as it were. He could readily engage in a conversation
about some or another topic without ever revealing anything about
himself, as I have said, this was his talent. His talent was to
smile like he knew something, which you could never guess or
fathom. He would have this smile while looking at you, and subtly
imprinted on that characteristic smile there would be that
ever-present but barely perceptible, possibly enigmatic, an oblique
invitation at play in his eyes, on his lips, in his whole
demeanour, which seemed to be expressing something like: ‘Can you
guess the answer, can you solve the riddle, can you see, do you
understand’. The way he looked at you made you feel as if you were
being quizzed, almost subliminally, and you would feel compelled to
say something about anything, but mostly about yourself, because
most people find it easier to speak about themselves than anything
else. You would feel this need to say something about anything, no
matter how superfluous. And you would start speaking and he would
listen attentively, never interrupting. This was the gift that made
him so engaging and interesting to the point of enchantment. Girls
and women loved this about him. But there was a dark side as well.
He could withdraw, dissociate, becoming detached and even remote,
and it would seem that something was troubling him, and this could
be quite unsettling. Above all else, he was human, this means that
there were inconsistencies and contradictions in his views and
behaviour. Like all of us, there were cracks and blemishes and
shortcomings in his otherwise enchanting personality. I have learnt
to read him, like a wife who can read her husband, to see into his
mind.
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So having said
all of this about Quinn, you can appreciate that his sudden
obsession with Raizel was completely out of character, and very
revelatory. It goes without saying that with his growing obsession
with Raizel, Quinn read and re-read not only all of her novels but
also every paper that she had ever published. Assuming that her
mind was mirrored in her writings he thought he could discover
through the act of reflective reading what kind of living
personality she had developed into, compared to who she had been.
Was she still the same person he once knew or had she become a
complete stranger? His bid to link the authorial mind with a real
person through the act of mindful reading failed to give him that
tangible lively or vital access to the living and breathing person
hidden behind the wall of written words. Her emergence onto the
global stage as an eminently influential figure exceeded all his
expectations. He was conscious that it was possible that there
existed a complete mismatch between the young woman he had once
known so intimately and the public figure, that she had become. All
this time the person he had imagined her to be could be nothing
more than a phantom of his imagination and not a real person. The
phantom of his imagination was the seventeen-year-old girl with
whom he had had a love affair a very long time ago. Long before her
rise to fame. Fear of rejection had prevented him from attempting
to re-establish any kind of communication with Raizel. How do I
know this? It was an accurate guess on my part. As I have said, I
have learnt to read his mind, like a wife eventually learns to read
the mind of her husband. I will elaborate later on the reasons why
their relationship eventually withered away. After his retirement a
few years ago, he began to experience an untimely yearning for
Raizel. But not only for Raizel, but also for Gabriella. Gabriella
will feature in my story, and in time, I will speak more about
Gabriella. But now, for the time being, let’s focus on Raizel. He
began to toy with the idea of rekindling the emotional bond of
friendship that they had once shared in their youth in that all too
brief window of time. Yet he also felt that he had no right now to
intrude into her life. So to preserve the pristine sweetness of the
memory of their mad romance he refrained from contacting her. She
was not on Facebook. But he had found her mobile number, email and
postal address. And in a manner of speaking through the medium of
the cover of Time Magazine she had now inadvertently, unknowingly
broken into his life. Theoretically speaking I don’t think she
could ever have entertained the impact that her cover picture would
have on Quinn. I don’t think it would even have crossed her mind
that Quinn living out the autumn of his life in some small-time
mining town, a town in the process of undergoing a slow death at
the edge of an exhausted goldfield, would be experiencing a storm
of emotions at the sight of her face and name.
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This is what
he recounted to me a day later while we sat in a hide at the
Rondebult Bird Sanctuary: Deep down he admitted that he was not
surprised when seemingly out of the blue her photograph appeared on
the front cover of Time as one of the hundred most influential
persons in the world. Her name, Raizel Kolitz, boldly emblazed
below her portrait caused his heart to skip a beat making him feel
the kind of emotions only a love-struck teenager would experience
at the sight of his heart’s desire. On reflection, at his age, it
was quite an awkward state to find oneself in, especially given the
reality-check that they had lived separate lives, independently of
each other for most of their lives. They had separate histories.
And in all likelihood, the vicissitudes of time would have
transformed her into a total stranger, into someone else, someone
who could have become completely indifferent to his existence or
their shared past. But there was some irony in Quinn’s appraisal of
Raizel’s prominence. What surprised him most was that she had been
featured as an Australian. This was what seemed to have made her
celebrity status so miraculously unique. Her portrayal by the
journalist as an Australian bestselling novelist, avant-garde
painter, human rights activist, prominent feminist, an ironical and
paradoxical fashionista, filmmaker and a public intellectual of
note was incongruous to Quinn. Picking up the magazine he gazed at
her picture, she seemed to exude an overpowering
magical-mystical-mysterious allure. These were the words that she
had used to describe him in a letter she wrote to him after their
holiday romance. He bought the Time Magazine, the Mail and Guardian
and the Star. While the article in Time made no mention of the fact
of her South African origins, both newspapers, that is, the Mail
and Guardian and Star reported on her South African origins,
mentioning that as the daughter of a prominent farming family she
had grown up in South African. Among all the other details of her
personal life including the fact that she had never married, The
Mail and Guardian run an interesting story that featured her
daughter in a separate article. Her daughter self-identified
ethnically as both aboriginal and Jewish, going by the name of
Anmanari Kolitz Guiemagerra. Raizel had always played down her own
Jewishness. It did not seem to be of any importance to her. As you
would have guessed, Quinn has been a practicing Catholic all his
life.
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In contrast to
Raizel’s meteoric rise to international fame as an
anarcho-communist, Quinn intentionally sought the shadows of
obscurity. He gave the impression to his family, friends and
colleagues that he was jealous of his anonymity. In contrast to
Raizel’s personal and public life which seemed to have been
unaffected by the sufferings and traumas of failed relationships,
Quinn’s adult life left a trail of wreckage in its wake. The rocky
passage of his personal-private life included three failed
marriages that left him financially broke. Jealousy played a big
role in the breakdown of his marriages. Each wife in turn accused
him of being unfaithful, of committing adultery with a string of
young and delectable female PhD candidates under his supervision.
Maybe there was some truth to the Socratean pedagogical insight
that the growth of knowledge in the academy can only be achieved
through a genuine and authentic ‘erotic union’ between teacher and
student, between mentor and protégée, between professor and PhD
candidate. Is this not an exemplary example of the nature of true
love or the proper goal or purpose of erotic desire? Can anything
be known non-sensuously or non-erotically about the material
Universe where the intimacy of empirical accessibility is the
foundation of scientific knowledge? By extension, can we truly know
someone in a non-erotic fashion? In the case of Quinn’s troubled
marital relationships, it would seem that Quinn’s collaborative
search for knowledge in theoretical physics was filled with all
kinds of delightful ambiguities, which could have been misconstrued
by possessive and jealous wives. The wives, each one, in turn,
confused Quinn’s pedagogical role as a midwife of knowledge with
being the begetter of knowledge. The difference is between the
assisted birthing of new knowledge as opposed to the begetting of
knowledge through the process of conception, and conception would
be impossible without penetration. As a celibate priest, I fully
acknowledge the erotic dimension and erotic quality of the
Christian faith and Christian theology. Faith, knowledge and Eros
are inseparably intertwined. Staying with Eros and the erotic, it
is undeniable that Quinn unknowingly or unconsciously exuded or
exerted an erotic attraction; it was not only physical but also
something about his manner and personality. His father was aware of
this and observed the impact that Quinn had on both sexes,
including me, but I will say more about this later.
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Following his
retirement after a successful career as a theoretical physicist at
the University of the Witwatersrand (Wits) he managed somehow to
get by on a minuscule pension, living alone in a small house in
Nigel the town of his birth. As a retired professor, he continued
to do theoretical research, publishing several papers a year, but
seldom using the office given to him in the School of Physics at
Wits. In all likelihood, he will eventually die where he was born,
in a blighted landscape made toxic with the soft diffuse glow of
radiation. So he has not managed to escape his origins in more ways
than he would care to enumerate. Penury being the driving force
behind a life that has gone full circle. He seems to have
reconciled himself to the prospect that his life will eventually
end where it first began, in a downward spiral. The landscape of
his early childhood has changed, the mine dumps which were so much
part of his childhood vista are now all but gone. The mine tailings
were loaded with uranium that had been left behind following the
extraction of gold. Uranium extraction process plants popped up
like mushrooms in the shadows of rusting headgears. By mining the
mine dumps, the latent hoard of radiative spoils gave the long-dead
goldmines a new lease of life. All that now remains of the
goldmines in the once-thriving Far East Rand are the radioactive
wetlands, decaying towns, and sprawling informal settlements
otherwise known as squatter camps.
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After
procrastinating for several weeks, he finally sent Raizel a
congratulatory email. He assumed that Raizel would have a secretary
or public relations officer who would manage and administer all her
email communications and correspondence. He sent the email using
his Wits email address rather than his Gmail address. Weeks passed
into months but he received no reply from Raizel. I will come back
to this later, but first let me present some background
biographical details regarding Quinn’s and Raizel’s life, how they
first met, how they drifted apart, the events which shaped their
respective lives up until the moment of the appearance of her
picture on the front cover of Time, and what eventually transpired
following the email he sent to her.
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On the
brighter side of things, Quinn became the father of five grownup
children born to three different women. I am happy to report that
he managed to put all five through university. They have become the
generation of Magees who have managed to break the spell of the
sins of the fathers. He has now also become the grandfather of a
tribe of well-adjusted grandchildren all of whom I have baptised.
Like Raizel, he too has had a highly successful career, in spite of
everything including the unmentionable troubling darkness that had
haunted his youth. In their separate ways, there was a kind of
symmetrical or comparative-contrasting symmetry to their lives;
both Quinn and Raizel had journeyed through their own separate dark
valleys of a troubled and traumatic youth and an equally traumatic,
tragic and troubled adulthood, both eventually finding redemption
in later life. Now he happily lives the reflective life of a
retired academic, a professor emeritus, passing the days tinkling
with the mathematic edifice of string theory. Having shared his
modest estate, including his pension, with three different women,
what little he has leftover has proven to be more than sufficient
to sustain him in a minimalist kind of existence for the duration
of his old age. In fact, he practically lives the life of a monk.
He reduced his consumption to the level where he was able to live
the life of a man who has neither needs nor wants or hopes or
fears, a man neither fearful of life or death. And now for the
first time in his life, he knows what it feels like to be the
happiest man who has ever existed, to paraphrase a line from Henry
Miller. He has no worries or stress, in fact, his situation has
become so perfect that it was impossible for him to have a single
worry about anything. He now basks in the golden glow of happiness.
He passes each day following a strict routine of reading, thinking
and writing. As I have already eluded, both he and I have read all
the novels that Raizel had written. After her rise to fame, he also
made a point of seeing all movies that she had made. He studied and
reflected on all her paintings and he downloaded the pdfs of all
her journal articles. His obsession with Raizel worried
me.
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Quinn
sometimes complained that his powers as a theoretical physicist
were no longer what they used to be, but he continued to do
productive work on various problems. He has spent the greater part
of his life living inside his mind, absorbed and engrossed with
abstract problems in theoretical physics, theorizing, writing and
publishing papers on string theory, searching for that final theory
of everything. It has been a lifelong intellectual exercise, which
in a manner of speaking should have left him defeated. In fact, he
was far from defeated. He has realized that physics cannot answer
the ultimate questions regarding the nature of reality or the
meaning of existence. After retirement and especially after
learning about Raizel’s rise to international fame, Quinn seemed to
have acquired a new lease on life. Inspired by Raizel’s achievement
he began to re-discover so many new things, forgotten things that
having been resuscitated, became a source of immeasurable pleasure.
Also armed with such a deep knowledge of physics he was able to
recoup the purity and innocence of a state of being that had become
lost. He confessed that he was able to re-experience things like
the flittering flight of a bat at twilight with that same sense of
excitement and magic we usually associate with childhood wonder.
And the capacity to feel wonder and enchantment regarding the
existence, nature and significance of the Cosmos helped him to
regain his sanity and sense of well-being, which had all the
hallmarks of absolution, redemption and salvation. I must quickly
add that Quinn never betrayed any sign of insanity even though he
kept describing himself as being completely insane or half-mad.
Maybe Quinn’s self-diagnosis of insanity may have some warrant.
Living a self-imposed solitary life as a retired professor, he has
found solace by switching his attention from the steadily shrinking
horizon of his own finite existence to the expanding horizon of
infinite possibility. In his own words: ‘an awareness of the
infinite expanding horizon of possibility can be inspired by the
simplest of things, such as the familiar smooth effortless gliding
motion of a marsh harrier over the vast marshlands at the edge of
my dilapidated home’.

















CHAPTER TWO
– THE BIRTH OF A NOVEL
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When Quinn
first read about Raizel’s international celebrity status as a
thinker and cultural trailblazer, all the sweet feelings, which he
had once felt for her, feelings that had been buried for so long in
the depths of his soul were re-awakened. Their reawakening
triggered an aching poignancy in his heart. Quinn confessed to me
that apart from Gabriella she was the one other person, the one
other woman, whom he had never really stopped loving. He said to
me: ‘Raizel has been the one person who I have thought of
obsessively throughout my life’. I don’t think he was exaggerating.
Of course, he knew that with the passing of so many years, a
lifetime, to be precise, it was perfectly natural to presume that
with the passing of so many years, the inexorable flux of time and
becoming would have in all likelihood created an unbridgeable chasm
between them, possibly making them strangers, remote and estranged
from each other. If we are indeed in a constant state of becoming
then we will not remain the same identical person that we were
once. He admitted that they had become strangers to each other,
having long ago broken off all contact, and having lived separate
and independent lives on different continents. He often reflected
after receiving no reply to his email: ‘Nothing can be rekindled
between us. Yet just maybe there still does exists some vague
shadowy recollection at the dim margins of her memory of what we
once shared as a couple for that brief period of time’. But then
Quinn would say: ‘I do not seek a reconnection of my life with
hers. I think that both of us don’t want this’. I learnt from Quinn
that Raizel had been a prolific letter writer. He also mused that
he should have guessed from the exuberant literary quality of her
letters that she was destined to become an artist and thinker of
unquestionable statue.
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He confided:
‘Unfortunately, but inevitability, as the years passed the letters
we exchanged became increasingly intermittent, spaced by longer and
longer intervals of silence which widened until we eventually
stopped writing altogether, and I never made that journey to
Australia to join her. The revolution of the internet with email,
Facebook, LinkedIn and so on came too late’. After learning of her
fame, Quinn retrieved her letters and re-read each one, trying to
re-integrate the contents of the letters and the memories of their
love affair with the person that she had eventually become. He also
confided: ‘I cannot help myself. I wanted to re-experience
something, something that has become irrevocably lost in the past.
I admit that I have always lived with the expectation that she
would eventually become a larger than life personality’.
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Quinn spoke
about his lost opportunities in life and love. The truth was that
he could have enjoyed a life with Raizel as his partner. He even
admitted: ‘We were made for each other, but I allowed circumstance
to hold me back. I messed up and I have had to live a life burdened
with this regret. I think this played a big role in my failed
marriages’. Raizel could never understand why Quinn was so reticent
to talk about himself. She often said: ‘I don’t really know you. At
first, this mysterious enigmatic side to your nature drew me to
you, but now I wish you would stop being so evasive about yourself
and allow yourself to be more open and more vulnerable’. In
response to her pleas, Quinn promised to disclose everything about
himself, everything that had shaped him into the person that he had
become. He made a commitment to write her an autobiographical
account of his life, similar to the one that she had written about
herself to him after she had settled down in Australia. He did
actually write that autobiography but he never posted it, and
consequently, it would never be read by Raizel or by anyone else
for that matter. He retrieved the document from the box in which he
had stashed Raizel’s letters. It was in a sealed brown A4 envelope.
The document was a typed manuscript of more than 150 A4 sized
pages. He gave it to me saying: ‘You can have it, this is the story
of my life and my relationship with Raizel and it also includes the
story of my relation with Gabriella’. I was very reluctant to even
touch it or hold the package in my hands, to be honest, I protested
vigorously, raising in defence the open palms of my hands to ward
off the proffered gift while shaking my head energetically. ‘No I
don’t want it, this is crazy, this is weird,’ I uttered in alarm.
It was completely absurd, why would I want to take ownership of
something so personal, something as private as Quinn’s intimate
letters to Raizel or Quinn’s heartfelt autobiographical
investigatory confession of who he was and who he had become? I was
not interested in the intimate details of his love life with
Gabriella or Raizel. I agreed that it would now be presumptuous for
him to post his autobiography to Raizel. He should have done that a
long time ago. He should have gone to Australia when he had the
opportunity. I couldn’t imagine how she would respond to this
unsolicited ‘letter’ arriving out of the past. A 150 paged letter
written more than forty years ago. It had been laying in this box
all this time, unknown to the world. For both Quinn and Raizel, a
lifetime had passed; the letter no longer had any relevance to
anyone. Without exaggerating, the letter could be treated as a work
of fiction; only as a work of fiction would it be relevant to
anyone. Yet he firmly insisted that I take the box. This is what he
said:

‘You are my
best friend, you are my only friend that I have, you are dear to
me, I am an open book to you, you know the secrets of my soul, and
there is nothing about me that I have kept from you, I want you to
have her letters as well, I want you to read them, she is now a
famous person. Maybe she will be awarded the Nobel Prize for
literature, maybe her novels will eventually be included in the
pantheon of the great Australian Novel, she has already earned
critical acclaim as a great Australian writer, maybe her work will
eventually become part of the English canon of literature, and
students of literature will study her work and her life. Who knows
what heights of greatness Raizel could still possibly ascend to? I
want you to read everything in this box as if I had already died.
Surely there is nothing wrong with reading the correspondence of a
deceased person?’
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He grabbed another bulky A4
envelope. ‘These are the copies of all the letters that I wrote to
her, take it.’

‘Maybe it is better if some
secrets go to the grave with the body of the deceased,’ I
replied.

‘No, I
disagree. Why should our secrets die with us, why can’t they have
an afterlife in the mind of some reader, wouldn’t that give the
departed some kind of immortality?’ he argued.

‘Well it
depends on the nature of the secrets or the kind of immortality you
seek for yourself?’ was my response.

‘No, I don’t
qualify for immortality in the form of some exemplary biography,
but there is a story in this box that could be fictionalized, it
does not have to be about Raizel or Gabriella or me, you don’t have
to even use our names, you could fictionalize everything, I am not
asking you to grant Raizel, Gabriella or me some kind of afterlife,
I am not asking you to write our biographies, I just what to give
you the opportunity to write a novel, just do it for a lark,’ he
laughed.

‘But you have already secured
yourself an afterlife in your work on string theory and cosmology.
An extension of yourself will live on in the form of all the papers
that you have published,’ I responded.

‘You are wrong. I have not
earned immortality in physics. I am just one of the many thousands
who have toiled in the vineyard of physics, I don’t deserve any
everlasting memorial for what I have done,’ he said with an
ironical grin on his face.

Everything about this
conversation was totally out of character with the Quinn I knew. It
did leave me feeling mildly apprehensive. What was going on with
him I wondered? Why was he so insistent that I read the
correspondence between him and Raizel or Gabriella for that
matter?
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The thought
that flashed through my mind was: ‘What kind of story does Quinn
want me to write?’ Quinn seemed to have
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