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chapter o". 
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Memory and Design
Expand the fields, the specializations,
The limitations of occupation,
The definition of what we are
That gain fractions and lose wholes-
I am of the field of being,
We are beings.

-"The Blue Meridian"

According to what a man is called, so will people respond to him.
-Esentinls

The subtitle for this book, Gurdjief and Tbomer, suggests that I am scanning
the direct relations between tvvo men. Yet Nathan Jean Toomer spent little
time in the physical company of Georgii Ivanovich Gurdjieff between
7924,when he saw him for the first time, and 1935, when he saw him last.
Nonetheless, during that period, Toomer spent the greater part of his en-
ergies in the service of Gurdjiefl teaching, raising funds, and organizing
study groups. In fact, he considered himself attached to Gurdjieff until
1939, when he finally turned away from his master, and in 1953, only three
years after Gurdjieff's death, he re-engaged himself in the Gurdjieffwork
in NewYork City. Toomer's life with Gurdjieff is, indeed, a major topic of
this book, but my title alludes as well to intricate connective relationships
that the association between the two men engendered. One strand is
Toomer's relationship with my mother, Edith Taylor, and another is his re-
lationship with me, both of which grew out of his participation in the
Gurdjieff work Other strands in the fabric of this story include those ex-
periences of my mother with Gurdjiefl whichJean Toomer influenced di-
rectly as well as indirectly, and my own brief participation in Gurdjieff's
world, which my mother encouraged. Therefore, although I have assem-
bled the text of this book, I am more reporter than author, for the pages
that follow record many voices, among which the most telling are those of
Toomer, Gurdjieff and Edith tylor. Behind the scenes, the intertwining
relationships of these three people were orchestrated and mediated by the
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English critic and editor, A[lfred] R[ichard] Orage, and his second wife,

Jessie Dwight Orage. They are part of Toomer's story while my voice is

but a narrative frame.
My own intent in writing this book is to understand how Toomer has

shaped the lives and thoughts of people. This e{fort, as I discovered quite

young, is necessarily shaped in turn by the ways in which Gurdjieffshaped
Toomer's and my own life and thought, both directly and indirectly. My

own written recollections of Toomer were begun long ago, with a brief
record of my life with him. I found then that I could appreciate much of
Toomer's teaching through the filter of my experience with Gurdjieff rn
my late teens, when the moral aspects of Gurdjieff's teaching were already
as familiar to me as Toomer's. I hesitate to quali$' either man in any banal
sense as guru, thinker, writer, or "teacher," because my views of both men
are stubbornly bound to my own experience with each of them. It is
enough for me to say at the outset that both Toomer and Gurdjieffwere
concerned with the fate of humanity, and both dedicated their talents to
the task of making others aware of their own capacities to change things
for the better.

fu I pursued my quest to understand the bonds of feeling and
thought betvveen these men, and between them and myself, I discovered
my mother's relations with Gurdjieff in France between 7923 and 7935,
and with Toomer between 1923 and his death. Alfred Richard Orage was
an important advocate for Toomer and my mother to mitigate their unsta-
ble stances in the Gurdjieff work. I retain only a vague image of Orage,
who died just before my 4th birthday, but his name and his ideas became
known to me through his family and his NewYork friends, who populated
my youthful environment. Jessie Orage was my mother's best friend and
provided moral support during her turbulent involvement with Gurdjieff
The two remained close friends for their entire lives. My own relation-
ships with Toomer and Gurdjieff were prepared by my mother, and the in-
tensity of her earlier involvement with both men shaped their relations
with me, as well as with my sister. This book, then, explores the complex
inter-relations between Edith tylor, Jean Toomer, A. R. Orage, Jessie
Dwight Orage, and Georgii Ivanovich Gurdjieft I am what, in French,
would be called an insirend: witness, narrator, and occasional participant in
their stories.

Toomer, Gurdjieffl and Orage were three of the most extraordinary
personalities of the 20th century. Toomer, born in Washington, DC on the
day after Christmas in 1894, made his mark on American literature in 7923
with the publication of Cane, a lyrical celebration of the moral and artistic
energy of the black in the American South of the early '20s. Georgii
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Ivanovich Gurdjieffl' born sometime between 1866 and 1.874 in A]exan-
dropol, Armenia, lived and was educated in Kars, and made his mark in
Moscow and St. Petersburg in the second decade of the 20th century as a
master of dances and a mystic in possession of secret Asian lore. In 7972,
he founded the Institute for the Harmonious Development of Man, which
attracted Western notoriety in 7922, when it was transplanted to a chiteau
south of Paris, not far from Fontainebleau. Orage, born in 1873 in the
north of England, joined Gurdjieff in France in October 1922, after re-
signing his post as editor and publisher of The New Age.

In the mid-1920s, all three men became intricately bound to each oth-
er in what they called "The Work," consisting of mastering, living, and
teaching a psychological and philosophical system of self-development to
which each had committed, for different lengths of time, their full intellec-
tual and moral energies. My mother, born in Providence, Rhode Island in
1896, met all three men within a short span of time between February 7922
and the beginning of 1924. She visited Gurdjieff at his chiteau, the Prieur6,
sometime in the winter of 1922-1923, though she had seen and heard him
in London on the eve of Saint Valentine's Day, 1922. She probably saw Or-
age on the same occasion, but she recalled talkngwith him for the first time
after he spoke in NewYork City onJanuary 2, 1924, and she saw him con-
tinually over the next eleven years in France, England, and the United
States. Her bond with him was tightened by a growing friendship with his
second wife,Jessie Dwight Orage, who died in 1983 at the age of 82.

When we were very young, my sister and I heard from our mother
that she had metJean Toomer with Waldo Frank on a train, traveling along
the Hudson River sometime late in 1923. She saw him at a distance at Or-
age's lectures inJanuary 7924, and both Orage and Toomer were wrthJess-
ie Dwight at Gurdjieff's Institute in the summer of 7924, when Gurdjieff
suffered an automobile accident that almost cost him his life. In the spring
of 7926, Edith and Jean began a love affair that originated in New York,
continued in France, and returned to NewYork, ending in the late winter
of 1927. They remained close friends for the rest of their lives. In late
1928, Edith bore Gurdjieffa daughter. Seven years later, she moved to the
United States, where she placed her daughter and a later-born son with
friends. I was sent to live with Toomer, his 3-year old daughter, and his
second wife, Marjorie Content, first in NewYork City and later in Bucks

I In the Entydopedia of Religion cntry "Gurdjicff," Michcl de Salzmann uses thc form
Georgii Ivanovich Gurdzhiev. Most writcrs now usc thc form Georges Ivanovitch
Gurdjieffl, and "Gurdjieff" is thc way hc spcllcd his own name in documents in my
possession. For his patronyrnic, I prcfcr thc fonn "Ivanovich." Most of my mothcr's
Friends called him cithcr G, thc Old Man, or Gcorgivanich.



4 + Snaoows on HsaveN

County, PA. Edith depended upon Jean as a moral support and counselor
for the next thirty years. Though she told me more than once that Jean
was the only man she had "really" loved, she had said this of other men at
different times.

As infants, my sister Eve and I lived for irregular periods of time at Le
Prieurd des Basses Loges at Avon, near Fontainebleau, where Gurdjieff op-
erated his Institute. [/e visited him frequently in Paris, where he contin-
ued his teaching after the sale of the chiteau in 1934, and we were with
him often during the last year of his life, from December 1948 through
September 1,949. Orage had died in 1934, but he was alive in conversations
through his wife, children, and former pupils, whom we saw continually
during World War II. By the time I finished my universiry studies, I had
read whatever of his writings were available in local libraries.

Toomer and Gurdjieffwere the most imposing male figures in my life
and the t\,vo most influential among the many men in my mother's life.
She loved the first and bore a child to the second, but, curiously, though
she claimed to have loved many men, she never admitted even token affec-
tion for Gurdjieffl for whom she repeatedly expressed, according to the
occasion, scorn, amused detachment, or distant respect. "He was not a, nhe
man," intoned slowly and gravely, seems to sum up her considered judg-
ment. Both men shaped my moral and intellectual growth, though they
touched me, as they had my mother, in very different ways. Jean Toomer
had a direct, central, and major role in my education. I knew and loved
him as my own father. His image and voice loom and boom large in my
memory. Throughout the almost thirty years since his death, I have probed
the depth of his impression upon me, while I have both wondered about
and questioned the inextricable bond between his teaching and the charac-
ter and thought of Gurdjieff My personal experience with Gurdjieff and
Toomer often belied the stories others told about them, particularly those
of my mother, who had been intimate with both.'When I rvas in my early
teens during the war years, I listened as many visitors to our house de-
lighted in shocking, amusing, and amazing a credulous and impressionable
boy with their anecdotes about Gurdjief{ "G," Georgivanich, the "Old
Man." At the time, I had no reason to wonder why so little was ever said
about Toomer in the same company, because I did not know then that
Toomer had anything to do with Gurdjieff, My mother was reserved in her
conversations about him, even to my sister and myself. Only many years
later did she situate herselfandJean together at the Institute.

Over the years since then, I have read, more often out of curiosity
than intellectual purpose, many personal accounts of Gurdjieffand Orage,
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methodical expositions of their teaching, and some of the many critical

biographical and literary studies ofJean Toomer. None of these has signifi-

cantly altered my personal appreciation of their combined influence on my

own thought, though I have often regretted some of the things written and

said about both that appear to me misinformed and unjustly demeaning.
Toomer and Gurdjieff have been particular targets of scandal-mongers and
sensationalists, but none of that has eroded my personal image of either of
them, though it has incited me to express publicly my own feelings here.
Concerning Toomer, there are three aspects I have struggled to reconcile:
the man I lived with, the one others saw and spoke of, and the one he en-
visioned himself to be in his writings and conversation. Perhaps I should
add a fourth-the Toomer I now see retrospectively-but I cannot dis-
lodge this figure from the one who impressed me as a young boy.

There are numerous recollections of Gurdjieff Orage, and Toomer in
circulation today. Many of Gurdjieff's early followers and Orage's New
York group have written personal accounts of them, though I know of
none from Toomer's Chicago group except in a book which Fritz Peters
wrote of his experiences with Gurdjiefl in which he does not even men-
tion Toomer's name. More recently, critical biographies and studies of
Toomer and Gurdjieffhave appeared by scholars who did not know either
man personally. Many of these are based on careful and sound research,
but the frequent unreliability ofsources and the apparent necessiry to ac-
cept dubious reports are unfortunate and inevitable failings common to
them all. ln Feet of Clay, Anthony Storr has denounced Gurdjieff as a dan-
gerous charlatan, and Frank Kermode, an otherwise cautious critic, in a re-
cent review of Norman Mailer's gospel of Christ, says that some gurus are
wrong and others are dangerous; Gurdjieff is both wrong and dangerous.
Earlier, James Webb reviewed Gurdjieff's relations with a number of his
illustrious followers, including Orage and Toomer; Peter Washington
traced Gurdjieff's part in the shaping of the "New Age";James Moore has
scanned Gurdjieff's career with scrupulous detail. The Kerman and Eld-
ridge biography of Toomer documents a gap betrveen his racial identity as
an Afro-American and the many roles he played in his public and private
life. Toomer's daughter and I are both saddened by the suggestion in that
book that he failed in his role as husband, father, and teacher. Arnold
Rampersad's review of the book in the Neu York. Times assumes from the
portrait that Toomer was a negligent husband to Marjorie Content, who
apparently "never took on . . . domestic chores in recompense; instead, he
indulged himself with self-serving beliefs about the natural inferioriry of
women, and took their money. He seems to have demoralized his only
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child."2 If this is the impression given by what is considered Toomer's de-

finitive biography, the truth of Jean Toomer is grotesquely distorted.

Though his daughteq Margot [Toomer] Latimer, prefers to keep her own

memories from public view, my recollections and research would temper

this impression and restore the image ofJean Toomer to just proportions.

Rudolph Byrd has written a rich, sympathetic, and impressive study of

Toomer's writing in the context of Gurdjiefhan ideas, as RobertJones had

done before him in his introduction to Toomer's collected poems. Both

show that Gurdjieff did not so much introduce Toomer to a new view of

himself in the world as he nurtured and strengthened seeds of thought al-
ready present in Toomer's childhood. There is perhaps more to be written
by those who knew both Gurdjieff and Toomer personally at the end of
their productive lives. I am one of these. Though I was an indifferent stu-
dent of Gurdjieff's system, I was and remain attentive to Toomer's ideas
and to the part Orage and Gurdjieffhad in shaping them. The image of the
man and the echo of his words have worked deep into the grain of my be-
ing. I will be richly rewarded if I can balance some of the weight of unflat-
tering portraits of Toomer, while complementing and correcting something
of the public record of Gurdjiefl In a sense, then, this book is an adjunct to
Moore's and Kerman and Eldridge's excellent biographies.

Though I have lived on the periphery of Gurdjieff's circle and within
Toomer's, my own story is ancillary to the fuller and richer experience of
my mother with both men. Her scant record sheds light on Toomer's liG
as a "pupil" of Gurdjieff's and her own as a sadly abused member of Gurd-
jieff's clan. Important to both stories are Orage's relations with both men
and Jessie Orage's detailed observations of these three and her husband
between 1926 and 1931, when Orage saw Gurdjieff for the last time. For
those concerned with the reasons for the break benryeen Gurdjieffand Or-
age,Jessie's and Orage's notes are an invaluable testimonyto a tense com-
petition for Orage's commitment and affection between family and
Gurdjiefl Orage's communications with Toomer and my mother make
quite clear the character of Toomer's collaboration with Orage, both for
and against Gurdjieff's declared interests. These convergent views of
Toomer and Gurdjieff together reveal much that has not been known and
expose much which has been misrepresented in published accounts.

2 Until his kidney rcmoval in 1940, Toorncr workcd hald on the Mill House

grounds, tended livestock, rcpaircd machincry ctc. Aftcr his opcration he continued

to run errands for the housc, particularly thc food shopping, which he enjoyed doing.

Neither I nor his daughtcr cvcr thought ofhirn as indolcnt, though he cnjoyed an af-

ternoon nao whcnevcr thc occasion was offcrcd.
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I owe my reader a word of caution. As both observer and actor in the

merger of recollection, my own point ofview is slanted. Despite what I may

think of Gurdjieff's ideas now, I had linle conscious use for them almost

fifty years ago, and Gurdjieffremains a mystery to me. I supposed then that

he had little use for me. If he befriended me out ofdeference to his connec-
tion with my mother and sister, he had little if any obvious reason to toler-
ate me, though he was known to encourage children's potential. He accused
me more than once of being an unhealthy element among his pupils, not so
much because I appeared to him, perhaps, as a skeptic who rarely accorded
him the respect he must have thought his due, but because I distracted oth-
er young people from the "work." Nonetheless, he was extraordinarily pa-

tient and generous with me. The case was different with Toomer, because
I was from the first moment alert to his every gesture. Every moment with
him strenghened the emotional bond benveen us. I loved him as a father;
his home was my haven. Whatever his motives for taking me into his care
and confidence, I responded to his person and to his teaching because I
found myself in a domestic context in which I was led to exult in the kinds
of human contact he nurtured. Because of the space we shared and the in-
tense magnetic power of the man at its center, even if the sense of his words
often slipped by me, it was inevitable that I should absorb his ideas.

It was Toomer's speech in personal contexts that left a most distinc-
tive mark on me. He had a large musical voice, so generous of tone and so
firm and direct that I felt I had to respond to it whether or not my re-
sponses could satisfi him. His voice seemed to emanate from the sure
knowledge he offered me, insisting that I must know the thing "up close"
in order to know it at all. He disdained knowing people or ideas by their
social, political, religious, or genetic identities, or by what he called their
"public mechanisms." 'You must experience things yourself in order to
know them," he said, "and when you know the thing, it will knowyou and
let you know how it is to be called and how it is to be used. There is no
knowledge worth the knowledge that you have made your own, and which
has become a part of your being. There is a you inside of yourself and one
outside that looks at you. They should work together." From guidance like
this I learned much, but I should have learned more.

There are telling similarities in the careers of Toomer and Gurdjiefl
Both were exiles from their native worlds, mingling in and mastering alien
cultures. Both have been charged with being "out of place" because of their
respective life styles and public conduct. Toomer has been accused of re-
nouncing his racial background as an Afro-American by ignoring an implicit
cultural responsibility to his native blood (one-sixteenth or one thiffy-sec-
ond blach by best calculations), and Gurdjieffhas been accused ofbeing a



8 + Srnoows or HeawN

charlatan who claimed that he possessed extraordinary powers which he had
brought to the mechanized West from his early life in the spiritual East. No
one seems sure of the truth of his stories of himsel{3 but it seems he was
born in Ale>andropol between 1866 and 1874.4 Some have claimed that Sta-
lin was a boarder in his father's house when Gurdjieff began his cathedral
schooling, before he embarked on the search for knowledge about which
Peter Brook made a film in the 1980s, Meetings with Remarkable Men.5 furiv-
ing in Russia after his travels, he established study groups in Moscow and St.
Petersburg where he attracted the attention of the philosopher P D. Ous-
penky, already well known in the Western world for his philosophical trea-
tise, Tbrtium Organum, translated into English in 7973. Ouspensky later
wrote a detailed account of his meetings in Russia with Gurdjieff in Search

for the Miraeulous,whtch remains, as far as I know, the most influential and
convincing analysis of Gurdjieff's "system." Events during World War I
forced Gurdjieff into exile in the Republic of Georgia, from where he began
a migratory exile in search of a new home. His first stop was Constantino*
ple, then Berlin, London, Paris, and finally, in the autumn of 1922, Avon
near Fontainebleau, where he leased and later bought the Prieur6, once a
monastery later the property of Drefus's lawyer.

Quite simply, Gurdjieff taught a harmonious development of our
physical, emotional, and rational faculties. He wanted people to regain
control over their relations with both their inner selves and their environ-
ment, control he felt had been progressively lost and which was in particu-
lar peril in the mechanistic structure of life in the 20th century. The
immediate goal of his teaching is to restore a primal coordination of our
threefold being-sense, emotion, and thought*and thereby to increase
efficienry satisfaction, and pleasure in daily tasks. The long-range goal of
his teaching is to guide people toward a spiritual reunion with the essential
forces of the universe. His method, which combines physical, emotional,
and mental labor in programmed exercises, attracted to him a large num-

3 I assume this from his autobiographical account of his scarch for hidden truth,
Meetings utith Remarkable Men (London: Pcnguin Books, 1963). Jtmcs Moore, Anatomy
of a Myth (Rockport, MA: Elcment, 1991), is by far thc most rcliable authority con-
cerning the facts of Gurdjicff's lifc
a The only passport I saw of his, in 1949, listcd his datc of birth 1874, but most of the
members of his family I havc talkcd with think that 1869 or 1870 is closer to the truth.
Moore assembles convincing cvidcncc that hc was born in 1866. For a recent review
of the question, sce William Patrick Pattcrson, Strugle of the Magkians (Fairfax, CA:
Arete, 1996), p. 32n.
s Luba Gurdjieff, A Memoir (Berkclcy: Tcn Spccd Prcss, 1993), p. 3, recalls her moth-
er saying she was born in thc sarnc housc as Stalin and playcd with him there .
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ber of people: scientists, writers, teachers, actors and actresses, the rich,
the bored, the ill, and sincere seekers after sacred truth.{'

Within a matter of months in Fontainebleau, Gurdjieff had gained a
reputation as both charlatan and magician. He became notorious from re-
ports circulated about Katherine Mansfield's last days under his care at the
chiteau.T For a time, an excursion from Paris to see the Institute became a
sort of tourist attraction, though few made it inside the gates. He had a
reputation for being insensitive and even sadistic to pupils, but my own
experience with him during his last days revealed little antagonistic fire of
character. As for Gurdjieff's teaching, I lack the psychological, philosophi-
cal, and religious expertise to evaluate it; but I offer in the pages below a
brief summary of what I understand of his essential but enigmatic wor(
All and Euerything, for those unfamiliar with Gurdjieff's thought.

Orage presents a different and puzzling case to many who knew him.
He was born in January 1873 in Yorkshire, studied in Leeds, and came
down to London in 1893, where, in a very short period, he became an in-
fluential editor and leader in the Fabian Sociery and an advocate of the
Douglas Social Credit scheme. ln 7907, he founded The New Age w'tth
HolbrookJackson and published in its pages Bernard Shaw G. K Chester-
ton, Hilaire Belloc, H. G. Wells, funold Bennett, and many other distin-
guished writers. He was Katherine Mansfield's first publisher in England.
He was universally respected and held high in esteem by English writers
and critics of his day, and was recognized for doing much to promote the
careers of Ezra Pound and T. S. Eliot, who called Orage the "finest literary
critic of his day" and "the finest critical intelligence of our age."8 Orage was
an editor and publisher with an unerring judgment for talent. He was so-
cially gracious and generous with his time and energy on the behalf of oth-

6 Ouspensky complaincd that Gurdjicff's stylc of teaching in France was markedly
different from that which he had carcfully documcntcd in Russia. Hc no longer spoke
as he had in Russia in the namc ofa brothcrhood ofscckers and ofan esoteric tradi-
tion, but spoke in his own namc as thc rcpository of a ncw knowledge, and this shift
in manner alienated Ouspcnsky, who went on to establish an independent group in
England and, during thc war, in thc Unitcd Statcs. It should be recognized that until
his death \n 7947 , Ouspensky had far more pupils than Gurdjieff
7 

James Moore's Gurdjief and Mansjeld scts thc rccord straight and exposes thc
sources ofthe sensational fictions (London: Routlcdgc & Kcgan Paul, 1980).
8 C. S. Nott,Joumq Through this World (London: Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1969), p.

70, and Phillip Mairet, A. R. Orage: A Memoir (Hydc Park, NY: University Press,
1966), p.121, respectivcly. Thc currcnt use ofthc term "New Age" in reference to
theosophical tendencics is probably due to Oragc's journal, though Orage had only
kept the existing namc of thc journal hc bought. Oragc refcrrcd to himself only as
"O", or "r{RO," morc formally in corrcspondcncc.
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ers. He made friends easily, had obvious sex appeal, was an adoring hus-

band and, for a tragically brief period, a doting father. In 7922, upon meet-
ing Ouspensky in London, as his biographer and friend Phillip Mairet
notes, Orage was "drawn to a spiritual adventure," which he saw as a path
to secular social credit.e Ouspensky had the technique and knowledge of a
teacher, Orage judged, but not the grace and profound contact with the
mysterious which he sensed in Gurdjieffwhen he met him in London in
the same year. When Orage gave up his editorship of The New Age a few
months later, in October 1922,he announced: "l am going to find God."'u
He was at the Prieur6 from October 1,922 unttl December 1923, when he
moved to New York as Gurdjieff's American representative. He stayed in
the United States, except for brief returns to Fontainebleau and London-
where he was in the process of divorcing himself from a childless marriage
with Jean 

'Walker-until 
1930 when, discouraged and disgruntled with

Gurdjief{ he put aside for a while his search for Gurdjieff's secret knowl-
edge and retumed to London to found The New English Weekly.

With Toomer, Orage directed the English translation of Gurdjieff's
All and Euerything, roamed far and wide to raise funds for the Institute, and
established teaching groups from New York to San Francisco. He never
found in Gurdjieff's teaching all that he had expected or hoped for, and his
devotion to Gurdjieff's ideas was, from the beginning, a detriment to his
professional and domestic life. Family, social ideals, and the banal prob-
lems of fund-raising finally drove a wedge betvveen Orage and Gurdjieft
To many of Orage's friends, his time with Gurdjieff changed him for the
worse, though his return to publishing in London revealed to the public
an unimpaired talent. To his friends, who were amazed at a new and un-
characteristic calm in his character, he would say that Gurdjieff taught him
patience and tolerance. Despite his personal conflicts with the man, he
never renounced Gurdjieff's teachings or lost faith in the existence of a
great truth that only Gurdjieff possessed. Gurdjieff's enneagram-the
geometrical logo of his esoteric system-is inscribed above his name on
his tombstone in Hampstead, where he died in 1934.

Though twenty-one years his junior, Toomer, like Orage, was a self-
made man. He was an engaged if impatient student at the Universiry of
Wisconsin before World War I, and at City College of New York in the
1920s. Like Orage, he devoted a great deal of his energy to carefully devised
programs of self-improvement. He studied body-building, meditation, phi-
losophy, and literature, and took meticulous notes, which he carefully pre-
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served as references for future use in what was to become his own teaching.
Toomer was 29 years old and a successful author at the end of 1923 when,
through his literary mentors, Waldo Frank and Gorham Munson, he be-
came acquainted with Orage's and Gurdjieff's teaching. Unlike Orage,
Toomer never intended to sacrifice his writing to a quest for Gurdjieff's
"truth." On the contrary he sought an experience radically different from
thatin 7921., when he produced his novel Cane in order to inform new and
fresh fiction. The drunk teacher Kabnis in Cane, as he boasts to his friends,
echoes something of Toomer's program for his career:

An as fyou, youre all right f choppin things from blocks ofwood.
I was good at that th day I ducked the cradle. An since then, I've
been shapin words after a design that branded here. Know whats
here? M soul. Ever heard o that? Th hell y have. Been shapin
words t f i tmsou l . l r

Like professor Kabnis, Toomer conceived of writing and teaching as com-
plementary if not identical, occupations. He would teach in order to write
and write in order to teach, whereas Orage's commitment to Gurdjieffled
him to put domestic, social, and professional ideals aside indefinitely.
When he first saw Gurdjieff and talked wrth Orage in lanuary 1924,
Toomer was ready for an adventure of the mind that would complement
the extraordinary adventure of the spirit he had experienced a little over
two years earlier as a mestizo Afro-American in the racially divided rural
South in Georgia. Now he wanted to write from his experiences in the ur-
ban North and in Europe. From 1.924, when he first met Gurdjief{ to
1939, when he renounced Gurdjieffl he was writing regularly and sending
things to editors, but with little success in getting them published.

From the beginning, Gurdjieff seems to have used Toomer as a pawn
in a grand scheme to finance and disseminate his teaching. Wtrile Gurdjieff
saw in Toomer a magnetic personaliry to "sell" his ideas, Toomer saw in
Gurdjieff's teaching a valuable medium for expressing his own ideas. From
this perspective, it is understandable why Toomer spent little time in the
physical presence of Gurdjieff and Orage compared to most of the other
"pupils" associated with them. He needed only enough time to gain Gurd-
jieff's confidence and acquire Gurdjieff's pedagogical and intellectual au-
thority for his own teaching. Vihile Orage saw marriage as an
insurmountable impeciiment to the continuation of his teaching, Toomer as-
sumed that his role as husband and father would increase the value of his

'q Philip Mairet,.4. R. Orage: A Memoir, pp. 86-87.
10 Philip Mairet,24. R. Orage: A Memoir, p. 88.

rr 
Jcan Toomer, Cane (NcwYork: Boni and Livcrigl-rt, 1922),p.223
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teaching. Nevertheless, Gurdjieffwas strangling Toomer, as he was stran-

gling Orage, with a chain of financial obligations. Perhaps it was finally,

more than anything else, the matter of money that exhausted Toomer's pa-

tience and made him break from Gurdjieff 
'With 

his wife, Ma"{orie Content,

he put into effect his own teaching at the Mill House, near Doylestown,
Pennsylvania in the '30s. His daughter Margery nicknamed "Argie," and I,

nicknamed "Polo," flourished for a time in that post-lapsarian paradise of

Bucks County.
What I recall of my life with Toomer between 7937 and 1954 I wrote,

in stages, between 1949 and 1955. I reproduce those recollections here al-
most entirely in their original form. When I first started writing about
Toomer, it was partly to fix in my memory a man I knew and loved. Later,

during long nights of duty in the American fumy of Occupation in Bavar-

ia, I added to those recollections more recent conversations. Then, during
the Christmas season of L973, shortly before her death, I came upon my
mother watching television from a rocking chair by the hearth, feeding the
fire absent-mindedly, it seemed to me, with sheets of paper from a scattered
heap beside her. To my anxious query about the contents of the papers, she
replied that they were things that concerned no one but herself In effect,
she was burning the records of her life. Into the flames went notes on Gur-
djieff's talks, her letters from me, old love letters, even letters to me from

Jean Toomer and Ann Orage, alongwith university notes I had stored in the
attic of her house when I had moved to Europe ten years earlier. She was
even feeding flames with the autobiography she had started five years ear-
lier at my insistence. When she finally paused in her systematic destruction
to go to the kitchen during a commercial break and put water on for the tea
she would sip just to warm her mouth and feel the flavor-she was unable
to hold anything on her stomach-I grabbed what I could of what re-
mained, a few scraps about the Prieur6 and a few pages about her youth. Af-
ter her death two weels later, I found, in a forgotten box of old address
books, a few letters from Orage. Out of these fragments, I wrote a memo-
rial biography of her for my family. A few months later, my sister sent me a
small bundle of Toomer's letters that she had found in an old briefcase be-
side Nick Putnam's transcription of Toomer's translation of All and Euery-
thing.Twenry years later, I looked into Toomer's papers at the Beinecke Rare
Book and Manuscript Library. What I found there filled out and confirmed
much ofwhat I had assumed in my earlier recollections of his thought and
what I had felt of his being. In August 1996, in Mechanicwille, PA, Susan
Sandberg made available the papers of her own mothet Marjorie Content,
which included a record of her marriage withJean.
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My recollections of Gurdjieffwere recorded first in diary form during
the summer of 1949. What I knew of A. R. Orage, the man, was mostly
hearsay until the early winter of 198i, when I ventured out to Russell's
Water Common in Orfordshire to renew my acquaintance with his wid-
ow, Jessie, in her unheated, nonelectrified farmhouse. It had been over
twenty years since I had seen her last. We sat long into nvo nights with
cups of instant co{fee before a smoky coal-burning iron basket and talked
about my mother, Orage, Toomer, and Gurdjieff She confirmed many of
my mother's stories. Though some dates and orders of events seem to
have been garbled by the years, before I left, I had heard in her own voice
much of what her diaries contained, as well as a great deal they did not.

Jessie's daughter-in-law, Anne Orage, invited me to peruse those diaries in
the spring of 1994. At that time, I noticed several dog-eared pages, indicat-
ing that someone had marked them before me, and I recognized informa-
tion I had already read in published materials that had not acknowledged

Jessie as the source. Since that time I have also seen what remains of Or-
age's personal correspondence concerning Gurdjieff and Toomer. With
these documents, I have been able to reconstruct a more detailed account
of Orage's and Toomer's defection from Gurdjieff.

If my own personal accounts of Gurdjieff and Toomer seem to clash
at times with the personal or scholarly views of others, I can only respond
by saying that, although I follow my sources closely, both written and in
oral exchange, memory is naturally selective and, hence, interpretive. I re-
call that Gurdjieff once wrote-though I have forgotten where-that one's
own account of things past constitutes an "essence of man of giving out as
one's own, after having changed some minor detail." Toomer, like Gurdji-
eff,, was a spinner of the fabric of myths and, in encouraglng me to write
about myself in order to merge the subject "I" with the object "me," he
said that there is always value for others in the data of one's experience,
but there is greater value in that data for he who imagines he lived it. He
went on to say: "Only when you become a part of the story can you
achieve its truth. Only then will it be ylur story, different from all other
stories, but part oftheir total truth."12

r2 Oscar lchazo, "Lcttcr to thc Tianspcrsonal Community." The Arican,'199'\, p.99,
rcmarks that "it is wcll-known that nonc of Gurdjieff's closc followers arrivcd at any
dcgrec of mystical transccndcncc." This is simply ignoring thc authoritative testimony
of men likc thc philosophcr P D. Ouspcnsky, thc tcachcrJohn Bennett, the architect
Frank Lloyd Wright, thc composcr Thomas dc Hartmann and, among many others,
thc writer and tcachcr Jcan Toomcr. For carly writings on Gurdjieff, sec J. Walter
l)riscoll. Curdjief: An Annotated tsibliograpfty (Ncw York: Garland, 1985).
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Living with Toomer
I also am an ancestor. a source. an initiator.

-Esentials

I could taste flavors in a grain ofsand,
My eyes saw loveliness,
And I had learned to peal the wrnd.

-"Jhs Blue Meridian"

I have been lMng withJean Toomer for so long in my imagination that it
is difficult to trace a firm border between experiences of my spirit and of
my body. Clearly, the quantiry of time I spent with him is out of propor-
tion with its mark on my memory and its influence on my thought. Each
moment that I relive wrth Jean widens to occupy more space in my
thoughts. At the moment, my earliest recollection of him is from 1937,
and the last from 1959. lwas a member of his household from1.937 to
1939, spent summer months with him throughout the war, then visited
occasionally for some years until the summer and fall of 7954 and the
spring of 1955, when I again "moved into" the Mill House. In 1959, I visit-
cd him for the last times in the made-over grange on the hill above the
Mill House. I recall my painful incredulity when my mother called me in
1967 from the United States to tell me he had died.

In the early summer of 1937, my mother had taken me out of an un-
comfortable and demoralizing environment in a boarding camp in New
Milford, CT. Leaving my sister there to suffer alone, she brought me to
live with her in a one-room furnished flat near Union Square in New
York City. There was no father about, and my mother was working for Vl

.f . Sloane, preparing an exhibit for the NewYork World's Fair. I was almost
7 years old then. We had been in the United States less than two years,
having arrived in New York on the SS Milwaukee in the early winter of
1935. Now my mother was living in makeshift circumstances, having left
lll her possessions behind in storage in Paris, except for the huge Delage
utomobile she had brought over with us on the boat. So I slept on a bed
rrrade of two armchairs placed face to face and, while my mother worked, I
was tended bv the teenase son of one of mv mother's NewYork friends.
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One hot evening in late August, a tall, slim man with a broad smile and

deep bright brown eyes dropped by and talked for some time with my moth-

.r. At or. point in the conversation, he turned around on his chair and

looked me itraight in the eye and asked if I would like to come and live with

him. My mothir said nothing to either encourage or discourage m9, lut
waited silently for my response. I was frightened, and yet I felt easy with this

man right away. I can still summon up the smell of him that evening, some-

thing like soft leather and hollyhocks; but I was afraid to be separated from

my mother once again. The tall man with the broad smile was not in the

leist put offby my reluctance to respond, but begn to tell me of all the plea-

sures awaiting me in his house. There would be someone to take me to

school, someone to pick me up, a playmate at home, a large room overlook-

ing the street where I could play, a backyard garden to explore, parks nearby,

and a church on the corner. Even better, I would be in a country home on

weekends where there was a farm, fields, and a stream. He then added the

ultimate inducement: If I moved in with him, I would be free to do whatev-

er I wanted at his house. 'TVhy," he added, "ifyou want to go up to the roof

of the house to sing and dance ajig, you can, and I'll even join you."

Shortly afterward, my mother and I went to dinner at 39 West 10th

Street. A few days after that, I was moved into the house. I was not sur-

prised and did not resist, though I had never told my mother that I wanted

it. I could see, nonetheless, that she wanted it, and it had already been de-

cided benveen her and Jean. I was, after all, used to being sent here and

there. The day I moved in, Jean said to me very seriously: "Explore every-

where. A house is like the world, you see, and you should know as much

about it as you can." I was immediately struck and intrigued by this big

house full ofvoices, colors, and odors.l
I was enrolled in Friends Seminary on 3rd Avenue, not far from

Gramerry Park, if I remember correctly. In the beginning, my mother

parked her huge Delage automobile near the school, and I would wait in it

for her to finish work. Then she would take me to a drugstore for an ice-

cream, and we would talk. After a few weeks, she no longer appeared, and

an older girl picked me up at school and took me to 10th Street. The

brownstone house at 39 West 10th Street was a warm haven for me. I see it

clearly still. It was narrow, with a staircase running up the right hand wall

I Marjorie Content Toomer was thc daughtcr of stockbrokcr Harry Content, who

had given her the housc on 10th Strcct as a gift for hcr marriage to Harold Loeb, the

avant-garde editor and publisher who is probably bcst known as thc model for cohen

in Hemingway's The Sun AIso Rrses. Locb dcscribcs thc activitics in the editorial office

basement of the housc in his autobiogtzphy Tlw Way It Was.
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from the entrance. On the left of the corridor was a large living room and,

past it, a kitchen that overlooked the backyard, whose shapes are still fa-

miliar to me. There was a gravel walk down the middle of the yard, high,

dirry brick walls all about, three or four thin trees, many bushes, and a

small kitchen garden in the middle where herbs grew It was a yard of
shadows, and I don't think sunlight ever touched much of it.

On the upper floor of the house, at the head of the stairs on the right
was a bathroom and, across from that, at the front ofthe house overlook-
ing 10th Street, was my room and playroom. I constructed there an elevat-
ed roadway with wood blocls and I played for hours with the two toy cars
my mother bought me just before I moved in. I don't know when I first

discovered that there was another child in the house. My earliest memory
of her is of playing "train" in a line of wooden chairs on the floor, and
sharing the baths we were forced to take every other afternoon, supervised
by a tall, blonde, handsome, buxom girl who was in her first year at NIYIJ
or Columbia. In the course of our baths that first winter, she taught me
and fugie to whistle.2 fugie was in first grade, r year behind me in school,
but she managed to whistle before I did.

My fullest memory of the house, however, is of the kitchen where fu-

5ne and I had our meals. There were bunches of Indian corn hanging here
and there and, to this day, I associate that heavy spiry smell of the kitch-
cn--{urry mustard, coriander, cumin, ginger-with blue, red, yellow,
white, and black corn. Although Jean's wife, Marjorie, seemed to me to be
sweeping through the kitchen at all moments of the day, there was a coolq
a German woman named AMna, a short, stout, and soft woman who
spoke with a decided accent. She and her husband, Oscar, lived in the
basement. Oscar returned to Germany a year later and she stayed on in the
house in New York to keep it in order when the rest of the family was in
l)oylestown. While the Toomers were in India two years later, she visited
her husband and returned before the United States'entered the war. She
was short-tempered with me.

On sunny weekend days, fugie and I rollerskated in Washington Park,

.just a few blocks away. I remember vividly the water fountain in the mid-
dle of the park, like a hub of a wheel with many concrete walks like spokes
lcading from it. It had a base upon which I could stand to reach the arc of
water. In the park, we could buy ice cream on sticls, hoping to find a star

' 
Jcan Toomcr's daughter, born in August 1932, was baptized Margery after her

rrrother. Jean callcd her Argic and Argc at thc timc I lived with them. At secondary
.;t lrool she was Margc, or Margery and whcn she took up a career, she preferred Mar-

1iot. My names for hcr follow, gcnerally, my rclationship with her at any given time.
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on the stick that we could return for the bonus of another ice cream. Jean
took me around the block to the Episcopal Church on 5th Avenue and en-

rolled me in the choir, but I sang only once or tlvice that whole winter and

spring.
fugie called her father "Poppy" and, after a few weeks, I did too.3 In

light moments, he called me "Bolo," a variation of my sister's and my
mother's nickname for me, "Polo." In serious moments together, he called
me "Boy," but I don't remember him ever calling me "Paul." His wife, to
whom my mother always referred as Marjorie Content rather than as Mar-
jorie Toomer, called me "Polo" to my face and "Paul" when she spoke to

Jean. To me, she was simply "Marjorie," and to Argre, "Mother."
Marjorie did not display much affection for me. She seemed distant

and exotic, but always business-like and in a hurry, moving quickly, full of
energy, and with a bright vivacious smile, but a smile more of interest and
concern than of pleasure. I was struck immediately by the colors she wore,
which seemed to blend in with the colors and odors of the kitchen. She
dressed in Navajo skirts with colorful designs, blue and yellow blouses,
with long silver and beaded necklaces, silver and turquoise brooches and
earrings, hair pins and combs. She raised whirlwinds through the house
with her twirling skirts.

Poppy, on the other hand, would sit quietly in a loose-belted jacket in
an armchair, reading or just meditating, apparently alert to everything go-
ing on about him, but saying little himselfl compared with the constant
chatter of Marjorie. When something caught his attention, however, he
would cock his head to the side and downward and look at it, or you, with
a quizzical expression. The effect was even more striking when he was
reading, for he would lower the newspaper or book in his hand and look
over his glasses as if to ask 'What in the world is that?" When there was
company, however, Poppy talked and laughed while he paced the floor,
gesticulating.

I was too busy with my life with Argre and school and Washington
Square to spend much time alone with Poppy that winter. Occasionally he
would ask what I thought of one thing or another, but he talked seriously
with me only on those occasions when I seemed upset or confused, or did

3 On November 29, 1,938, Marjorie wrotc hcr daughtcr Susan: "Argc seems to me to
have matured quite a bit in thc 12 days wc wcrc gonc!! Shc certainly was most expres-

sively affectionate on our return whcn I camc in thc door. Shc dashed down the
51xls5-2nd Polo after hcr. I hardly grccted tl-rcm whcn Polo said: "UVhere's Pops?'
(meaningJean). He has sort of adoptcdJean as his fathcr sincc hc says that hc hasn't

seen his own father for 4 ycars s1 11sps-h6 says Jcan is going to be his father nou-"
(Marjorie Content Papcrs, Doylcstown).
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something he considered amusing. When I couldn't sit still in his compa-

ny, he called me "Mr. Fidget." After Argie and I had come in from'Wash-

ington Square or from the backyard, he would question us as to what we

had seen. If I talked about flowers coming up in the garden, he asked what

they were. When I couldn't identify them by name, he suggested that I

should give them names according to the impression they made on me. So

I mentioned blue star-flowers, and white button-flowers (that I learned
later from Marjorie were chives), and all colors of umbrella-flowers. He

thought about these names, and then said that it would be a good idea if I
made stories about why these flowers had such name-shapes. "Names of
things should reveal something of what they are and what they do. How
can you know those things ifyou don't know the meaning of their names?
Observe them carefully and they'll let you know by what name they would
be called. There is a story in each name, a plant's own story. Lrarn to make
your own story out of everything you see. Then you will not forget it."

We didn't go out very often in NewYork. A few times, Poppy and fu-
gie and I went to Fred Leighton's Mexican shop, where my mother helped
with import orders. That shop, with Navajo blankets on the wall, heavy
silver bracelets with large turquoise settings, and pottery everywhere,
seemed an extension of 10th Street. Fred was one of the few visitors to
10th Street whom I got to know well myself On my first visit to his shop,
he gave me a little Navajo drum and a straw cowboy whose head had come
off by the time I got him home. I don't remember many of the numerous
visitors to the house, but I do remember a beautiful woman who was in-
troduced to me as "Georgia." The name seemed strange to me, and from
that moment on, whenever I heard the name of the state, I saw Georgia
O'Keefe in my mind.

Very special occasions for fugie and me were the weekends when we
drove down to Doylestown, PA, crowded into a Ford station wagon with
rugs, lamps, books, and all sorts of equipment. After one or tvvo trips, the
routine drive became a sort of ritual that I enjoyed immensely. The land-
marks are still familiar to me today and many of them survive: the pock-
marked asphalt under a sort of one-sided tunnel on Route 22 in New

Jersey, the ship-form restaurant in the middle of the grassy hill median
further south, the huge traflic circle on Route 202 at Somerville, where
fugie would cry out "Half-way House!" Sometimes we would stop there
at a small restaurant for a snack before continuing on the second half of
the drive.

The long winding hill down into Lamberwille and across the bridge
to New Hope was fugie's and my favorite moment, not only because New
I-Ione was onlv a few miles from Dovlestown. but because that hill over
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L,amberWille and the Delaware River was often full of circus tents, agricul-

tural exhibits, and carnival attractions. After the narrow bridge, the farms

and houses built of stone, so typical of Bucks Counry were everywhere'

Just past a big sign advertising an undergound cavern, we turned right, up

r dl.t ro"d that went up and down over three hills before it passed over a

tiny wooden bridge with walls topped with red roof tiles. on the rise of

the next hill, we turned right, along a hedged drive to Mill House, a huge

white wooden house with blue shutters, on the left' On the right a few

yards further was a gigantic square stone barn on the rise of a field that ran

down to a stream that passed by the back of the barn toward the wooden

bridge. Attached to the upper side of that stone barn was a car shed and,

beside it, a broad and leafy walnut tree that smelled musty and damp.

In front of the car shed, the black stone drive turned left up the hill,

past the dining room and kitchen ofthe house, to a large farm yard in the

ell formed by the tractor shed, hayloft, and grange. A tractor path contin-

ued betlveen the yard and a field to meet another path at the top of the hill

and parallel to the front drive. fuound to the right, it turned into the barn

loft. Before the entrance was an unbroken expanse of comfield, stretching

as far as I could see. This slope was the last all the way to Mechanicsville.

Twenty-five years later, this tractor door would be the entrance to Jean
Toomer's last home.

On the other side of the road, closer to the bridge and stream, was a

farm house, below and in front of a large yard with stables and worksheds

whose lower walls were of stone. The stone walls continued in different

directions to make enclosures of sorts. One contained a huge manure

compost. Up higher on the slope were fields of grain, and between the

yard and the farm house was a neat, large, square kitchen garden.

The stone barn by the Mill House was the most impressive structure

on the property. It had a low stone-walled terrace with cement floor before

a large double door that opened inward onto a wooden platform. Straight

ahead in the dark interior was a broad open staircase to a higher platform

upon which construction had begun on tvvo or three rooms that remained

unfinished for a few years. Down to the left of the entrance platform, a

long wooden staircase without bannister hugged the wall and descended

some twenty feet to the earthen floor of an enormous room that must

have been at least sixty yards square. A narrow wooden platform on the

house side held two small toilet compartments. The rest of the room was

bare except at the far end, where there was the largest water wheel I have

ever seen, blocked still, and with only a little water seeping through the

sluice gate from the stream behind into the deep well beneath the wooden

blades still in working condition. There was a small wall in front of it to
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protect us from falling into the well in which it stood. It was frightening to
look down into the dark bottom of the mill wheel.

I recall the interior space of the house and the Mill particularly well,
perhaps, for one reason. Poppy asked me sometime later if I had carefully
noted where everything was. 'You want to know the house, and the house
to know you. You are wvo living things who must get to know each other.
The kitchen is a stomach. Our bedrooms are our minds when we sleep.
The lMng room is where we talk and listen and read; but the Mill House
is the best of all, a place to work and play. Just like your body, everything
on this property has something special about it, and something special it
allows us to do. If you know this place, or know any place, you will always
know where you are in it. Whenever you look at something carefully, you
are looking at yourself That way you have a friend in what you see who
will help you control it as well as yourself Know where you are in this
house, and you will know what has happened there, what can and what
will happen there."

I remember the sounds, feelings, and smells of Mill House as well. I
awoke each morning to the contented cooing of pigeons. The feel of the
blue-black gravel of the front drive under my shoes, the smell of the dry
hay in the barn loft, the soft smell of soap and after-shave lotion outside
Poppy's bathroom, the smell of book covers along the wall by the study,
the heavy smell of the Navajo blankets in Marjorie's workoom down-
stairs, the flat, cold cement-smell of the Mill House interior, and the warm
blend of aromas from the kitchen. My senses seem to have found their en-
during forms there. I remember once asking Poppy why the pigeons cooed
not exactly at daybreak, but apparently always at the same time after it, and
why they cooed so happily. He lowered his head in his habitual thoughtful
manner and said, looking at me from under his eyebrows: "They remind
themselves at the start of each day who they are. Everything living has a
language to use to know who he is and to what family of life he belongs.
Think each morning about the first thing you say, and what it can mean to
your day." That message stuck and, to this day, the first thing I say con-
sciously identifies a bond wrth something precious to me.

Another time, he told me to imagine myself a dove flying over the
Mill House. What would I see? "Try to imagine your world from the view
of other things in it." One day, fugie took my teddy bear, "Ftzzy," and
threw it to the bottom of the well beneath the wheel. I was crushed with
sadness. In tears, I told my story to Poppy and Marjorie, while fugie stood
by defiantly. Poppy said quite calmly, "Well fuge, maybe you were inviting
I)olo to see what the world lools like at the bottom of the mill wheel, but I
don't think Ftzzy's able to do it for him, so you'll just have to go down
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and fetch it." She was too afraid, ofcourse, but Poppy took her by the hand

and the three of us went down the stairs, a descent that itself frightened

-., 
"rrd 

over to the edge of the pit, where Poppy took fugre wlth him

down two rudders, and t*hen reachid her down to where she could go the

rest of the way. I recove red "FuznJ," a little damp, but none the worse for

the experienc.. thtt evening, fugre got her revenge by spitting in our

.o--Ln bath; and it was my night to clean the tub'

The mill was a never-ending source of terrifying images, whose- calm

and sunny outer terrace was belGd by the immense space of the dark and

damp interior just behind its bright wooden entry doors. That large terrace

*", orr. fa,rorite play area. From its low wall, we could jump into- the

grassy neld near the'drive. From the back of the terrace, we could look

iown fearfully at the field some fifteen to tvventy feet below. ^
For those several weekends during which pieces of 10th Street were

transported, the house that we called Mill House and partictrlarly the mill

were'places of adventure and excitement that offered relief from the ciry

and a school I did not particularly enjoy. I do not remember much of my

mother during that year at 10th Street She never came with us to

Doylestown, rid t hrtifo.got about her in my immersion in the life of the

Toomers. I don,t remember seeing her, even at the end of the school year

when we drove out to the Mill House to pack up for a summer holiday'

Late that summer, Poppy and Marjorie drove to Provincetown and one of

the househelp, May, d.ort. up a couple of days later with fugie and me'

stopping for lne night in a tourist house in Madison or Old Lyme, Con-

n..ti.ut. The next afternoon, we drove up the Cape, past a stately Inn

with a blue wooden ship sign hanging outside, and turned left toward the

bay and the cottage in which we were to spend the end of the summer' It

had but a single bidroom, so Argre and I had to sleep on cots in the dining

room, while May slePt on the couch.

Argie and I had'a marvelous vacation there. v/e would run across the

back yard onto tidal flats that led toward a dune topped with sea grass.

That sandy hill was our archaeological dig and we searched for hours for

Indian arrowheads. Argre found one, or something resembling one' The

house had no plumbing other than a kitchen pump, no electricity, and

there was an ili-smelling outhouse in the back. Some days, we drove up

the cape to Provinceto*tt. I t.-.-ber the smells of the sea and of grilled

.orn. i remember almost nothing ofJean and Mar.;orie at V/ellfleet except

for the drives to markets for food and excursions to Provincetown. In a

later reminiscence, Argie reminded me of the crab claws we played with,

snapping at each other with them.'We kept them beneath our pillows until

Marjorie smelled them and threw them out.
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AfterWellfleet, we settled into the Mill House and left 10th Street be-
hind.afugie and I were assigned to a huge bedroom at the upper end of the
house, over the kitchen. The windows gave us views on both sides: over
the lawn and rock garden toward the dirt road and farm on one side, and
over the drive bewveen the mill and the upper tractor yard on the other.
The door to our room was at the end of a long corridor that ran along a
number of windows overlooking a flagstone terrrace and the lawn, and at
the other end of the room was a door into our bathroom. Just before our
room was a wooden stairway between the kitchen and a small galley-like
pantry. Under this was another wooden stairway to a cellar with shelves
stacked with preserves. lJpstairs, on the other side of our bathroom and
the stairs, was a guest room and then Jean's bathroom and, at the south-
west corner of the house, their bedroom, a mysterious place that I can't re-
member ever entering, but that I peered into once or twice without daring
to step over the lintel. The bathrooms had doors to both the hall and the
bedrooms. One day, walking down the hallway with the bright light corn-
ing in from the windows over the lawn, the door to Jean's bathroom was
open and I turned to see him standing naked at the sink leaning forward
against the sink toward the mirror, shaving. It was the first time I had seen
a man's naked body, and I noted his long, slim, strong body and penrs
arched against the side ofthe sink.

fuge and I went to school at Buckingham Friends in Lahaska, not far
away from where the bottom of our road met Route 202. The school
house was a square stone building on a steep hill a hundred feet above the
road, and across that road was a long one-story house where a woman

'' Cynthia Earl Kcrman and Richard Eldridgc, The Liues ofJean Toomer (Baton Rougc,
LA: Louisiana Statc Univcrsiry Prcss, 1987), p.223, say thatJcan and Marjorie moved
tcr Doylcstown in 1936; Lifon and Eldridgc, in "Marjoric Contcnt," Quasha,24,hn,vc
tfre date as 1935, and in an articlc of Marjoric inThe [Doylcstown] Intelligencer,'l4 No-
vcmber 1983, thc movc is datcd Thanksgiving 1934. Rudolph Byrd, Tbomer's Years utith
Curdjief (Athens, GA: Univcrsity of Gcorgia Prcss, 1989), p. 85, also gives 1934 as the
clate for the movc to Doylcstown. All of thcsc confusc datcs of purchasc, preparation
of the house, and the actual movc. Thc Toomcrs had probably completed most of thc
nccessary work on thc housc and had startcd rcdoing the mill itselfby 1936, as the
datc on the millstonc at its cntrancc tcstifics. Thcy had spent some weeks in the house
in the summers of 1936 and 1937, supcrvising arrangcments. Nonetheless, 10th Strcet
was their principal residcncc until thc summcr of 1938. Robert B. Jones, in his intro-
rluction to The Collected Poems of Jean Tbomer, Robcrt B. Jones and Margot Latimer,
t:ds. (Chapel Hill, NC: Univcrsiry of North Carolina Prcss, 1987), p. x<v, has the cor-
rcct date as summct 1938. In thc Toomcr papcrs, thcrc arc lctters addressed to both
Wcst 10th St. and Doylcstown bctwccn 1936 and 1940. Marjoric's correspondence to
lrcr daughter Susan in 1937 is mailcd from Ncw York during thc week, and from
| )oylestown on wcckcnds.
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served school lunch. At one of our first lunches' the woman asked me why

i r,"Jno, drunk my milk, and I replied that I didn't like milk. 
'T/hat do

u"" arirt at homei" sh. i.mand.d. I said "wine and beer." She was furi-

;;;,;;;;h.n Poppy heard the story he roared with laughter'

Next to the school was the Qu'ktr Meeting where MarjolS 
Jater

served as Secretary. I remember going to tvvo-or three meetings withJean'

L,r, i ao"', recall ihat he spoke. I"tt ftct, the Lahaska Meeting was' for me' a

r",it.t q"l" and subdueiaffaiq serving as an occasion' in the schoolyard

before and after the service, for talking about local events and issues' On

i""a"yt at the Mill House, when guests were present' lunch was served in

r Jl"itig room that consisted of a"wide passageway between the front sit-

ii"g ,"5- and the krtchen-pantry area' There,was one imposing piece of

furniture in that room: an tval mahagony-colored table' at least ten feet

i""g, *rft an elaborate sculpted base risembling Brancusi's Bird in Flight'

ifri.5*r, the work of a .r"fts-rn, 
'Wharton Esherick, who was a frequent

uiriror,o Mill House. Argie and I sat at that table only on festive occaslons'

From that long nario* room, between the kitchen pantry and the

fronrsitting .oo-, ih.r. was one door out to a flagstone terrace leading to

;ir;;."q".; gteen and, on the other side, another door out to the drive on

its incline toi'ard the barn. I supposed that this door, with slate steps out-

;;1.,;;t designed as the house'i main entry but I never saw it used except

as an escape .iute in our play. The family ate almost all meals at alarge ta-

fl. i.r tfr. kit hen that n"a t aoot out onto a flagstone wa|\ on that same

side of the house. ln the winter, the flagstone was enclosed in a wood and

slass storm porch to guard the door, 
"nd 

it was filled wrth hanging herbs'

?*ft 
"" 

ft"Jf", *ood".n crates with apples in a corner' and implements of

all kinds.-- -iin 
Davenport did all the handy jobs, like raising the winter porch.

He and his broiher, Don, were the "mitors" of the property' especially the

frrrn ,.ros the way. The farmhouse itself was lived in by a.n older man'

n"*t.y, who did the everyday farm chores' fuound the Mill House' Lin

and Don wereJean's ,id.,. tin was my favorite-strong' fa;t' full of self-

confidence 
"nd- 

hurnor, seemingly capable of doing everything from re-

;;it*g ;;;.t;rs to delivering ttGt' bon,. slighter' -o" 
.?lt::t-: 

t1j,**

-uch*qui.ter, though he entered into children's games wtth Ar$e and me

,rrJ p"rti.lp^ted in'the family game of croquet' played tltry 
l:-ttibl'

weekendontheimmaculately,ke"ptlawnthatstretchedoutfromthedin-
ing room slate terrace toward a weeping willow and the field and dirt road

beyond.
Thecroquetgameswerethehighlightsofweekendafternoonsbefore

supper. Those garires gave me my first ierious concern with sryle of play'
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for no two players used either the same grip or the same game tactics.
Marjorie, stiff-legged, weight on the back of her body, bent over at the
waist with an interlocked finger grip, swung evenly benveen widely spread
lep, with her head raised, chin right over the end of the mallet. Jean
poised his head over the ball, standing almost straight, with a golfer's put-
ting stroke. Lin used a one-handed stroke, knees slightly bent, and laughed
with such pleasure when he knocked an opponent's ball out of bounds
that it was almost a pleasure to be his victim. Marjorie preferred to play
her own ball and not bother with defensive tactics, but Jean would try to
put someone else's ball in a tantalizingly frustrating position, on the wrong
side of a wicket. There were never arguments among the adults during
these games, but a lot of talking, as if the game served the talk.

The Davenport brothers were also our teachers. At the bottom of the
mill, under the back of the terrace toward the stream, they set up a work-
shop where Lin taught us carpentry leatherwork, knots, woodcutting, and
stone-chiseling. 

'Wtren 
we were about the properfy, the brothers were

guards and companions, and we went often into the fields with them
while they worked. I remember Lin supervising the ripping out of the
hedge that bordered the front drive. It was quite a production, for the
drive must have been a hundred yards long, and he and Jean did the job
with a caterpillar tractor and chains, dragging each plant out of the ground
one by one. When Lin wasn't driving, Jean was, and once he gave me a
turn on his lap. It was easy enough to pull the steering levers, but my legs
weren't long enough for my feet to reach the clutch pedal.

In warm weather, fugie and I sat on bales of hay in the upper part of
the barn and watched Poppy, the Davenports, and others play basketball
between the tractor entrance and the loft doors that opened into space
above the tractor hanger. Lin was strong and moved with power toward
the basket, butJean glided rather than ran, and the ball never stayed still in
his hands, but seemed only to change its speed and direction on the way
toward the basket or toward another player. When he shot a basket, it
scemed as if the ball were an extension of his hands that came up from just
under his belt to high above his head in one evenly paced glide. At no oth-
cr times have I seen Jean move so quickly and sweat so profusely. What
struck me then, and still strikes me in recollection, is the extraordinary
control and balance he had over his bodily movements.

I felt secure at school, and especially with my teacher, Kitty Simmons,
who used the Quaker pronoun forms thou and thee in a soft and persuasive
Inanner. Buchngham Friends had only soccer as a school sport. My friend
(]urmer Cadwallader played with riding boots and kicked dents into my
shins. I discovered science. not onlv because of the insects that inhabited
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the dirt and brush schoolyard, but because we were studying the solar sys-

;; ;h. history of life on the Earth. I remember telling Poppy-one

;;;;; th", t thought the Earth was nothing but t,sl:ck.:ttl::*j^1"1t-

ing in fre air of a giant's room' He asked me to tell htm the dltterence De-

*?.tii"i"g andiead dust, why they weren't the same thing' Vhen I

alJrri, ao *!il *rth that question,'he asked me howwe might see the giant

and how he might ,.. ur. I did no better on that one' but Poppy seemed

,'f.rturU.a ,.ri ,.n, me offto think more on "these matters'" I did think

"ii", 
tff sorts of ramifications of what I considered a bright analogl and' a

;;;;"tt hter, I thought I was ready when he.asked me about the giant's

durt. "i guess the grr.rt it like God," I said, "and this room is his universe'"

"Good,';he smileJ, "and what about other rooms?" I thought at] T1.:"id
,trr,i i-"grrred there would be many universes' "And. manV Gods?,-,he

*rinkled his brow as he lowered his head and raised his eyes to questlon

me'..Goandthinkmore.''Ithoughtthatl'dbemorecarefulnexttimeand
be more prepared for complications like this' .

On the'farm, fugie ,ni I *." assigned tasks byJean and Linj OAwas

to feed and water ttre two horses, Dolly and Perry' The sound of Dolly

crunching ears of corn was music to my ears, and I loved stroking the vel-

vew-warir front of her nose. She had a mind of her own and often' when I

;.;;Jit;; th. *ould decide to step over the thin cord into the htchen

g"rJ.r, and trample young vegetables' Ramsey would.rage' and Poppy

inrould smile and tell Argie Ind me that we were entrusted with the respon-

,rUifi y to tend the horsJs for their own good as well as ours, and it was not

io. ttt.it good, he laughed, to have Ramsey strihng their hindquarters'

Ahh6ugtf fug. itd I *... expected.to assume as much responsibility

around the farm as we could handle, and especially those things we could

do without supervision, like cleaning out the cow stalls, feeding the chick-

ens, and collecting.ggr, *. had coniplete freedom of movement about the

t;p."t We gloried"i"n the immensity of space, but lack of supervision oc-

."riorr.i -oi than one faux pas' One weekend late in the summer or ear-

iV aff 
"f 

1938, my sister Eve, nicknamed "Petey"l-staye{ with us at Mill

House just before'returning to school 1n-New 
Milford' One morning' we

i.J irt. figt watermelon ,iids lt' which Petey put some hot pepper seeds'

if" gtggfJa with delight when a large pig ran around the pen' squealing

mJ r'ttilirg his head irom side to side. Rt-tty ran over 
?nd :y 

wlal mv

titi.t ** ioirrg. In fury he sent us away and complained to Lin and Pop-

py, who were looking at a tractor in need of repair'

; furigrr--.rr, of farm tasks was Gurdjicff's practicc at thc Prieur6' There, each task

had a farticular name, so that no tvvo pcoplc did thc sarnc thing'
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Later that afternoon, Poppy confronted us. I do not remember my sis-
ter's reply, but it seemed to me that Poppy harbored some ill feelings to-
ward her.6 He turned to fugie and myself to askwhat part we had played in
the affair. Our attempts at evasion of responsibiliry fell flat, but suddenly
Poppy paused, smiled softly, grinned, and said: 'You know, the situation is
not as serious for the pig as it is for you. He forgets quickly the surprise he
had today, and tomorrow he might sniff his warermelon rind carefully be-
fore eating it, but in a day or two he will have no regrets over his painful
experience.

'You are different. If I put a generous dose of tabasco in your soup,
you will also squeal. You will wonder what happened, and why it burns
your mouth, and you will have respect for that little bottle of tabasco. You
will even learn to like tabasco once you can measure the amount it takes to
spice the soup to your taste. You will learn what the pig cannot because
you have a memory and an awareness ofyourself-what you like and what
you can do to serve your likes. Memory is a valuable tool. A pig forgets
pleasure and pain, but remembering pleasure and pain makes you superior
to pigs. You will not tease the pigs any more because you remember how
Ramsey reacts, and you will remember not to tease the pigs because ther
pain gives you no pleasure, just food for your curiosiry. Cultivate and re-
fine your memory. Give it things to work upon for your own profit, and
not for others' pain. Remember, you become what you can be only if you
remember yourself "

Every incident became an occasion for a lesson, always given wrth a
deep, low and soft voice out of a mouth curved into a sly smile. One day,
Lin caught a snapping turtle in the stream and put it into a wooden tub of
milk in a corner of the cow barn. The smell of sour milk and the sight of
that pointed head and body the circumference of a volleyball rising to the
surface of its white sea was terrifying. I stood with Poppy, watching the
turtle slowly turn in the milk. 'You see," he said, "the turtle is not restless
because he has no desire to go anywhere. He isn't the least concerned with
where he is as long as his body is comfortable. He's not curious to know
what's on the outside of his barrel, any more than the pigs are curious
about what is in the next field unless they are hungry. We call the pigs and
the turtle lazy, but that's wrong. They aren't lary at all. They have nothing
to occupy themselves with except eating and sleeping.

'You, boy, have plenry to eat, and are curious about other things. That
is good, but to know other things you have to start like the pig and the tur-

" I guessed at a reason for his hostility whcn, many years latcr, I discovered that he
knew that Petey was Gurdjicff's child. Argic docs not rccall ill fcelings toward petey
,)n the part  of  hcr  fathcr  at  any t imc.
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tle. I mean you have to know what y:" l:td for your body' and l-<norl how

to move your body ,o g.i it youttil. ir i' isn't grven vou' To take what is

given you without qu.r*"i'igyour.dependentJ o" the giver is to stay the

iig, sniffing only to see. what might hurt you'"

One morning 4.g,. 
""J 

I ti-t uPon a dead cow left in the farmyard

after an autopsy. ft, ,t"tt otgans spiiled out between its legs' and the

stomach and heart foofttJ 
" 

i7 they had been dipped in sand' "It died of

eating nails," Ramsey explained, and I could imagrne the. cows.in the pas-

iur. 6.ria.'tfte Mill House barn licking up nails from a keg' Lin and Jean

;;;;J;y rh" ....r* like two surgeons comparing notes' Pop-py^ t:l':0.1:

*. 
"ft.i 

a while and said that not all animals knew what was gooo lor

;h;;, ;;, it would have taken a lot of pepper seeds to kill that cow'

We ate cow's tongue often, and loppy used to kid me about my en-

j"yi";;;;;dpape.-like feel of a cow's tongue on my cheek so much that

I would bite out a tongue directly from a cow's mouth' fugie and I

*"rJ.J Lin c'op off chi?kens' h"ads ott a bloody wood block' after which

some of them would hop about the yard for a long time before Lin,cluSht

them and hung them ii Uttta dry" Most afternoons' Poppy would .take

ffi.;Jt.vttfr ni, dog, Mickey, *.n: y"t part chow and part something

else. Mickey's tongue 
"-,, 'l-l't black and he was slightly larger than

*ort .t o*r, but hi had a uniformly reddish-tan coat' He was a quiet and

friendly dog, and I could see Poppy striding.across the fields on the oppo-

site hill, on the other siJe of tht st'e^- and thin line of small trees' with
-f.rrg 

,t pt, stick in hand, and Mickey bounding ahead and..then waiting

with his brushlike tarl wagging' Jean usually took those walks alone with

r"r"t v. He said that theyiieaiti o"t hrs.thoughts at the end.of the day'

Many times I was rnvited along, and would listen to Poppy point out fea-

tur.r'of t..., and soil in that low even voice of his' One afternoon' I com-

olained that my new shoes hurt' We stopped; he looked at my shoes' then

;JJ;;ril in ,n. stream with them until they were thoroughly wer

Soldid,whi lehewalkedalongthebank.Hesaidthenthat lshouldwalk
ln *.-'urrtit they dried o,' tnlifttt, "because a new shoe on a foot is like a

,r .* ia." inthemind' I tmustbeshapedtothepart icularforminwhichit
will serve You best."

Often after lunch, Jean would take a naP on the small couch.in the

f-nt ,*-, iurt to th. iight of the front entrince' He lay flat on his back

with his head on a small c-ushion, arms crossed on his chest' and body cov-

.J *itft a Navajo blanket' The only times he lost his temper with me

were on the occasions when fugie ani I would race from the kitchen area

".ros 
th. bare wooden floor oi the dining room and leap down the one

step to the sitting room, passing within ten inches of Poppy's body' He
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would raise nothing but his head and bellow out, "QUIET BOY" We
would scurry either out of the front door or up the front stairs to race
down the hall to our room. At other times when Poppy would get angry
over something I had done, or more often not done, his anger was in his
aspect and his glaring eyes. Rarely did he have to speak. His look terrified
me, but a few minutes later everything would be back in place. He never
held a grudge, but shifted out of moods as rapidly as he went into them.

One late afternoon a week Argie and I were allowed to listen to "I
Love a Mystery" whose theme music was Sibelius' eerie 'TValtz Tiiste." At
that time, most of the adventures were taking place in Sumatra, and I was
fascinated by the jungle island, reading everything I could about the Dutch
East Indies. Jean furnished maps and suggestions, and soon I was memo-
rizing statistics on the East Indian islands and eventually the whole Orient.

Jean warned me that I would end up wrth a head like the straw cowboys in
Fred Leighton's shop. "If you keep putting in facts, they will mix up with
ideas and your mind will start to resemble an attic full of junk Learn to
order things in your mind. Put all the facts you want in there, but put
them in a place that can be cleaned out now and then without disturbing
the essential machinery. And, be careful not to memorize things you will
be unable to forget." I said this seemed funny, since at school we are
forced to memorize facts.

'Yes, and that is fine, but new facts have to take the place of old ones,
sometimes, and you must make room for them. To do that, you have to
erase parts of your memory just as you have to erase chalk marks on the
schoolroom blackboard when you need room to write more. Tieat facts
like food. Once food is digested it becomes part of your body, your
strength, your sight and hearing. Facts are the same. Digest them, have
them strengthen your mind the way food works on your body. Facts that
have to do with things that you cannot join to yourself weigh you down.
Ask yourself what these 'facts' mean to you personally, and you will find
good ways to use them. Just remember that what you forget eonseiously, can
be recalled in fresh form for use at a later time. But, ifyou cannot remem-
ber yoursel{ you will forget others unconsciously."

One day, I told Poppy that, looking sourh from the Mill House to-
ward the ridge of the hill on the other side of rhe stream and sensing
countless ridges of hills one after another on the other side, it seemed that
the entire earth could be traversed ridge by ridge all the way to China. I
said I'd like to walk there one day. He liked the idea and encouraged me to
hold on to it as a plan, because, as he said, "knowledge is in China." There
would be no sense, however, in undertaking the voyage until I was old
cnough to recognize what I might see there. From that moment on, every
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project I expressed to him became measured by the China V/alk' I tried to

calculate how long ,, *oufa take, and if I could take Mickey along wrth

;J;ppy;;gg.r[d that the walk might do more sood for Nina' the Ger-

man police dog Lin rrrJtough' as.M[key's mate'-because she needed the

Jir.iptirr. of th"e journey. Niia ha9 a wrld spirit and trusted no one'
*"--'Nirr" 

began makin'* r 0." of herself Sie would leap at fugie .an$ 
me

,o rrrrp 
"itnJtop 

of ou,it"ds' She caught aweasel one evening and played

with it on the croquet pitch' I wat hor*rified' butJean' instead of rescuing

,tr. *.rr.t, said simply that Nina would learn with age to discover the prop-

er place and purpose fo. it' hunt' Next' she started iaiding Ramsey's chick-

;fi;,;J il;"i Jern took one of her mangled victims an{ tr.1f it

about her neck. For a,1o Nin' loped around the properry uncomfortably'

Ard. ,rrd I thought thrs punishment both disgusting and unfair' but Jean'."iiri".J 
simply"that to have to live constantly with tng tn11s you want

only occasionally is a good way to make tt"t' ' dog consider if he wants the

tti,igr, all. In ihe sfring of'1939, Nina.gave birth to pups' fugie and I

;d"p",.J Smokey, who looked very much like a grant tolltl 
- -,-- ,- -"^*-'i 

*", srttin; with n"oot listening to-the r;dio one evening in the fall

whenorsonwelles-'a.t' is..InvasionfromMars''broadcast.Iwascon-
ilseJ ;J frightened by the tone of panic, but nglw Ytr.stirred' 

He

U.n, olr., sligttly fro* iti, seat, as he was used to doing when listening in-

L"ifV, t"a ,itit.d through the whole thing' The weekend papers were full

of illustrations of Martilans in the streets of Nt* York' and I told Poppy

that lwouldwalktoNewYorktof indmymother." I t isn' tnecessary"he
,.pii.a, "your mother can take care of herielf' If she wants you' she'll call'

Besides, what do you think you could do? You have to know what you are

up ,g"irrrt when you ,.t oui on adventures, like your walk to.China' You

have to plan your route, but more importantly' prepare yourself"

So fugre and I started planning adventures together'.We borrowed

hatchets from Lin's workshop and b*egan cutting dolvn' as best we could'

.iu-p, of sweetbriar 
"long 

' 't"ttn:i'\ stream' Then we began to wid-

.n ,nd deepen the stream"bed to make what we planned as our swimmtng

hole. We never got very far, because the opposite bank of the stream was

;;;;gt;*" with"a thick briar patch, but the project- interested Poppy' who

strolled by to rnspect out l'bo" on his waiks' while Mickey came and

,tiff.a along the itr.r-. Each evening, he asked for a progress report' In

anof lhand",.m",k,hewonderedifei therofushadconsideredthat i t
would be useful to know how to swim before we finished the pool'

That fall, sure of our growing skills, we set out to build a tree house'

We gpthered wood, made 
"'atsigr', 

found tools' and set to.work' Well' we

,rl.i * set to work. But we tou-ld"'t manage working in the tree' and the
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ladder we built on the tree trunk kept collapsing. We had more success
with our projects later, when it snowed for a whole day. When Lin could
barely open the kitchen door (the kitchen patio had not yet been enclosed
for the winter), fugie and I burrowed out, and then built a marvelous ig-
loo on the croquet pitch. Poppy remarked that, often, improvised projects
were more successful than those well planned. "It is a question of know-
ing what your are doing," he observed, "and if you don't know, instinct
works better than plotting."

We became daring in our escapades as we became familiar with the
area. One morning, we climbed through Ramsey's kitchen window after
he had left to plow a distant field. I remember my surprise and envy when
I caught the lingering odor ofthe porkchops and fried potatoes he had eat-
en for breakfast. We raided his bread box and found a loaf of raisin bread
with a sugar-glazed crust. I had never smelled anything so warm and
sweet, or tasted pulpy raisins in soft dough before.'We weren't caught and
were not repentent, but I always suspected that whenever we did such
things, Jean knew about them. I can't remember him ever scolding us for
such pranks, and neither he nor Mar.;orie ever raised a hand in anger
against either of us. Instead, he found somerhing amusing in everything
we did, an occasion to get a thought across to us. For er<ample, some days
later when we were crossing a neighboring field in the direction of Me-
chanicsville, a grazing bull looked up at us, and we taunted it to charge by
waving our hands. To our frustration, the bull resumed its meal placidly.
Argie's story to her father that evening was of our narrow escape from a
flerocious charge. "China is the other way," said Jean wrth a wry smile.

fugie and I were gtven tvvo miniature play wagons that we pushed
about the huge cement terrace in front of the mill entrance. Poppy told us
to make a city out of the terrace, and he gave us a piece of chalk. fugie and
I marked off streets and, kneeling on the wagon bed while pushing with
one foot and steering wrth our hands, we raced through our labyrinthine
designs for hours on end. It was our favorite play area, and it was ours
:rlone. On the lawn, Poppy taught us a variety of exercises. The one I re-
rnember best involved supporting the body upside-down on a tripod of
rreck, shoulders, and elbows. He had me do that for many minutes at a
time, explaining that it was good for blood circulation and breathing. One
day, all alone in the field, perhaps fifteen feet from the mill terrace, naked,
I trampled a small circle in the grass and did my exercise there. Suddenly, I
lllt the urgent need to piss and, Geling it perfectly logrcal to do it upside-
tlown as well as standing up, I pushed forth a fountain that, unfortunately,
tlid not quite arc clear of my face. I crumpled to the ground, sputtering,
,rnd then heard a roar of laughter. There above me, not six yards away, was
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Poppv with one foot on my wagon' bent over' with his hand under his

;ttH;G ,,nii' ";';j: 
i"iiugnine'.I lav there ashamed and afraid

to race for my clothes, *rtiit ftt j"".i*{g' sull laughing' and strode up

il;;;;';iing r loud "Ho, Ho;'behind him in the air'

Tro or three times that winter' Jimmy and Susan Loeb' Marjorie's

children by Harold roJ, t*t fot ui'ltt' They,were both at the Universi-

ty of Chicago, t. i,, "'nclittit nttftrntn ye"r"i-he once ioked' He was full

of cheer. Susan, a yt" ;;;t;;;;;' *'i t.ttu and slim girl with'striking'

,n* 
"rJaaicate 

features. sh. *i, intensely serious. She adopted me as a

il;fi;rtre' and I was flattered bv her care- Jimmv *-Tl?T.y*^Yth
everyone, but Susan seemed 

""-td 
around Jean' respectful' but modest

ill;;ffi"g. vr"tr*t Latimer' fugie's grandmother' also visited' and I

}| ;;;;;fiy tf,e softness of her almJst purplish white hair. She was gen-

tle and quiet, and ,pt"i" toi of time with Arge' I assumed at first that she

was "Mother fru.ta.,,'i' tt'*t itttt perfettf fit the impression she made

ot 
Tn.r. was always something happeningat the Mill House' and I can't

remember either tuge o' -y'if tompl"ining of boredom' 
"!:i:'-**

;;;il afoot and co*nstant t'ik' Thttt were frequentvisitors' mostly art-

i#it"d v/h;;;"; Esherick, several small gatherings' but noihi"g resem-

;iidgdt p"rti.s. I.t it" tutnlng, Jeal would eo to the htchen Pantry

where the beverages -t" 'to"a ''"i t"ft out a blttle ofwine or beer' I re-

member so well ttt. ,*tff "i 
ttis mixture of ale and stout' just one glass be-

fore bedtime. no, -t, oJo's of food became..markers of events and ideas'

6;;;tt, in late fall I ttti"n, while we wereall at the kitchen table eating a

lunch of lentils and t"t'-ttfuttt' slices' two hunters stopped at the kitchen

door to offer some oiit"tttt*ft' tvvo or three grme birds' as paymelt for

permission to hunt 
"; 

;ht land' I associated ihe smell and taste of the

"i;ffi,il it.l"r*i"iui'a';uut' when we had them for supper a day or

so later, I couldn't di;i";;"h any particular taste to them' aside from the

;;;;;; th;.k of i-l-t-i-"g o" buikhot' At christmas' we had a soose

with thick fat.
Suppertlme at the kitchen table was a time for talk' fuge and I were

not expected ro ro"to"'"t"'tion'' but to be alert to questions posed' We

broke the rule all ,rr. ii-., 
"r.ourr., 

but order was always restored with

humor. I earned tft. 
"t-t 

iiaget most often at the table' Once when I was

asked about a book I *as reriing, I summarized the story of a. Highland

;;;;h;";*. [d;;gttMcr"ntot!who had to master nvo skills' First'

he had to learn ,o ,'i 'U'3iu"ly still while waiting on the heath for deer or

t"bbtr; to approach tlo" tttough to-catch; second' he had to learn to con-

trol his breath to pf'f tht b'g;ipt' Jean approved of the boy's education'
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and I too hastily said that it shouldn't be too hard to sit still on a heath.

Poppy gently challenged me to back my chair up to the wall behind me

and-remain absolutely still for five minutes. He promised me a nickle if I

succeeded, and gave me a hint of how to do it. "Think about one thing,

but think about it in a way that will not distract you from what is going on

at the table. Listen to what we say while you think about something else-

let's say, about how a Turkestani bandit divides his attention between his

own bodily functions and the vastness of space before him as he sits mo-

tionless on a grassy knoll on a plain where he can see and be seen for

miles. He will be seen as a rock by a caravan miles away, but if he even

nvitches an eye he will frighten off his prey and live hungry for another

month. What does he think of for hours while the caravan inches across

the steppes toward him? More important, think how he breathes, for time

is in one's breath, and breath controls thought and speech." This last re-

mark intrigued me and, as I sat there I became nervously aware of my

breathing patterns and the itch at the edge of my nose. I'm sure I lost the

challenge, but I did experience a strange new sense of detachment from

the rest of the family, as if I were not there at all.
I mentioned this to Jean a day or so later, and he said in a very serious

tone that I had learned something important and should work on detach-
ment, from my fidgeting particularly, but from myself as I see myself from

day to day. "That Turkestani bandit is able to leave himself completely,

even watch himself watching the caravan route; and then he joins his body

again at precisely the instant he must move to attack. You see, he has

learned how to become part of the terrain, notjust an object oru it. Try this

exercise: took at yourself in the mirror," he continued, "until you no

longer see any feature of the face before you. When your image leaves you

and becomes part of the mirror, only then will you see something deeper
in you that your fidgeting hides. When you sit at the table, as you did so

badly the other night, join the space of the chair, and then you'll see that
you'll be able to control the space it and you occupy. \ the same thing

with words. Repeat a single word until it is but a sound without sense, and

then you will begin to sense the range of potential meaning in it, and gain

power over it. Do the same with breathing and you will see why Angus

had to learn to control his breath. Think of breathing as a function you

control by thought and will, and see how hard the very Process ofbreath-

ing will become for you in a very short while. Make it hard, and imagine

that if you stop willing yourself to breathe, you will stop breathing. Then

slow down your breathing until you take only three breaths a minute. Take
these three breaths for six minutes and then forget y-our control.. Then
, ome and tell me after a while what happens. 

-
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We ate well at Mill House' Our diet was nutritious' with lots of soups

"na 
,r.g.obf.s and cheeses, though there were some things I did not ap-

ffi;#;;;;.w;ilon"r"oup atleast once aweek, made with oka

il;;;*ir' rt*ut''"J to-""* in the little sa'1t::f:"*::*
fit.h..'. rhire was * ;y'"'": "f ""' .' i:'11 :Tl iT.?:::* :: :t^:ll,1ii
express something less than pleasure at seeing my olsa souP,one.qay' ar

;.il;#;r_'r'v'.r"il*g.a'me 
to explain *tx t did not like about it. I

said that it was "slrmy" ind the skin was rough' "Hmmm"' he replied

itr*giitriv, paused, ,nd thtt' said, "but let's preiend that these are the two

thinss you like most tocl* lt' How would you tell me why you like the

#;;;il].,a i aia";, t"ow and then he advised me to think carefully

.^.t i-i t ;t;;"tlt;it liked or disliked anvthing and to practice.the oppo-

site feeling. Th. .*.,."t, ltt oia' is not much-different from looking in

the mirror, or hearing the same word over and over' because all of these

exercises can reveal , d;;;; understanding of yourself and the thing be-

fore you.-- 
i'rr.ry meal, like every game' was an occasion for observation' Jean

even taught me the ,r, of J'"ttttttg walnuts'.not just to preserve the halves

of the nutmeat intact, but also tJ admire the shell' "Everything has uses

that one can discover," he said, as after suPpel one evening h9 ;hoyed 
me

how to drip wax lnto tnl Uotiom of a sheli' place a match stick in the mol-

ten wax, and then attach asmall paper sail to rt' In this way' I made an ar-

mada for th. batt tub, t"a ntile. and I threw out our foul-smelling

celluloid fish and boats'
The bread was homemade, and there were always lots of crisp, broad'

flat crackers that we ate with local cheeses' 
'We ate lots of corn Proclucts'

Ur.t.y, ,na rye. I do not remember many meats besides the chicken and

the squab that were oo, o*n farm products' Marjorie was a.good cook and

-"d. ,ro concessions to Argie and myself I do not remember eating any-

ffi; ;;t;;.pted for the 
"whole family' except on those occasions when

there were grr.*, ,.rJ,he adults ̂te itt ihe dining room 
*tlt L,ltr1"O 

t

stayed out Jf ,h. *ty, playing in our room or listening to the racllo down-

stairs in the front sitting room'
I liked the otherui?i"g too- to the left of the entrance hall that was

*rli Mrqj"rie's libraf, s-e'wing -room' and workhop' It had a desk and

it*rj *a a single .outi'-btd liden with Navajo rugs against the interior

*rffl una., ,uip.na.J Uook shelves' On the window ledges and floor

;;; tl*tyt piles of work materials, mostly textiles' Right overthis room'

on the second floor, was Jean's study, at thi end of a narrow gpllery whose

wall was lined with Uoitt' t rarely went in there' but I remember how

ffi;rr"_* Einl*Jorc on three sides. There was a narrow extension
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of that gallery under a window at the front of the house that led to his and
Marjorie's bedroom. Only when the door was standing open did I ever see
anything of that room.

Visitors were received in the small sitting room where Poppy napped.
There was a fireplace on the east wall, separated only by a small window
from the dining room entry and step. It was a small room, made even
smaller by Mickey's presence on the scatter rug in front of the fireplace
and Jean's chair beside it; but there were rarely many people in it. On the
left ofJean's chair was another leather chair where fugie and I often sat to-
gether to listen to the radio that was on a small end table by the entry from
the front hall. On the wall that separated the room from the front stairs
was a simple couch with cushions, and another on the wall separating the
room from the dining room. This was Jean's napping couch. Larger and
rnore formal gatherings took place around Wharton's table in the dining
room, or on the lawn on the west side of the house.

Marjorie and I did not always get along well and, many years later, af-
terJean's death, she and I exchanged stories about the way we treated one
rnother in those days. She commanded the house and set little domestic
chores for fugie and myself, surveyed our every-other-day baths, took care
of the kitchen, sometimes alone, but usually with one or t'rvo women who
helped with the cleaning and washing. They were usually recruited by Lin
{rom neighboring towns like Washington, where one girl, named May,
lived. Marjorie administered our discipline and monitored our school
work. She had exraordinary energy and resources.T I felt later that she had
rcsented something of my adoration forJean. For me, he was a father; but
Marjorie was only a replacement for a mother I missed terribly. From her
point ofvierg I was undisciplined and insubordinate.s

Our relations came to a crisis just before Christmas of 193g, three
wceks shy of my 8th birthday, when I came home from school and told
Marjorie that she had to make me a white cape with blue trim for the
( llrristmas pageant. She looked at me stonily and replied, ,,I don,t haue to
tlo_anything of the kind," and turned away to her tasls. The pageant was
orrly fwo weeks away, and I was confused and sad. Marjorie worked on
' n.*.ai.rg to Kerman and Eldridgc, shc was prcgnant whcn I went to live at West
lotll street, and so I rnust havc bccn an cxtra burdcn to hcr. She lost the child in thc
rvrrrtcr of 1938. susan Sandbcrg told mc, August 2, 1996, that shc did not know her-
..r'll-that her mother had becn prcgnant.
" My pre sencc with thc Toomcrs in both Ncw york and the Mill House was a night_
.r.rrc for Marjorie, who saw in mc a sort of grotesque caricaturc of her husband, dis-
1'l.rying what she fclt the worst of his traits, an cgo which related everything to self
\rv;riting my mothcr's arrival to pick mc up, shc wrotc Susan that Argie will miss mc,
t , ' r r  " l  sha l l  no twceo . "
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whatever fugie needed for her part' but ignored me' and I didn't know

.":trr, t" a". finally, I had the tou"gt to golo Jean' as he sat in his chair tn

the front sitting room *'ft ft'iitfttlion tie scitter rug before him' and ex-

of^"*J*ft" I"had said and what she had responded'
'** 

G;;-," h. .toditJ gravely, held his head slightly bowed as he so

often did when thinking 
"'tu'fy, 

tfren gave me a stJrn itttutt' "Boy' she

i, ,ir"f""ry rlght. She'is not oil'lg'd to"do anything for 1o1 
or even for

ffi:N; on. iik r-ro perform t'Jts und"r compulsion' Marjorie wants to

do things notJust;o/ yo", Uut with you'-but' she knows that to do the best

i* u"tln"t rrru.io s'ho* ht' that you know low 
to do the best for your-

r.it]iitl** f"ir' ttt. '"a you will be working together' only a slave

works alone, ,na .on*qut"Jtf *otttt badly' Yoi sp-oke to. her without

thinkingwhat you *t" '^yi"g, but'.more importantly' 
Y::PI !:::,":

*tt", iioo were saying. It isn't only the- words you ttio.- 
!li-'lf^:ltlT 

tl

th.- io which Mar.loiie reacted' She felt what was underneath them' tnerr

;;i;i;,-;' ;., l".L of spirit. Yol g*t her emptv 1'o1ds' 1ike the emptv

command to a slave -ho"t o"ly fole is the power behind it but not the

reason1ri t .Goandaskherinwhatwayyoucanworkwithhettogetthe
.;r;;;. made, and tell her what you *tli be doing wrth il i".:h: 

play'" It

was not easy to do so, but l did' Marjorie smiled and said"'of course'"
'While I was still *rtt t.i i" hti tott r6om' she measured me' took an old

sheet, cut it to size, ,nJ 
"*td 

a neat blue border onto it' It was beautiful'

and I felt Proud ofher.
For Easter, fuge and I wrote a skit to present to the whole family' Sus-

an was hom., ,.tJlin and Don would be there' With fugie's play -rype-
writer-consisting of a typewheel that one had to press for each letter

individually, I composed ' wo-p'gt script that took fugie and-. myself

about ten minutes ,o ,.h"""' Wt pitp^ttd a little stage in the mill by the

bottom ofthe stairs and found chairs and stools for our select audience' fu

tt"tl, p"ppy showed interest in our preparations and repeatedly reminded

t, ,fr" hl'."p.ct.d some wofthwhile entertainment' Neither fugie nor I

frtty ,ppr..lrted our responsibiliry but were happy to be the center of at-

tention for a while. Whin the tto*d *"s assembled and someone called

for attentton, we started our lines' My story was not really inspired' fugte

;1")"d ,h. part of a litii. grrl wfro wanted a-rabbit for Easter, and I was her

fffii*a who pro^ir.dit to her; but on Easter day rt was not there' Dn-

,pioint.d, she began io .ry' t sard that she'd have to look for it; and there it

.ii,:tt, under tlie stairs beside the audience' I proclaimed 
|:i-*:t*t

all-of-three-minute drama, to which Marjorie gave a long-quizzical look'

noppy ,or. to calm , Ji,"ppointtd gathering' saying: 'Vell' I think we have

a little work to do."
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He took us half-way up the stairs, and said: "I think you two need to
work a bit more on this. I have some trouble understanding what this play
of yours is about, and I don't think anyone else does either. Listen, when
you present something like this to others, make sure that you are giving
them something that they do not have in their own experience. Give them
something particular to yours. Drama should expand the visions of others.
Now, go back and finish the play."

'Well, 
fugie and I ended up going back before our select audience and

singing our school song to the music of "Alexander's Ragtime Band," con-
cluding with:

We can play a soccer game,
that is always fullof fun;
'We've 

never lost a game
And we've always won.
We are the best school what am, Buckingham.

The audience applauded, politely. Poppy grinned from ear to ear, but I
knew I had failed him.

For Easter, fugie and I were each given large chocolate rabbits, about
a foot high from ear to tail and hollow inside. We went under the willow
tree where the boughs formed a bower and ate our gifts without even be-
ing disturbed by Nina, who was with her brood of pups over at Ramsey's
farm. After a while, I felt sick, and I'm sure fugie was not feeling well ei-
ther. We couldn't look at our supper that evening and Poppy took the oc-
casion to mock me, saying not only that my eyes were bigger than my
stomach, but that I had lost sight of the different appetites within me, each
ofwhich had particular functions to perform for my body. "V/hich of your
centers gave up control?" he teased me. I could say no more than that fu-
gie and I wanted to eat the chocolate. 'Vhat is it to want something? Was it
your stomach alone that wanted?" he asked with a smile.

Whenever I did something stupid, Poppy would challenge me to iden-
tift which "center" of my being had "forfeited" its control. 'You know," he
once said, "I can live wrth any of your selves, but you have to learn to live
wrth them too. Whatever being you want to be is no problem for me, if
you can harmonize its partnership with the others. Be as many things as
your imagination yearns for, but beware of getting lost in any one of them
;rlone."

I complained to Poppy once that fugie spit in the tub during one of
orrr baths--one of her favorite ways of getting back at me for some cruelty
,rf mine. He looked sternly at me and reminded me of control. "That word
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doesn't only mean self-control, but it refers to your- control with others'

You have to keep not only yourself awake to things, but you have to teep

ott.rr rrontta you on their'toes, cautious of their own balance; and if you

are in balance yoursel{ they'll reach for you to help you 1nd 
not to hurt

y*. Ur. other people as an alarm clock to wake you to things' Then', if

y"" aff asleep, itt.y *itt wake you; and when they sleep, you will wake

them."
In lateJune of 1939,my mother came down to the Mill House to take

me to 
'Wes"tport, 

CT, wheie she had moved with an associate at'W J.

Sloane's.e She negotiated with Lin on the spot to buy one of Nina'l lup-
pies for five dollirs. I wanted Smokey, but _mother 

and Lin decided on
lBu.k,," Smokey's pitch-black brother who looked enough like aBelgian

police'dog to take a blue ribbon tvvo years later at the Longshore Country
'CfuU 

Oo! Show 
'We 

drove back through New York City and into the

country. {/h.r *. reached the sign, "This is'Westport on the Merritt Park-

way," tire Mill House had passed out of my mind and, within weels' the

Toomers had themselves left for India.

e In Marjorie content's lctters in thc Toomcr collcction at the Beinecke, I discov-

ered one 
-contributing 

factor which made my prcscncc in thc Toomer household less

justified. When GurJlieff camc to Ncw York City in thc spring of 1939' Jean took a
".r".ation 

alone to Bermuda to get out of harm's way' On April 29' Marjorie wrote to

Jean there, noting that Fred Leighton and Edith had becn in New York working for

burdjiefl a situation which would havc bccn felt byJcan as moral treason' On May 1'

Editti came down to Doylestown to see about rcgistcring me for school the following

year along with Arge, and Marjoric wrotc Jcan to say that she was going to "disillu-

.iorr" h"r. lt is understandablc that shc was rcluctant to continue a favor to someone

whohadknowinglyactedagainstherhusband'swishcs,andbothJeanandMarjor ie
may have thoughi ih"t Edith pcrsuaded Fre d to join hcr with Gurdjieff. Jean had pro-

jecied a trip tolndia as ca.ly as Octobcr 1937, justaftcr I moved in with him' At that

ii-", h. wrote a letter to 
" 

iorrtr., in lndia asking about appropriate schools for Argie'

-.ntionirrg that he might be therc within a ycar. It wasn't until after the Bermuda va-

cation in tg39 that hc finally decidcd to go ahcad. Keiman and Eldridge speak ofthis

vacation as a..rest cure" (The Liues ofJeanToomer, p. 42), but mother told me years lat-

er that he didn't want to "be on thc samc soil as Gurdjieff" For Toomer, this period

marked the end of his relations with Gurdjicfl A lettcr of Marjorie content to her

daughter Susan (see chapter 5) explains dccpcr reasons for the trip'

Chapter Three

Growing with Toomer
I am of no particular race. I am of the human race,

a man at large in the human world, preparing a new race.
-Essentials

Surely there are such sights
In the many-colored world,
Or in the mind.
The strange thing is that
These people never see themselves
Or you, or me.

-"People"

I left Mill House secure and happy, sure in my ties to Jean as a father,

touchstone, and foundation. His were values which I would emulate and

guard as moral and intellectual underpinnings. I had been a very unhappy

and insecure child at age 5, in 7936, and my mother had been desperate in

her search to find someone to take care of me when Jean Toomer came to

her rescue. He was the only father I had ever known, and I knew love by

loving him. He never for a moment put my trust in him in doubt. And yet,

since I left Mill House, I have wondered more than once exactly what I

was doing there in the first place . My mother spoke of Toomer as a trea-

sured friend she had known for many years. She always referred to Marjo-

rie, on the other hand, in neutral tones as "Marjorie Content." Marjorie

herself had hardly, if ever, mentioned my mother at all, but had let me feel

that she thought Edith a bit frivolous. My mother once explained thatJean

had taken me into his house as a companion for fugie, but that didn't an-

swer the question of why Marjorie accepted me, and I wondered, quite

naturally, why my mother should ship me off to a stranger for his conve-

nience. I reasoned that she was in no position to take care of her children

at that time, and let the matter drop. After all, my sister and I had been sent

to a number of homes to live after our arrival in the United States. The

summer before my mother brought me to New York Ciry I had stayed

with Thelma Wood in Sandy Hook, CT, but I was all alone there with no

friends and no one to look after me excePt a soft-spoken valet. Thelma

Wood was a lovely woman known for her various love affairs in Paris in
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the circles of Djuna Barnes and Natalie Barney' She and my motherhad a

brief love affair in Parir in the 20s, and they continued to be friends' To

;;,:h.;;tern and intolerant. To keep me out of mischief, she assigned

-.'t"rt", like tying nvigs into fireplace-size bundles' And she took excep-

ii"" i" ,n. *"y f"pfryJa with hei collection of lead soldiers. Almost ten

vears later, when Thelma and my mother went into business together sell-

i;;ffi;il .-ii. i""at, Thelma told me' with a wry smile'.thx.she had

thought of setting up a household with my mother and herself The busr-

.r.r, 
"f"il.d 

"nd, 
aftei mutual recriminations, the friendship faltered''*"- 

*t ;. years of living with the Toomers in New York and in

Dovlestown had left an indelible mark on my character, but I found myself

;t*il;l;;; ^"a .""rut.a outside of the Mill House and Buckingham

iriend. environment. I had leftJean after tlvo years' comfortable with my-

,.t{ .onna"ttt in myself, and eagerly anticipating a new life with my sister

,ni -othe. in the vision of ViJstport I had made in my hopes frol.mY

mother's encouraglng description' UnfortunatelV' !y 
of the.things"I had

taken for granted in Doylestown were available in westport. My selt-con-

fidence was ill founded, for, although Jean and Buckingham- Friends had

,ti-,rtrt.a my thought,.d *y imafination, I was ill prepared emotionally

"rrJ 
,ori"lty for whal awaited me i.r*Westport..Where I had nothing to fear

ffi;;;llt in Lahaska except an occasional stray kick from Gu'rner Cad-

wallader's riding boots, I found myself a handy punching.bag in.the rough

and tumble of p*ubtic school playgrounds, a target for the !o1s 
who wanted

an easy and amusing tussle at recess. The teachers seemed dlstant and un-

concerned, and the principal an insensitive tyrant' In short' I was a misfit

and, instead of trying to fii in, I aggravated the situadon by distancing my-

self from my peers even more' Tlough I showed up for scheduled {ights'

and even *"d. tru.., with some of my antagonists' I was a "case'" I re-

i.ii"a 
"g 

itrt schoolwork by simply ttilUbti"g instead d 
Yt:tit,'id 

bt

answering questlons wrth an tit oibting from another world' I had heard

j."rr', l.rlons, but I could not use them in this strange world-'
'- 

Thirrg, were hardly better at home' My mother was playing house-

wife to hJr companion, ,nd my sister and I were an uneasy audience to

their quarrelr. Sin.. my only'previous family life had. been with the

Toomers, I took to making compa'isons between Marjorie's and my moth-

;r,;;ry; of doing things."she took all of this as unflattering criticism' She

had never had to *"nig. children before and found it diflicult to know

how to mediate benveen my sister and myself, who were strangers to one

,noth., to begin with. In short, the absence of father and brother figures

tiG 1.rn arrdiin became more and more crucial in my adjustment to a

different sort of domestic and social environment' On the other hand' my
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sister had come from a di{ficult experience where she had been boarded

and schooled, and found Westport a decided improvement in her life. If

she was sensitive to our psychological plights, she seemed untouched by

them.
For my part, I still thought ofArgre as a sister, because we had shared

so many things and so many happy moments together, so much mischief

around the property, and most of all a complicity of aflection for Poppy.

Even now, after seeing so little of each other over the past thirty years, we

share a recollection and affection unmatched by any of my other youthful

relationships. In the first weeks of our separation, I received postcards

from fugie in India with scenes of a Bombay boy button seller, an elephant
dragging tree trunks, and others that my mother later threw out. Just be-
fore Christmas of t939,I received a box with an Indian bell and a small
teak elephant with tiny ivory tusls and eyes.

My mother moved about Fairfield County society as if she were one
of the wealthy emigr6s who had settled there and who continued to settle
during World War II. She joined a number of various war-relief groups,
such as Friends of France and Bundles from Britain (assigning housing to
children evacuated from English cities), and was prominent for a while in
civic activities such as the Women's Club. At home, her standards of refer-
ence were stubbornly faithful to the artistic life she had lived in Paris and
to the life of ideas she had known at the Prieur6. Within a very short time,
I began to seize upon her stories ofthe good old days in order to fabricate
a new past for myself I began, that is, to invent stories of my background
and about my own social and intellectual status. My school mates mocked
me, my teachers scorned me, and, as time passed, I became more adamant
in insisting upon my di{ference from, and even a superioriry over, my
peers.

School oflicials contacted my mother at the end ofJanuary of 1940 to
discuss my discipline at school. She was lost, and was forced to face the
choice of psychiatric counseling, transferring me to another school, or
having me put back naro grades. In March, she finally told me this and I
was terrified into applyng myself enough in my math and English lessons
to make my teachers feel that I could be promoted to the fifth grade. I dis-
covered that she had consulted Jean for advice, a practice that she would
continue until the 50s, not only concerning her problems with me but for
lll of her own personal problems. On this occasion, she had questioned

f can about the cause and treatment of the stories I was inventing. Jean told
rne a few years later that he had turned the question back upon her, telling
lrcr to analyze the stories in terms of her personal relations with me. My
lictions in school, he had said, are not as important as hers to me at home.
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My mother listened, but retreated all the deeper into a world of her own

*here sh. felt comfortable and important' In a way, though she continued

to influence my social conceptions with constant reference to her own

past, she never found, o, p.ih"pt never sought' a way to move herself

.lor., to the immediat. ,r.idt of either my sister or myself Within a year

or so, I began to write to Jean myself and, whenever I did' I quickll re-

..irr.d i., i.rponr. ^ lottg and thoughtful letter written in a small neat

hand on yellow drawrng paper and signed "Poppy'

Somerime in 1940, l iad A Fiction and Some Facts,Jean's brief declara-

tion ofideniiry, or rather, a declaration to refuse racial identification. I can

date the pr-phl.t confidently because I had started to teach myself Morse

.ode ,nd^, too l"ry to search out paper, wrote it out on the end papers of

this seven-page manifesto, printed privately in early 1940 in response to

local gossip r'-otrg his Buiks County neighbors about his racial back-

g.ourri.t I was confused by the issue at stake, because I had not and could

iot distinguish Jean's "color." I suppose that, at the time, I had not been

consciouslf the term "Negro" except in magazines or newspapers, but the

tone of Jean's declaration was thinly disguised anger. "This story-this

t**p.d ,rp ghost,"2 it began. Only years later, after reading biographical

1 When I saw thc pamphlct, it had just arrivcd for my mothcr from Jean, and it lay

on her reading table in the living room, whcrc I appropriatcd it for my use l cannot

imagine 
" 

.""ron why he would wait to send it to hcr thrcc years after printing. My

mother added the date "1940" in pcncil on thc titlc pagc. Kcrman and Eldridge (Tfte

Liues ofJeanTbomer (Baton Rougc, LA: Louisiana State Univcrsity Prcss, 1987' p.31),

citing interviews with Marjoric content, datc thc composition in 7937, but it would

seerriunlikely forJcan to Jistributc such a statcmcnt in Bucks County before hc had

even taken up permancnt rcsidcncc thcrc. It was in his early contacts with the Friends

and with his daughter's school that thc issue ofhis racc began to be raised. The open-

ing of his statement-"wcll, it comcs into thc half-light again, this story this trumped

uf ghosC'-alludes quite clcarly to thc pcrsecution of Margcry Latimer a decade earli-

.i. it is polemical apologia contains e vcry cquivocal statement of his racial identity: "I

"- 
,rot f..p"r"d to statc as fact that therc was, or that thcrc was not, somc Negro or

Indian blood in the family" (A Fiainn and some ts^acts, p.4). It is hard to imagine the

kinds of social and moral prcssurc weighing on l-rim that would force him to such a

defensive position. Hc gocs on to say that hc has not claimed or disclaimed having

Negro blotd (A Fktion and Sorne Facts, p.5), which is faircr, and concludes with a call

for*respectfor hislifc (Atsittion and some f-acts, p.7). Buck countywas not, perhaps a

very welcoming community to Jcws and blacks, and it is cven possible that Marjorie

hal suffered some reproach on hcr husband's bchalf, sincc she had tried to dissuade

Jean from publishing thc pamphlct (Kcrman and Eldridgc, The Lives ofJean Tbomer, p.

i:ti. Lrt"pr in 19J9 he wai rcacting to Quakcr qucstions about his background,

qu.stio.r, that he felt posed a thrcat to his daughtcr's sccurity. For a discussion of

Toomer's carefully-worded rcsponses to those who askcd of his racial idcntity, see

Byrd,Tbomer's Years aith Curdjief, pp. 56-57.
2 AFictionand Some F-acts,P.3.
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accounts ofJean, did I begin to understand something of the complexity of
the situation he had put himself in, notjust for the color of his skin-for
the beauty of blackness in Cane is paramount-but for the refusal of his
neighbors to look past shn color to the spectrum of character.

Jean Toomer said repeatedly that color doesn't matter. It is a wrapping
of being, but not its substance or essence. But, color did matter for
Toomer, despite his efforts to neutralize the issue. "He passed" was a re-
mark I heard later, even in the mouths of those who admired Jean. From
an opposite perspective, it is more accurate to say that Jean Toomer was a
white who "passed" for black in the deep South.3 I've never heard of a
black who denied Jean's right to claim black blood, though many whircs
denied him the right, despite his appearance, to "pass" as a white. The
careful research of Kerman and Eldridge discloses an African blood strain
in Jean of between 6 and 12 percent. I, who couldn't measure blackness or
whiteness on either a social or a biological scale, used to ask critics of
Toomer's "passing" if, upon entering a hotel, he should announce to the
clerk that he wasn't eligible to be given a room because of a color that oth-
ers could not see. I never received answers, just stony stares.

This may seem like a flippant and dilatory consideration, but between
the mid-3Os and mid-5Os when I knew Toomer well, he was constantly
plagued by the color issue. He wasn't blamed for denying his blood, but
for not declaring it.a He told Gurdjieff that he was classified as a Negro,
though Gurdjief{ who probably had as much if not more exotic blood in
him, had never asked him to identifi, his blood. Gurdjieff "read" some-
thing ofJean's "African" essence in him, as Toomer himself relates in his
autobiographical writings, and that pleased Jean, because it wasn't color
that Gurdjieff had read, but a value beneath it-the same value, undoubt-
edly, that Toomer associated wrth the Afro-American community in Spar-
ta, GA, that he had joined briefly in 1921.
3 7n The Voire, 75 May 1990, Roby Sclman writcs: "Shortly aftcr I published an essay
on the Harlem Renaissancc poctJcan Toomcr, I rcccivcd my first piece of hatc mail. A
Group in Madison, Wisconsin, attackcd tl'rc cditors for allowing me to review the
work of a white poet whom 'guilt-riddcn ncgroes' likc mc wcrc trying to kidnap for
their own dcpraved history" Sclman is Jcwish.
a Most recently, Byrd (Toomer's Years with Gurdjief, pp. 58-60) shows how Toomer
sought to havc his blood idcntificd in othcr than racial terms. Further, as Richard
'Wright 

has said: "Black Litcraturc" cxists only because of whitc racism; remove the lar-
ter and the formcr disappcars" (citcd by Hcnry Louis Gatcs,Jr., "Introduction," ,,Tell

me Sir . . . What is 'Black Litcraturc?"' PMLA 105 (1990), p. 20). Charles T. Davis,
("Jean Toomer and the'South: Rcgion and Racc as Elcmcnts Mthin a Literary Imagina-
tion," Studies in tlrc Literary ImaginationT (1974), p.27) says that "Jbomer chose to bc
black" whcn he wcnt south. "It was not somcthing that hc had to accept because he was
trapped, as many Amcricans wcrc, by history or family or caste or racc." In other
words, Toomer chosc thc "naturc" of his being in servicc of his litcrary imaginatiqn.
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whenJean and his family moved to Bucks counry, the locals accepted

him without question 
", 

,.roih.t urbanite moving into- the country' When

rumors started circulating that he was "colored," people began to notice a

color, took note of racial-characteristics, and, in some cases' even invented

them to fit conventional readings of racial stamp.v/hen I read the Kerman

and Eldridge biography of Toomer, I was struck by accounts neighbors

near Doyleitown gave of their first sight of Jean at the time I was joining

his famiiy. The difference between their informed views and my child's

perspective shocked me. one retrospective eye-witness view of him when

ir. nrrt moved to Mechanicsville, PA, recalled: "I thought when I saw him

he must have been from either Ethiopia or India. He was narrow and tall,

and black-haired, and walked rather slowly, pondering as he went, medi-

tating, I should say. He always wore a white leather jacket and a black hat,

and lenerally he had on beautiful, what we call Santa Fe trousers that were

.r.rily whipcord trousers-the luxury pants of a cowboy; and he had a

black and white coach dog."s
Although the informant was a friend and admirer ofJean's over a pe-

riod of -rty y."rr, her testimony suggests that he was exotic' perhaps

even out of place. So was his wife Marjorie, if one were forced to make a

snap judgmint from outward appearance only, and this is confirmed by

the'sime informant's recollection of her. She was "intrigued with Marjo-

rie's colorful long skirts and distinctive carriage, judging her a gem in a

conservative town."6 Marjorie was a gem, exotic as much in her kitchen as

in public, with her long Indian skirts and bright silver and turquoise jewel-

ry. With her short body, broad hips, dark complexion, and slightly bowed

nose she looked more like a Tiwa squaw from Taos than a suburban Bucks

county housewife. what makes these two descriptions contradictory is

the suggestion that Marjorie's exotic appearance was inviting, while Jean's
was alien, strange.'Why? Because he was black.

Though mt reffospective view is biased, I would say that the descrip-

tion here seems somewhat invented, or perhaps "enhanced," to accord

with an interviewer's expectations. I say this only because neither I nor

Toomer,s daughter can recognize Jean in this description. It is_ obvious

that Toomer was hard to read, though a detective of fashion might pierce

the mystery of the sartorial details if not of the man. I walked these rural

roads with-Jean often, precisely in those days just after he and Marjorie

took up residence in the "Mill House." I have tried to rediscover some-

thing distinctive in my own visual image of him then, but I was too young

s Interview with Dorothy Paxson on 24 J?Lnuary 1975, rcportcd in Kerman and Eld-

ridge, The Liues ofJean Tbomer, p. 227-228.
6 Kerman and Eldridgc, The Lives ofJean Toomer' p.238'
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a boy to have cultural models against which to measure the view I had of
that tall man who moved so smoothly and effortlessly over straw-stubble
fields and high-grassed hills, along worn and rutted tractor tracks.T That
image resembles nothing I have known before or since, either in dress,
deep reflection, stooped glide, or lean and yet soft body that seemed to
contain a reservoir of power whose only gauge for me was the extraordi-
nary register of a voice. I have carried untutored images of him for almost
srxty years without feeling that they might someday grapple with other
"truths." But can one undo the hammerlock of the first impressions of an-
other, seen or read?

We have, in this testimony, a mysterious mosaic made up of incongru-
ous parts, one whose figure suggests a past in India or Ethiopia and whose
present array suggests a mixture of luxury cowboy from the New Mexican
highlands, a Bucls Counry country esquire, and a slow-stepping thinker.
Such a testimony might be read as a concern about the direction the
neighborhood is going. Thke his clothes, to begin with. Clearly, Toomer rs
described as over-dressed for the occasion,s but next to Marjorie he
seemed to me negligent and disheveled in his baggy trousers, rumpled
shirt, unpolished shoes, and unkempt hair hangrng out from under a bat-
tered brown hat.

Clothing is, perhaps, a minor detail, but I do recall a long-haired,
white wool, belted jacket wrth a blue and brown patterned band across the
chest that he wore often and proudly. In my closet now hangs the tattered
brown tweed Norfolkjacket that he wore outside on balmy fall and spring

7 Thc singlc dctail in this portrait that points most obviously to social pretension is
the "black and whitc coach dog." Now, whilc coach dogs tcnd in pcriod novcls to bc
Dalmatians, Dalmatians arc not coach dogs unlcss thcy run along with coach horses
and their carriagcs. Jcan was driving only a bcat-up old Ford station wagon that no
self-rcspecting coach dog would pcrmit himsclf to bc sccn in or besidc. It may be that
many pcople call Dalmatians coach dogs as a mattcr of local convcntion, but in this
context of Toomcr's motlcy attirc, thc idcntification, intcntionally or no, makes
Toomer look socially prcsumptuous, likc an upstart or arrivistc. Actually, whcn I took
walks withJean, bcsidcs an occasional curious farm dog trailing along for a field or so,
the dog that accompanicd Jcan rcgularly from thc timc hc movcd into the Mill Housc
was the mongrel Mickcy, succccdcd in thc 40s by his son Smokey, whosc mother was
thc Gcrman shcphcrd Nina, and in thc 50s by Mickcy's grandson Whitty, short for
Whittituck. Thc Dalmatian, Margot Latimcr rcminds mc, was Skippy, Susan Locb's
dog that thc Toomcrs took with thcm on thcir carlicr trips to thc Mill Housc.
8 Kerman and Eldridgc guotc lbomcr in 1930-1931, saying: 'All my lifc I havc
dresscd we ll, in fact, havc lookcd likc a million dollars" (The Liues of Jean Toomer, p.
185). If this werc so bcforc 1931, this was ccrtainly not thc casc after. No photo in thc
book of Toomer frorn this timc or latcr displays anything of sartorial splcndor. Be-
sides, it is casy cnough for mc to imaginc this statcmcnt uttcrcd in a whimsical tonc
inaudiblc in thc printcd word.
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days, but more usually inside instead of sweaters, whose Gel made him

urrcomforrable. In the winrer of 1938-7939, he preferred a thick wool

white-and-black jacket when it wasn't raining. The cowboy luxury trou-

sers say nothing to *., but then I can't tell Santa Fe from Sears and Roe-

buck in trouser cut; and what kind of cowboys hang around the

Governor's Palace in Santa Fe? To me, Jean',s trousers seemed more often

to be loose, baggy affairs, fit for the kind of loungrng and working he did

around the farm. His crumpled felt Knox har was in sad need of reblock-

ing. His shoes were, apparently, out of sight in the low grass' And they

wJren't Fred Leighton cowboy boots, mind you, but what we used to call

clodhoppers, ankle-bone-high, leather, thick-soled shoes of incomparable

comfort and durability. In general, neither my own photos nor those I've

seen of Marjorie content do honor to Jean's sartorial splendor. fu far as

the view oihis color and general racial features, he had nothing of the

form of Mahatma Gandhi or Haile Selassie that might suggest he was Indi-

an or Ethiopian, despite the moustache and the hat shading his face. In this

case, silence and distance between an eye and the sight ofJean Toomer on

the landscape instilled mystery and suspicion. Biographical "facts" pass in-

eluctably through an ideological screen that projects an abstract form ofa

person which fits in a dialectical design.
Perhaps the color issue in relation to Toomer has faded in importance

as his novel Cane has gained in esteem, distinct from the biographical ac-

counts of its author. But it is hard for me not to feel that the consensus on

Toomer's attitude toward his own ethnic origins, whatever they really

were, is unnecessarily slanted, unjust, and, to some extent, mistaken. I

conjure up here what Toomer called the "trumped up ghost," to offer a

view of Toomer's life-long struggle-one that deeply touched his work-

to reconcile his liberating vision of self with the restricted vision others

had, or wanted to have, of him. Toomer himself was impatient with epi-

thets unearned or unexperienced. Perhaps that is why he took such plea-

sure in the game of gtving and attracting nicknames. Gurdjieff too gave

descriptive names to all those who entered his school, and he tested his

pupils' self-perception by challengrng them to name themselves. I remem-

6.iy.rn saying once ro me rhat tags of identity are liable to exclude others,

while one's own pride of entity includes all others.

Toomer says, in A Fiction and Some Facts, that his blood had strains of
'Welsh, 

German, English, and Native American, as well as Negro. He saw

no reason to claim any ofthese to the exclusion ofthe others and, to the

outward sight of others, he was not clearly one or the other. Toomer's

communal identiry was American, and his vocational identity was an artist.

I would argue that, for the thirry years I knew him, Toomer lived with no
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color. His skin had no relevance to his being, and so he refused, with hon-
est directness, to submit to the claims upon a racial identity which others
would have skin color represent.e We would call Toomer "black" to enlist
him in the ranls of the cultural war of the races, even if he didn't look
black and even if he dissociated the cultural confrontation in his writing
from his own personal experience.

Experience, and not blood, he argued, makes one's being. He moved
from one experience to another, and would not have "blood" determine
his direction. In distant retrospect, I can regret that he did not indulge
himself further in the experience that shaped Cane, but it is clear that
Toomer refused to force another experience of the same kind in order to
write in the same mode.t" I regret more that his directions, first toward
Gurdjieffand then toward the Society of Friends, failed to inform his writ-
ing with the power and beauty one experiences in Cane. No matter such
regrets. Toomer knew his options for moving across racial, social, cultural,
and intellectual boundaries. He indulged happily in the roles each ne-w ter-
ritory demanded of him, and he had a facility for drawingvalue out of each
context he moved into. The context of Cane was not any more "native" to
Toomer, in his view, than the context of Portage Potential. Both were as
"natural" to him as the respective landscapes of the Prieur6 and Bucks
County.

Call him hybrid or mestizo if you will, but it was others-whites dur-
ing his lifetime-who insisted on attaching him to a single cultural and ra-
cial matrix. His refusal to be bound to a color in the spectrum of humanity
was not meant as disrespect to any one formative force, but as a respect for
all informing agencies of culture. The intensity of love Toomer had for the
world could not be restricted to a single direction. James Baldwin speaks
for Toomer as well as for himself when he says that "white people in this
country will have quite enough to do in learning how to accept and love
themselves and each other. and when thev have achieved this-which will

" The history of this issuc in Toomcr's lifc is long and complex. Toomer's A Fiction
anil Some Farls is dcdicatcd to thc problcm. Darwin T. Tirrner, editor of Toomer'sThe
Wayuard anil the Seeking, citcs Toomcr carlicr cxprcssing his frustration at being ac-
cused of denying his racc $/ashington D.C.: Howard University Prcss, 1980), pp.
L)Z- l - t -)-

r0 I question Rampcrsad's statcmcnt that to build upon thc success of Cane, "Jetn
Toomer would havc had to cmphasizc his links to black culture. This he was not pre-
pared to do. Noncthclcss, his links to black culturc wcrc wcak until the Georgia expe-
rience, and Jean was unccrtain about thc succcss of Cane very soon after its
publication." I think Rampcrsad is closcr to thc truth whcn he says that "hc had no
stayrng powcr as an artist. Writing was always uphill work for him" (Arnold Rampcr-
sad, "His Own Best Disciplc," Ncw York Times Book Reuinu , Aug. 30, 1,987 , pp. 7-9).
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not be tomorrow and may well be never-the Negro problem will no

longer exist, for it will no longer be needed."l1 In his autobiography, Lang-

stoi Hughe, echoes this cry when he says of himself: "I am not black . . .

here in tlhe United States the word 'Negro' is used to mean anyone who

has any Negro blood at all in his veins. In Africa, the word is more pure. It

means all Negro, therefore, black."I2

These cJnsiderations were confirmed for me when I found in the

Toomer papers evidence of his long struggle to tackle the Negro problem

head-on. Even before Cane, as he was about to leave for a trip to Mississip-

pi, Toomer wrote with force about racial hatred in response to a letter ask-

ing him about Southern social views.l3 After the publication of Cane., in

..ply to a request for information about "race, social, art" from the editor

of Prairie , in Milwaukee, Toomer wrote: "Racially, my bloods are mixed to

the exrent that it is stupid and absurd to call me anything other than an

American. And yet, American is still too loose a term . . . it cannot be used

for racial definition. . . My bloods are black and white. . . ' When I live

with the blacks I'm a Negro. When I live wrth the whites, I am white, or,

better, a foreigner. My concern is with the art of literature. Call me what

you like." In the same letter, Toomer goes on to speak of early Iiterary in-

flu.n..t on him, notably Victor Hugo, and then explains the making of

Cane:

I went south to Georga, and there, beneath the mask of black

and white life, deeply touched by the old folk-songs, something

happened to me. It was one of the revelations, a particularly ap-

propriate disclosure to which the gods at some moment treat the

artist unless they happen too perversely to conspire against him,

which Henry James writes about. Whatever stuff of any conse-

quence I have done, dates from that trip (the fall of 1927).14

In 1930, Toomer wrote with angry impatience to correct his identification

as a Negro by Suzanne La Follette, the editor of The New Prairie: "The fact

that I am not a Negro is a negative, and not of main importance. I am

chiefly concerned wrth the positive which is a positive above the hlpnotic

divisions of Americans into white and black. (The hypnosis has such a

rf 
James Baldwin, The r-i.re Next Time (London: Michacl Joscph, 1963)' p. 33.

12 Langston Hughes, The tsig seas: An Autobiography (Ncw York: Hill and vang, 1963),

p . 1 1 .
13 Toomer Collection, The Bcincckc Rarc Book and Manuscript Library Yale Univer-

siry Box 8.
ra Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 211.
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hold on us that even our literary men are taken in by it, and literature,
which should be on the plane of art and intelligence, becomes an unwit-
ting agent in fostering fictions and absurdities.) I feel that this positive has
importance not only for me, but for the people of this country who have
been tugging futilely at the racial bone these many years."1s

In this context, Toomer's "I am not a Negro" is not a denial of blood,
but a denial ofa prejudicial and dilatory racial tag. I can find no record of
Toomer ever telling someone he was German, English, Welsh, or even
"white" in opposition to "black." A year later, to the Chief Librarian of the
Negro Division of the 135th Street branch of the NewYork Public Library
(was there an "Anglo-Saxon" division?), Toomer wrote: "This is in reply to
your kind letter concerning a gift copy of Essentials to yow division of the
library. ln Essentials there is a line that reads: 'I am of no particular race. I
am of the human race, a man at large in the human world, preparing a new
race.'

"This is an accurate statement of my position as regards race, I am dis-
sociating my name and self from racial classifications as I believe that the
real values of life necessitates it. This is my stand, not only for myself but
for all Americans and for people in genera1."r6

In February 7932, Toomer wrote Nancy Cunard, the editor of a spe-
cial issue of Color---a woman whom Time magnine later branded a "ne-
grophile"-to say that, "though I am interested in and deeply value the
Negro, I am not a Negro. . . . In America I am working for a vision of this
country as composed of people who are Americans first, and only of cer-
tain descents as secondary matters. In order to establish my view I have
had-for a time-to swing into a rather extreme position which has not al-
lowed me to be associated with any race other than what we may call the
American race."t1 Meanwhile, Toomer did not refuse to associate himself
with black cultural organizations, such as the Friends of Harlem's Negro
People's Theatre, of which he was listed as a regular member, along with
Adam Clayton Powell and Countee Cullen.18 He supported several such
groups over the years.

During the war, in my very proper New England haven where no
blacks were permitted to own properry and where no black had been a

ls Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 191. Oragc remarkcd in a talk on 6 April 1926
that "The way to transccnd idcntification, both with oneself or anothet is to die each
morning. . . . Imaginc tl.rat you arc lcaving thc Earth for thc planet Karatas, perhaps
forever" (Toomer Collcction, Box 68, Foldcr 1544).
16 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 191.
17 Toomer Collection, Box 1, Foldcr 24.
18 Toomer Collection, Box 3, Folder 78.
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student in aJunior or Senior High School until the 1950s, issues like these

meant nothing to me, and I had no basis for racial judgment when_, in re-

sponse to my questions about what I was doing withJean, my-mother be-

gan to speak friely aboutJean's color and his background. S.he !ad. 
told me

Ihat tvta4orie Content was not fugie's mother, another detail that con-

fused more than enlightened me, because my sense of "mother" was more

affective than empirical, more illusory than real. In fact, it had always been

obvious to me that fugre and I were pretty much equal in Marjorie's care.

Mother also said that Margery Latimer's death in childbirth may have been

precipitated by the persecutions of those who accused her of marrying a

tlackle This also confused me, but it explained at least what Mother l'a-

timer's blood relation to fugie was. My mother also began to speak of

Jean's career and fame as a writer, something Poppy himself had never al-

iuded to. It seemed natural to me that he could be famous for anything,

but she placed that fame in a past as distant as her own fabulous life in Par-

is in the 20s, her period of involvement in the lives of the famous. The es-

sence of my mother's life was situated in her remembered or imagined

participation in a Golden Age. She constantly looked bachvard and

yearned for a past to which she would return.
Little by little, I could piece together her allusions to that past, but I

simply didn't know what questions to ask, and I could never be sure that

her stories were "factual" or a desired fiction of self Her version of the be-

ginning of her relation withJean goes as follows. She metJean with V/aldo

Frank in a train from NewYork City to Albany in 7923; she was attracted

by his good looks and manner. InJanuary t924,she saw him in the compa-

ny of A. R. Orage and the part-owner and manager of the Sunwise Turn

Bookshop in NewYork, Jessie Dwight of Albany.20 Orage had arrived m

the Unitbd States in December 7923 to arrange a tour of Gurdjieff's danc-

le This is a careless cxaggeration. Kcrman and Eldridgc (The Liues of Jean Tbonet, pp-

292-294) detail thc circumstanccs of Margcry's dcath, causcd primarily by a heart leak-
T It was indeed a small world, for Harold Locb and Mar.;oric Content bought a third

share ofthis shop on 38th Strcct in 1919, and hclpcd manage it until 1921, when they

sold their interest, probably to Jcssic. Oragc mct Jcssie thcrc, and Jean Toomer met

Orage there in 1923, when thc bookshop had alrcady bccomc a mecting Placc for Gur-

djieffites. Stanley Nott workcd for Jcssic in 7923 and mct Orage at about thc same

time Jean Toome r did. Harold Locb's autobiography dcscribcs his ownership of the

shop at the time when hc was launchingBroom, a journal that published some ofJean

Toomer's early work. It is difficult to imaginc how Marjorie Content could have

avoided seeing or meeting Toomer in Ncw York bctwccn 1922 and 1924, since she

spent long hours managing thc shop with hcr husband, though shc claimed not to have

metJean before 1933 (Kcrman and Eldridge, The Liues ofJean Tbomer. pp.214-2'15)- k

is not unprobablc that much of Marjoric's latcr distastc for Gurdjieffwas incited by

her erperiences in thc Sunwisc TLrn. Shc admircd Oragc but shied from his followers.
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es that would raise money for maintenance of the Institute. Just after New
Year's Day 7924, Orage gave a series of lectures on the "work" to a small
audience at the Sunwise Turn Bookshop. During the evening of his sec-
ond lecture, he metJessie. Born in 1901, five years after Edith,Jessie was
almost thirty years younger than Orage, who had been separated for some
time from his first wife, Jean Walker. V/ithin a few days, Jessie became Or-
age's secretary and they remained together for the rest of his life.

A month later, Gurdjieff and his troupe arrived and gave a number of
demonstrations, first to.sparse audiences, and then to larger ones, after
sensational reports circulated about them.2l Edith brought some of her
New York friends to the dances, but remained on the sidelines. When
Gurdjieff returned to France in March, she tried to talkJessie into going to
France with her, but Jessie, who was already somewhat skeptical about
Gurdjieff's teaching, wanted to stay with Orage, who had been commis-
sioned by Gurdjieff to expand the group in New yorkz Orage himself
talked her into going to the Prieur6 that summer of 1924, and she arrived
just before G's accident. In the calm interlude before Gurdiieff resumed

'z1 Roy Finch, Les dossiers H.:Ceorges luanouikh Curdjtef, Bruno de panaficu, ed. (parrs:
liige d'homme,1992), p. 34, quoting Edwin Wolfc, says that when a reporrer asked
Gurdjieff what he wanted to do in the United Statcs, G rcplied "to show people that
when it rains, thc streets arc wct." About thc danccs, onc popular story is worth re-
calling here. Gurdjieff made it a rule that whcn hc cntercd the scene of the "exercis-
es," he would watch for a whilc just off stagc before striking the floorwith his cane.
At that instant, all thc dancers would "frcczc" no marrer what position they found
themselves in. During one cxhibition, Gurdjicff walked in from the wings upstage to
one side and raised his canc. Thc audicncc waited whilc thc dancers continued iheir
movements. Gurdjicff made a slight movemcnt of his hcad and all the dancers ran to-
ward the front of the stagc. Gurdjieff and thc audicnce watched as thc front group
leapt off the stage ovcr the orchcstra pit, and thcn hc struck his cane loudly on the
floor. crashing down on thc chairs in thc pit, thc dancers froze. Gurdjieffstruck thc
floor again, and they got up, unbruised, and calmly took their places on the stage for
the next exercise. The audiencc roarcd "Bravo." James wcbb, The Harmonious circk:
The Liues and works of c. L Gurdjiefi, P D. ouspensky anil their Followers (London:
Thames and Hudson, 1980), pp. 26&-269, cites William Seabrook's newpaper ac-
count of this incident. The morc reliable Jamcs Moore, Gurdjitf: The Anatomy oJ a
M1tlr (Rockport MA: Element, 1991) p. 198, repeats the account. For a description of
the origins and of Gurdjieff's usc of thcsc cxcrciscs for sclf-disciptine, see Kenneth
Walker, The Making oJ Man (London: Routledge & Kegan paul, 1963), pp. 136-140,
Thomas de Hartmann, Our Lfe With Curdjief (Harmondsworth: penguin, 1972), pp.
185-186, and Moorc, Myth, pp. 351-353.
2 Fred Leighton quotcs Bctty Harc on thc rclationship: .,Gurdjieff 

needed Orage just
as orage necded Gurdjicff, that Gurdjicff was thc great intcllcct, orage the great for-
mulator" (Toomer Collcction, Box 4, Foldcr 138). Until rhc summer of 1926, when
hc returned to the Institutc for almost thc rcst of thc ycar, orage held group meetings
rcgularly in Ncw York.
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his work, Jessie and Edith Thylor, both "single women"' became his fast

iri.rra, ani gadflies. My moti'er did not mention Jean's presence'there

,it; ;;dbut she had ," aPartment in Paris' where Jessie stayed now

""i 
,n.". After Gurdjiefi', ,.tidt"t in July, she made only occasional day

trips to Avon. Jessie ,";oinJ Onge ln New York in November' and for

thi ,t.*rfirr. y."r, th.y *.rt cot'sltttly on lh: move in the United States

and across the Atlantic. Edith often shared their New York apartment' -
Throughout the war, in NewYork and in'Westport' I saw T3"y:l*y

mother's friends from those days' V/e spent six consecutive New Year's

;;;;.h Rita Romilly and Martin Btt'o" on Sutton Place South'

ift**ft i.r.rp.a the bulL of conversation by listening to the football Bowl

gr*.", on the radio' We spel1 several.summer days wth Peggy Matthews

r?t Louise March's farm in Bloomingburg' In trips to New Y^ork' 15 
saw

Muriel Draper, Payson Loomis,s Paul Leake' and the Stanley Splege-lbergs'

In'Westport, we saw -*n of S'ttttman Manchester and DalyKirrg' Stanley

Nott, Ni.k Putnam, Eugene McGowan' Philip^Lasell', and Fritz Peters

were occasional houseguests in Westport, both before and atter my momer

left her companion and moved with Petey and me into a large and frail

wooden-frame house that she rented for thirry-five dollars 1 
mo.1th'

perched precariously over the Saugatuck River above a huge and stlnKrng
t;;;"'"il; 

n.foi. he entered tf,. ,r*y, we would drive over the New

YorkStatebordertoBrewsterwithFritzPeters,tovisit.Wimand-Ilonka
X"r"r, Nyf""d. Nick Put,t,-, who taught me to play chess' rented a dif-

ferent house in the V/estport area each irr--.t during the war, where he

tp.ri *..r.."ds with srcc.ssions of impressionable and giggling young

women; and Philip LaJl st^ytd with us on the way from his Mt::9 -d

Ca[fornia opium and gambling bouts to his.mother's house in Whitins-

ville, MA. dn. *int.r-night, we were visited by a- small' {rtivl Tan 
my

mother introduced rs "Mitz'," with whom she spoke only French' Just af-

ter the war, Marcel Duchamp spent weekends inWilton withJeanGuerin'

another Paris friend. ln 194i, bt"gt'' widow Jessie' came from Santa Fe

with her children, Dick and Ann,"to wait for a freighter convoy to take

them back to England
Most of these people had nothing in particular to do with me' and my

sister and I were ntthing much mori than captive audiences to their,nu-

merous anecdotes about-the good old days and endless gossip about those

who had lived them tog.tht.?. They talked, laughed' ate and dranlg told

jokes, and had fun together, but never gave me any reason to appreclate

iheir talents or public"reputations. The only reason I recall these names

i t,i"r-r-oo-is who brought Nick Putnam and Philip Lasell, as well as Lincoln

Kirstein into the Gurdjieffian circlc in thc summcr of 1927 '
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here is to suggest how widespread was the universal interest of all of these

people in one subject of conversation-Gurdjieff Even Marcel Duchamp

had tales to tell of the rumors that spread through the cafbs on the Left

Bank in the early 20s about the infamous charlatan Gurdjiefl2a Those who

had not gone themselves to Fonainebleau had stories to tell of their
friends who had. All of these "exiles" wondered now how Gurdjieff was
managing during the occupation, but no one doubted that he could deal as
cunningly with the Germans as he had with others. Those who had not
known Gurdjieff had their appetitites whetted with sensational stories
about the ageless power of the man. I had heard stories of how he picked
up the front end of a car to release someone trapped underneath; and
about the time he surprised nvo burglars in his apartment and smashed
their heads together. A more likely story was told me by my stepfather,
Philip Lasell, who was in Gurdjieff's car on August 9th, 7948, when a
truck crashed into it on the road south of Paris near Montargis. Gurdjieff
was pinned in the wreck by the steering column. Philip was thrornm clear
and tried, though injured himsell to pull Gurdjieff clear. Gurdjieff told
him to stop making his pain worse and sit down and listen; then, until
help arrived over an hour later, he told stories.

He was known also for his amazing cures that often consisted of re-
hearsing the cause of the illness. To treat a kitchen burn on a hand, he
would thrust the hand back into fire. More than one person had told me
how he often ffansferred his own energy into the body and mind of anoth-
er. Ouspensky reports that Gurdjieff could communicate with him by
thought, could receive Ouspensky's thought in return, and could exercise
the power of making himself invisible to others.s Gurdjieff had been seen
on more than one occasion in nvo distant places at the same moment.

Normally, Jean Toomer's name entered conversations only if I men-
tioned him. Besides Nick Putnam, who had an endless repertory of racy
stories about the sexual intrigues at the Prieur6, few had much to say
about Jean, simply because he was not a member of their social circle. I

2a For typical American tabloid journalism, scc the full pagc spread in the New York
WorM magazine section for 25 Novcmbcr 1923, hcadlincd "Behind the Scencs at Gur-
djicff's Wcird Chitcau of Mystcrics."
25 My mothcr says that Gurdjicfftrcatcd onc of his own burns this way. Fritz Peters,
tsoyhood with Curdjief (London: Victor Gollancz, 1964), p. '124; and Luba Gurdjieff in
lrcr memoirs (Luba Gurdjicff with Marina C. Bcar, Luba Curdjief: A Memoir uith Reci-
pes (Berkeley, CA: Ten Spced Prcss, 1993) rccord thc samc trcatment on themselves.
Stanley Nott, Tiachings of Gurdjief: Journal of a Pr.rpll (London: Routledge & Kcgan
I)aul, 1961), p. 63, givcs an account of cnergy transfcr, citing Hartmann, Our Llfe,and
Il D. Ouspensky, In Searth oJ the Miraculous (Ncw York: Harcourt, Brace and World,
1949), p. 325, spcaks of Gurdjicff's shapc-shifting, plasticiry and invisibiliry
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was rather pleased with this, because I couldn't conceive ofJean swapping

stories of the old days. Nick was ready with anecdotes aboutJean because

Tean and he had *oik d briefly together on the English translation of,4ll
'and 

Eueryrhing, but, as far as I could tell, Nick hardly knew him, and the

,tori.s *er. 
"obviously 

secondhand.% when I realized that stories about

Org. ad not circulaie either, it became evident that the "inner circle" of

Gur"diieff's group was immune from gossip -and rumor' My mother's

frienis only talked about themselves with Gurdjieft
I had not yet seen a copy of Cane and, besides Gorham Munson'

whom my mother saw in New York once or twice, none of these people

seemed ever to have read Jean's work. My mother did not speak about

Cane, except to say once that she had named me after a character in the

book Since my older sister, Eve, Gurdjieff's daughter, rys $ow1as
"petey,,' I assumed that "Paul" was just completing an apostolic duo. our

mother never spoke then ofJean at Fontainebleau, though all of.her sto-

ries of the earlydays of my sister and myself included anecdotes about the

chiteau du Prieur6 and Gurdjieft curiously, in all of these festivals of

reminiscence, even when she had had a great deal to drinlq my mother was

very guarded in speaking of her personal relations with either Gurdjief{

Orrg;, orJean. I suspec*he thought she was-guarding secrets, or that she

*oii ratf,er not have people talking about these things in front of Petey

and myself
Meanwhile, I corresponded with Jean and yeamed to return to Mill

House, first in order to escape my'westport life and restore some health to

my damaged pride, and then because I missed the sights, smells, and good

feetings with Poppy and fugie. For some time after I left Mill House, my

mothJr was not in touch wrth Jean. He didn't write her from India or con-

tact her after his return in 1940. After his kidney operation in late 1940, my

mother talked with him on the phone and pleaded with him to talk to me.

I was, apparently, beyond her control. Jean and Marjorie invited-me to

Mill Hogse for short stays over vacations, and I even retumed to school at

Buckingham Friends for a month in the spring of 1943, before returning

for several weeks during the summer. I remember feeling guilty that sum-

mer about something I had done during my spnng stay At Buckingham

Friends, during a picnic-outing, I had spun tales of how I had been in the

blitz bombing-of London before coming to the united States. My class-

mates were fascinated, so I kept the fabrication going far too long. fugie

must have heard about it at school, and I was sure that the story had

% I find Nick's narnc mentioncd in publishcd litcraturc only by Louise Goepfert

March. in Beth McCorklc, cd., The Gutdjief Years 1929-1949 (Walworth, NY: The

Work Studv Assoc., 1990), who uses thc form "Putnamm "
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reached Jean's ears. I felt I had to say something to him. So one day, I told
himwhat I had done and asked him if he could explain wlry,andhowl
could stop inventing stories of myself He seemed not the least sulprised,
angry, or puzzled. Without any tone of scolding, he gave me a lesson in
self-control that I recall quite well, for I was painfully alert in my shame.

"Listen Polo," he started,2T "you are, as everyone is, not one, but many
people. It is one thing to tell stories about '1,' but another thing to know
who the 'I' is that is speaking. V/hen you tell stories about'1,'you don't re-
alize which 'I' is talking. What you think is 'I' is really a collection of 'I's;

and the one 'I'you think is yoz does not really exist. You have many'I's. At
one moment there is one 'Polo' on stage, and at another moment, another
one. Because these various 'Polos' contradict one another, you do not
function harmoniously. You are like a violinist who plays only on one
string, because you use only a very small part of the instrument of your
being. You do not realize that you are just a machine whose parts and oper-
ations you are responsible for, but have no control over.

"So you tell stories because, like a machine, you are run by external
circumstances, and you act along the line of least resistance. To be a good
liar is an art, because a good lie can force a truth, so to lie successfully, you
have to make a truth, because only the truth fits together beautifully. Ma-
chines lie badly, because they operate like machines, making things auto-
matically without caring how their products profit users. Only wise men
can lie beautifully, so beautifully that they can have others believe a truth
which is good for them. Do you know what I mean? Can you master the
machine 'Polo'? No. You can just turn it on and watch what product
comes out. One time it will grind out one 'Polo' truth, and another time
another 'Polo' truth; but you have no control over which operation the
machine is performing. If you say 'I did this, or this,' and do not know
what you are doing, that is a sad state of affairs. If you know that it is you
who are doing it, then you have some control of things. If you know how
to harmonize all the 'Polos' in you, then you are in full control, aware of
the right times for one and for another'Polo,'and aware of how allyour
selves collaborate in the operations of any one self you show. The more
things you can be, the greater your wholeness can be, just as the more in-
struments there are in a sr.'rnphony, the greater the sound, so long as they
all play in tune with one another. You have this to learn, to recognize the
particular qualities of each of your beings, and to have each work for the
whole of you.

27 I recorded this and thc othcr talks in this chaptcr as accurately as I could from
memory in the summcr of 1951 , aftcr a visit to Mill Housc. Thc language and tone rs
ccrtainly his, but I may havc mixcd at timcs thc conrcnt o[onc talkwith anothcr.
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.,I don't mean that you lack strength of character. There is both strong

and weak in you, and you must be aware that, as you increase your

strength of character, your self-control for example, you-r weaknesses of

.ha.#t r will tend to di-inirh accordingly. You are full of negative as well

as positive forces, and the negativg will overcome you unless you.prevent

it. V/hat is negative is uncontiolled; what is positive needs instruction how

to gain control.
" "Sirr.. you were here last, conditions haven't changed for you' Only

circumstances have. It's not suprising that tales and truths take turns in

vou. because both are mechanical. Perhaps you invent tales because you

."rr.ro, tell the truth, and perhaps you tell the truth because it is easier for

you to do so at the time. Both tale and truth are mechanical operations in

you, 
"nd 

so they are the same thing. Wtrat is true is what can be used prof-

iabiy. what is ialse is waste. You can't see the difference in them unless

you ,tttdy and analyzewhat they do for you;1nd then you will begin to un-

derstand what they do for you and others. After all, what is intelligence, es-

sentially, but the capacity to adjust oneself to circumstance , to tlse for one's

own and for others' good the potential in external influences'
,,Listen, there ari three centers inthts meehanical'Polo.' He is physical,

he is emotional, and he is intellectual. Look at yourself and ask what you

are right now. which 'I' is in charge. Each time you do so-and when im-

port"it occasions arise in which you must act, it is essential for you to do

,o-yo, will discover in yourself something different from what you ex-

pected to be, but you will always be one of the three.

"There is something you must do to change this, for you must, you

must change.You must become a conscious 'Polo.'You must learn to rec-

ognize which you is the machine running now, and then you must learn to

sfrtch levers and change operations, and finally you must learn to perform

all your mechanical oPerations at once. Then they will stop being 'me-

chanical' because they will be under your conscious control. Do you see

what I am getting at? You will be able to harmonize all those forces which

belong to on" otlnother operation in one act. Change begins with under-

standing, and understanding rules the capaciry to act for your conscious

self
..Ir will take time. Begin by consciously applying yourself to control-

ing one center at a time, and you will be surprised with the result. You c4,x

,p"pty 
" 

desire for control to one or another center. The caucasian bandit

musi strike from his hiding point at precisely the right moment or lose his

life. If he misses, he has no second chance. So it is when shooting a basket

in the last second of a basketball game. Both are exercises in an absolute

control over the physical center ofyour being.
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"The important thing right now is to realize that you cannot change
by yourself Bandit and basketball player rely upon the training only an-
other person can give. You need help,just as the circle ofyour being needs
a stable center in order to be drawn correctly. The first thing to learn is
that you need the knowledge only another can give you. Think of what I
have taught you, what Lin has taught you, what the farm and your school
have taught you. These things do not become knowledge until you make
an inner change in yourself, until you begrn to know yoursel{, become
self-conscious. You are unconscious now, asleep. Some things get into
your head even when you are asleep, but not enough, and who can profit
from the experience in your dream? Once you know the difference be-
tween sleep and waking, you will know something of the difference be-
tween lies and truths. And you will know which of your beings is in
control of things, and then, maybe, you can start controling the levers
yourself Right now is the time to decide whether you are going to live
completely mechanically or completely consciously. It is easier to. be me-
chanical. Almost all of mankind is, but unless you become conscious you
will never love life, the real life, instead of the lie. So use me now as your
alarm clock. I will keep you awake, but you have a responsibiliry to that
clock. You have to wind it up, keep it where it is needed, and set the alarm
to wake you up. You did it now, and that is a good thing. It is one thing to
sleep too late once, but a worse thing to invest in a clock and then contin-
ue to sleep late because you don't know how to use an alarm clock." What
I did understand from Jean at that moment was what I should have under-
stood long before: that "sellcontrol" is not an exercise in inner concentra-
tion alone, but involves control of relations with others.

I saw less ofJean and Marjorie than usual that summer, because my
life with fugie extended its space to movies in Doylestown, visits to girl
friends, and trips to Stover Lake where we both struggled to leam to swim.
I tried vainly, untilJean finally succeeded in getting me to relax sufhciently
to float on my back. "Just a question of concentrating on your physical
mechanisms," he said with a sly smile, as he slowly withdrew his support-
ing hand from under the small of my back. Jean himself was a strange ani-
mal in the water. He swam like nothing I've ever seen. He seemed to
combine the Australian crawl wrth a breaststroke and sidestroke all at
once, arms and legs moving underwater in different directions in different
rhythms. Only his head, almost sfraight up and pointed forward like the
prow ofa ship, and his hands, like tips ofseal flippers, appeared above the
surface of the water. His movement through the water reminded me of a
watersnake whose body parts seemed to go in all directions while the
whole of him kept going straight ahead. He gave no appearance of tiring
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himself in the least. He was in complete control of every movement' in

control of every particle of water that enfolded him'

Except for'a weekend or t!vo, it wasn't until the summer of 1947 thatl

managed io return to Mill House for an extended stay. I noticed that the

upper- rooms in the mill were completed and that Susan, Marjorie's

da,rghter, was living there with her children. There was a nice feeling now

aboit the mill, unlike the damp chill and musty smell of cement that used

to permeate it; and there was a good feeling throughout the property' Ev-

eryone seemed happily occupied that summer. Jean was talkative, Marjorie

kind and unusually attentive to me. Argie had a horse up in the old. tractor

shed and, with another one borrowed from a friend, we went riding to-

gether over the same fields we had played in years earlier. She had grown

ilim, tall, and strong. I found her a strikingly beautiful young woman; but

she had never lost a bit of the light and playful streak that made it impossi-

ble for me to be serious with her about anything. Later that summet I

tried to write a poem for her, but that didn't work, and I'm not sure she

ever saw lt. I tried tellingJean what I felt about her and, true to his style,

he cocked his head and looked up from his newspaper and over his glasses

with that look of questioning puzzlement that always made me feel I had

invited a death sentence, though he never delivered anything like one.
'You think you know your self, perhaps, but how well do you know her?

Do you think she will, or can, receive what you o{fer? What kind of gift do

you imagine your affection is?"
I was left to ponder this, because I lacked the questions to keep the

discussion going further. Back home, I repeated some of my thoughts a

few weels later in a letter to Jean, feeling helpless to write directly to fu-

ge, who would have laughed. For to her, as to her father, laughing was a

way to keep a thought from going unnecessarily deep into consciousness'

Later, in the course of conversation, Jean asked me about my plans for the

future, what I was thinking of for college. I told him of my mother's hope

that I would go to the military academy at West Point, to which he gave

one of his low "Hmmmm's." I said that I wouldn't mind leaving school for

a year to study wrth Gurdjieff He replied with a quick and firm, "Above

ali, don't do thatl" Then he paused, smiled and said: "Better to go to Chi-

na." That was the only time I mentioned Gurdjieff's name in his presence,

and I never heard that name from him.

A few evenings later, the subject of learning came up again, and I con-

fessed a general lack of motivation in high school that made it hard for me

to concentrate. He reminded me with amusement thatvery little had, then,

changed for me. I told him that whenever I tried out one of his exercises it

only tired me. fu an example, I cited the exercise of trying to go to sleep by
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relaxing my whole body piece by piece. Every time I did this, my body
seemed to relax, except my mind grew so much more alert that I found it
impossible to go to sleep for hours. 'Yes, and you are Mr. Fidget not only in
your bodily gestures but in your thoughts," he replied, "because you only
did part ofthe exercise. Ifyou concentrate all ofyour mental energy on one
thing, let's say, your right arm, there are wonderful things it is able to do,
but only once you leave the energy there. fu long as you keep your mind on
the arm, it is locked to your thoughts, but your thoughts are continually
jumping here and there. Let's say that you want to write from one to ten on
a blackboard with your right hand. That's easy. But let's say you want to
write from A to Z with the left hand at the same time. To do that, you have
to withdraw your thought from your right hand and put it on the left. What
happens? Ifyou have taught your right hand what to do and practiced it
enough, it will go on easily enough by itself and you will be free to place
your mental energy elsewhere. When you learn how to swim, you have to
practice first your kick, and when that becomes automatic for your body,
you can shift your attention to what your arms do.

"The point is, you have to be taught how to do these things. They do
not happen by themselves. We have to teach our natures to do what we
want them to. It's the same with putting oneself to sleep. You can place all
the mental energy where you wish, but you must know how to remove it
and let the organism do its own instructed work. So go ahead and concen-
trate on your toes in order to withdraw all sensafion from them, move up
through your body, applying and then withdrawing your concentration to
relax each muscle in turn. Then, when you get to your head, to your brain,
the last muscle to work on, you find you cannot apply thought to where it
ri. So, you have to learn to withdraw thought from your body, make your
mind a void, turn its motor of{ separate it from its energy If you can do
this, your thought can leave the body to rest, and then return to it to be
rested by the body.

"It is possible to rest the body as much this way in a few minutes as
most people do in hours. Try this a few times: take a pencil between your
fingers and sit back in a chair and relax. When the pencil drops, wake up. If
you practice this enough, you'll discover that the moments before the pen-
cil drops are enough to restore your bodily energy. There is an art in join-
ing concentration with relaxation. It consists of using feelings to relax
sense, thought to relax feelings, and sense to relax thought. All your three
centers need the others,just as each ofyour beings depend upon the oth-
ers. You'll be suprised when you discover that even your dreams will
change. This won't happen overnight. Try it for ten, fifteen, twenty days,
and see what happens. You want to accomplish everything at once. If you



60 + Srnoows or HrawN

have trouble, imagine me telling you these things. Concentrate, if you like,

on my voice until your own inner voice takes over from mine. You have to
learn to listen, and when you listen well, you will find rest for your own
thoughts. V/hen thinking tires you, you are thinhng badly." For nights, I
practiced dissociating myself from my body. I could get as far as the head,
but besides my jaw I could not numb my senses. I told him this one day,
and he said that my problem was perfectly normal. "Now try concentrat-
ing on your faceftrst." After a few nights, this seemed to work, but the ef-
fort was so strenuous that, after a time, I gave it up.

Another time, after I twrsted my ankle slightly, I complained about the
pain that prevented me from sleeping or from concentrating. He said that
if I couldn't forget the pain, do the opposite: remember it. "Make friends
with the pain that makes you more aware of your mind and bodir Think
about it, analyze it and think of ways of describing its variations, its ebbs
and flows. Pain is not unlike pleasure, and you can give yourself up to ei-
ther. Pain 'hurts' because it gets in the way of other activities, while plea-
sure separates itself from other thoughts and activities. Try having pain
exclude other things so that you can concentrate on it. You will find that if
you consider pain objectively, you will be able to move it in and outside of
yourself But remember, pain is good when it makes you aware ofyourself
Pain has a rhythm. Think of your breathing when you are in pain, and its
rhythm will master the rhythm of pain.

'l\nother thing: whenever something hurts you, physically or mental-
ly, do what wise men have always done, retrace the event. Go backranrd
over it. You know, the yoga goes forward wrth an exercise, and then, al-
ways,to leave the exercise, goes backward through it. The American Indian
does something of the same in his ceremonies, and the effect is that time
disappears, because as far as you move forward in an event, retracing it
backward brings you back to the beginning, and therefore erases the time
the exercise moved through. You see, you can be and do without spending
time. This is a power belongrng to the yoga and to what the Christian calls
a Saint."

Little by little, I began to understand what Jean was driving at, but I
didn't have the patience to practice these things consistently, and I found
that exercising them often isolated me from the rest of the family. ln
school, I was having a hard time "training" my mind to concentrate on the
painful studies that bored me. Little by little, though, I found that, if I
thought about my own performance in things I didn't like rather than in
the things themselves, I could enjoy my engagement. I remembered Jean
telling me once that the secret of survival is learning to like what you have
to do, rather than wasting time doing what you like. Somehow I managed
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in my last year in high school to raise my grades to the point where I could
count on having a choice of what universiry I would attend.

In that year of 1947-1948,I wrote a few times to fugie and Jean, but
my principal pleasure was playing basketball and my goal was college en-
trance. Another success in applying Jean's teaching came on the winter
night my appendix became painfully inflamed while I was dressing for a
basketball game. The pain kept me doubled up, and I was even put in the
ambulance in a tucked position, but as I began the long trip to Norwalk
hospial, I concentrated all of my thought on my abdomen, which seemed
only to make me more aware of a hurt in which I found nothing of per-
sonal interest, but when I moved my thoughts to the sound of the siren,
the reflection of the lights, the bumps in the road, the pace of my breath,
and particularly the touch on my wrist of the attending nurse, the pain
changed. It was still there, but I felt it from a distance, where it was not
troublesome.

In the summer of 1,948,I worked in the shipping department of the
factory where my mother was receptionist and telephone operator (from
that privileged position she spoke frequently toJean on the telephone), and
in the fall entered Brown Universiry in Providence, RI. I was already mak-
ing plans to go to France for my sophomore year. I wanted particularly to
see Gurdjieffthere, butjust before Thanksgiving I found out rhat he was
coming to America in a few days. In my excitement and anticipation, the
image of Poppy faded momentarily toward the back of my consciousness.



Chapter Four

The Ascent: With Gurdjieff
1924-1926

Gurdjieff represents a fourth Yoga with no school and no teach-
ers . . . but an addition of the three Yogas, Raj, Bakhti and Hathi,
the wholeness that is something more than the three parts which
make it up.

-A. R. Orage

She was going where I was going,
We together,
And a buried being was called to life,
A beaury and a power, a revelation
Of what life is for, and why we are.

-"The Blue Meridian"

Men like him can fascinate. One is not
responsible for fascination.

-Cane

To each his own Gurdjiefl I have never heard anyone who knew him to
have the same opinion of him as another's, or even to have the same ver-
sions of stories about him. fu for myself, I carry few conscious impres-
sions from my direct experience with him as an infant. A rare memory I
have of my stay at the Prieur6 des Basses Loges in the early 30s is of the
games we children-perhaps eight or nine in all-played under Gurdji-
eff's direction or under his personal surveillance. Gurdjieff was open and
generous to children and he organized a community for us free from the
surveillance of mothers and fathers. We had no ordinary "family" setting,
but lived a rather free life.l I remember best the game of "Stop" that we

I Except for mcaltimc, whcn thc childrcn had thcir own table apart from thc adults,

they enjoyed an almost pastoral frccdom. Gurdjicff opposed public schooling, and
only Dimitri's forcc vis-i vis his brothcr pcrmittcd Luba, Gcnia, and Lida to cvcntual-

ly get to the local school. Lida (for Lydia), thc youngcst, had more schooling, there-

fore, than hcr older sistcrs. According to Nikolai dc Stjernvall, Toly (Anatolc
Mercourov) cscapcd school altogcthcr.
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played regularly on the huge lawn sloping down from the main house.2

Another game was a version of "Simon Says," in which positions and

movements of a leader were to be imitated. Both of these games' I realized

later, were preparatory to Gurdjieff's "rhythmic movements." I can also

hear dimly in my memory music from the Study House that Gurdjieff

composed and played himself
Vhile I was there, I was the youngest, the baby, "used" by my elders as

their servant to beg a snack from the kitchen, or ask someone busy in the

garden or working on the Study House decorations for some favor.3 In

short, I became recognized by the conscientious and dour "pupils" as a

pest. I remember being sent by the gang to ask G (the name most of us

used except to his face, where we would call him "Monsieur") for some-

thing to eat from his tea tray. In real or mock fury he would throw a bun

or piece of fruit at me, accompanied by a sfeam of Russian expletives. The

others were always close enough to hear and laugh as they looked at what I

had retrieved. Perhaps this was a game befiveen us. I have seen Gurdjieff

hurt even children's feelings, apparently on purpose, but never without

giving some indication, if only in his eyes, that there was a lesson in self-

reflection involved.
My sister and I were often in Gurdjieff's company in Paris before my

mother packed up and left for the United States in the autumn of 1935.

From the time I was 9 or 10 and living with her once again-though I

could not recall that I had ever lived with her before-I was curious about

2 Stanley I'Jotr, Tiachings of Curdjief: Journal of a Pr.rpll (London: Routledge & Kepn

Paul, 1961), pp.'12-1.3, citcs Oragc's cxplanation that thc purposc of the exerciscs is to

force one to "stop in a position it has ncvcr stoppcd bcfore. This cnables a man to ob-

serve himself bettcr. He . . can scnsc diffcrcntly." P D. Ouspensky, In Search oJ the

Miraculous (New York: Harcourt Bracc and World, 1949), pp. 351-356, has a much

fuller explanation, thc csscncc ofwhich is that thc cxcrcise forccs the body to find and

feel the transition betwecn Nvo "automatic," or conditioncd positions. The excrcise

forces the will to rcstrain thc body from finding its usual position. Ouspensky recounts

some amazing anccdotes about thc excrcisc. ln his notcbooks, Toomer says "The 'stop'

exercise is simultaneously an cxercisc of the will, attcntion, thinking, feeling and mo-

tion" ( Toomer Collection, Beincckc Rarc Book and Manuscript Library Yale Univer-

siry Box 48, Folder 989). Rudolph Byrd, Toomer's Years with Gurdjief (Athens, GA:

University of Georgia Prcss, 1989), p. 70, analyzcs this description.
3 lt is not casy for me to conjurc up thc imagcs and namcs of tl-re children at the

Prieur6 when I was therc. Thcre must havc becn tcn or morc. I can think of myself

and my sister as thc youngcst. Valia, Anatole, Lonia (son of Lenotchka Savitsky and

Rachmielevitch, and grandson of Ouspcnsky's wifc, Sophia Grigorcvna), Lida, Gcnra

and Luba Gurdjiefl and Nikolai wcrc all tcn ycars or morc older, all born during the

exodus from Russia bctwccn 1917 md 1920. Michcl dc Salzmann and Dushka

Howarth were born in 1924. and mv sistcr in 1,928.
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my mother's contacts with Gurdjiefl if only because almost every visitor

to our house from far talked about Gurdjieffin those days.

Why and how my mother became involved with Gurdjieffin the first

place is a question that continues to intrigue me, as it had intrigued me

ihroughout my youth, even before I became involved with Gurdjieff*y-

self for a brief period just before his death in7949. She was not a seeker af-

ter truth, nor was she an intellectual, though she had a broad cultural

background and philosophical interests. She spent her lifetime, it seems to

me, in search of affection and securiry. I knew little about her life in the

twenties, and nothing of the circumstances that might have played a role

in her drift toward Gurdjieff's teaching and his person. What I discovered

later of her life saddened me, not only because of the "facts," but because

she would not share those facts with me or with my sister.

She was born, I have gathered from an application for life insurance,

in Providence, RI in April 1896, to Mary Ann Fitzgerald Taylor (who was

en route from her home in Saratoga, NYto a summer occupation in New-

poft). Her father's name is listed as 'James Walter Taylor," but the name is

an ad hoe nomination for the circumstances. Mary Ann was aille de ioie
who followed the excitement and money of the late 19th-century racing

crowd. upon returning to Saratoga, she surrendered her daughter, Edith,

to a Catholic orphanage that remained her home during her early school

years. She cavorted with children of wealthy Saratog families, like the

Formans and the Putnams, who descended directly from General Israel

Putnam of'S/ar of Independence fame.
When she was 15, she ran away to Baltimore, where she found a place

dancing in a musical review. The troupe traveled to England in the late

spring of 1914 and, on a weekend visit to the regatta at Henley, she met and

fell in love with a boy on summmervacation from the University of Penn-

sylvania who was a member of one of Philadelphia's most prominent fami-

lies. 
'When 

the War broke out, they both enlisted in the Morgan Harjes

Ambulance Company. ln 7917, he was commissioned in the American

fumy, and they were briefly separated. After the war, they traveled through

England, France, and Italy, until he returned to Philadelphia to enter the

family cotton business. Edith stayed in Europe, traveling on her own, but,

in 1922, they were together in London, where they heard Gurdjieff alk.

They separated when he returned to the United States to marry a girl of his

social class in Memphis, TN, a girl that his family had picked for him.

Depressed, Edith settled in Paris with some money'Johnnie" [Mac-
Fadden] had left her as consolation. She made contact with her mother,

who came to France to visit, and they spent some time together in the

south of France, where Edith became acquainted with Esther and Gerald



66 + Suaoows on Fftawru

Murphy and Scott Fitzgerald. Back in Paris, she was part of a "crowd" of
acquaintances including Djuna Barnes, Jane Heap, Natalie Barney (who
had written a poem for her in 1921), Gertrude Stein, Man Ray, and Marcel
Duchamp.

It is not easy to reconstruct the chain of events that first brought my
mother to the Institute, and even more difficult to explain why she kept
returning there, even as a resident for months at a time. She talked freely
to me and my sister about her adventures during the war and in the Paris
of the 1920s with a certain measure of exaggerated self-imporcance. To
questions about Gurdjieff, she told us that she had gone to the Institute
"on a lark" with Kiki Vanderbilt in a fit of depression after her mother had
died in Saratoga in 1926. This information contradicted the stories others
told about her life in Paris in the early 20s, as well as the anecdotes she ex-
changed with houseguests who had been with Gurdjieff earlier. After she
died, I found among her papers notes taken from Gurdjieff's talks in lon-
don in February 1922 and from talks at the Prieur6 on24 May and 21 Au-
gtrst, 1923. Even earlier, packing books for our move to 

-Weston, 
CT in

7946,1discovered in the back page of her copy of therlournal oJKatheinc
MansfuId a pencil-written, eyewitness account of Mansfield's last evening
of life in January, 7923.4

It is clear, nonetheless, that our mother felt lost afterJohnnie left her
and, with the money he gave her, she led a rather disorganized life in Pans,
on the lookout for some sort of stability. Her own mother married after
her visit to France and Edith did not feel comfortable with her stepfather,
though she hardly knew him. At any rate, Saratoga was out of the question
for her. The only places she really knew well now were Paris and London;
and London, where she andJohnnie had split up, was for the moment un-
comfortable. She may have visited Gurdjieff's Institute inlate 7922 9r ear-
ly 1923. She saw him in New York in January of 7924,shortly after she had
met both Orage and Toomer, but the papers she left after her death in-
clude a fictionalized account that place her first meeting with Gurdjieff in

a 
Journal of Katherine Mansf.eld, cditcd by John Middlcton Murry (New York: Alfred

A. Ifuop{ 1927).To Murry's closing dcscription of her death at the Prieur6, my moth-
er added the following: "Nole: Katherinc Mansfield sat in the study-house for over an
hour listening to the music, looking happier than I had cver seen her, holding her
husband's hand. It was unusual for hcr to stay up so late, she was cspecially anxious to
have J. M. M. hear the music which shc enjoycd so much. Wc all felt she had used too
much energy, was too excited & over taxed hcr strcngth. ET" Though this may be a
record of somcone else's rccollcction, my mothcr also left notcs of talks given at the
Prieur6 in 79'23. For a clear picturc of thc evcnts leading up to and following Man-
field's death, see James Moore , Gurdjicf and Mansjeld (London: Routledge & Kegan
Paul, 1980).
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mid-summer 7924, shordy after his automobile accident. It is entitled
,.This'[/izard of ours: How it all came about. chapter 1." I present it here

not as fact, but as an imaginative reconstruction. She may have written it

as a sort of exercise in observation that Gurdjieff and Toomer alike had pu-

pils compose. Nonetheless, it is a picture of the environmentJean Toomer

iound himself in when he arrived at the Prieur6 at almost the same time, a

few weeks afterJessie Dwrght, orage's future wife, had arrived on her first

visit.

'w,e 
were stitting, meditating, at a table on the half-deserted terrace of

Le D6me when Marta Dennison strolled along; neither Curtis [Mof-
fat]s or myself showed any signs of recognition for we were both en-

joy"g oui olvtt thoughts, but Mara was no one to be considerate and

apparintly there was no one else seated on the terrace at that time to

"itir.t 
h.i, so she approached our table and timidly asked if she might

ioin us. . . . While I watched the terrace filling up and the choosing of

iables given as much care as the choosing of a horse at Tattersalls,

Marta was entertaining Curtis with her exploits in the Near East Re-

liefl but not until she mentioned the name of Gurdjieff could I give

my attention. "Tell me all you know of this Gurdjieffl" I asked her, for

it was only that morning that Dorothy Ireland, whose house guest I

was, started telling me of her own and Lady Bea Rothemere's [Lady
Mary Lilian Rothermere] extraordinary sojourn at Gurdjieff's insti-

tute near Fontainebleau, so naturally I was interested to hear another

version. Marta began by telling us that she had first seen him in Tiflis,

her Russian prince companion had pointed Gurdjieff out to her, de-

scribing him as an Armenian rug merchant, but who was clever

enough to have gotten out of Russia during the revolution with about

forty-followers. Since that time he is being considered a kind of god.

"At a night club in Montmartre the other night," continued Marta,

"who should I see there but this same Gurdjieff and I was informed

that he was the brains behind several of these cabarets and besides

food, drink and entertainment, opium could be bought at a price'6 He

has a chiteau," she told us, "where human derelicts and sex-starved

old maids went hoping to save their souls. The treatment was first to

make them do just the very thing they disliked doing the most of all,

s A not-very-promincnt portrait photographcr who was bricfly associated with Man

Ray and Marcel DuchamP in Paris.
6 ln fact, according to his own authobiography, Meetings with Rematkable Men (I-on'

don: Penguin, 1963), p. 288, Gurdjicff owncd two rcstaurants in Montmartre and hed

some financial intcrcst in othcr places therc at this timc'
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such as washing dishes, scrubbing floors, etc. Just the place for you to
spend a vacation, Curtis," and she laughed loudly at the thought. "And

why pray?" he asked, "when I can do that very same thing right here
in Paris?" "How do you mean?" she inquired. "If you must have it,"
he said, "sitting here, talking to you, drinking a drink I don't either
like or want seems to me a fair example." "Enough," I piped in, "let's

be offto theJockey and sample its wares."7
I could hardly wait to get back to tell Dorothy [Ireland] what I had

heard about Gurdjieffl for it was certainly quite a different tale from
hers. and I was anxious for her to convince me that it was the same
man. She assured it could be no other, and commented on my inter-
est in him, saylng, "Surely after telling you Bea's and my experience, I
cannot understand what there is to attract you to him. It would be a
jolly good lesson for you to go down to his filthy institute and learn all
you want to know first hand. It's easy enough to be admitted;just get
out your best clothes and with a right amount of rudeness they'll take
you for an American heiress and throw the gates open wrde." I fell
asleep that night planning my visit, but it would certainly not be as
she suggested.

At a loss for something better to do, I accepted an invitation to
weekend with Marta in Samois where she had rented a cottage for the
season. A promise of a visit ofJane Heap was used as bait. How well
she knew I'd bite, for Jane had my greatest admiration, not just be-
cause she was early to recognize the masterpiece ofJames Joyce's Ul-

1sses, and daring the printing of it to the extent of going to jail, but for
her never-tiring efforts to protect her beliefs and ideals, her courage,
her faithfulness to her friends, besides being a talented writer. She
was an editor of the avant-garde mtgazine The Liltle Reuiew published
in New York; Margaret Anderson was her associate, and she was as
talented as she was beautiful.

The day I visited Marta,Jane came to lunch. She had called at Gur-
djieff's Institute, "Le Prieur6" to visit some friends who were staying
there. They joined us at tea and it is from them that I got quite a dif-
ferent impression of the man and his work. He had recently returned
from a successful demonstration tour in the United States, and was
now recovering from a serious automobile accident.8

7 The Jockey was thc namc of a rcstaurant opcncd in the spring of 1,923 by Hilaire
Hiler. lt soon became a Mccca for Amcricans in Paris.
8 Thomas de Hartmann, Our Life with Curdjief (London: Penguin, 1972) pp. 199-
202, describes the circumstanccs of thc accident and Gurdjicff's injuries. No one
seems to agree on the extcnt of thcrn. Hartmann minimizcs thc gravity of his injuries,
while James Webb, Tlr Harmonious Circle: The Liues and Works oJ C. l. Curdjffi P D.
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Before taking his troupe to New Yorh he gave a performance in

Paris at the Th6itre des Champs-Elys6es. It must have been quite

unique. The tvro fountains in the theatre lobby were spouting wine,

one was white and the other red wine. The performers' costumes

wer.e made by themselves from G's design, assisted by M. Saltzmann

[de Salzmann] who was a well-known scenario painter in Germany

before the war. It was said that he was among the several painters at-

tached to the Imperial Court of Russia. He was extraordinary looking,

a head very much like a death skull, a mass of heary iron-white hair,

parchment-color skin drawn tightly over his bony structure. His

hands were monstrous, abnormally long fingers with the biggest

thumb imaginable that he used instead of a brush for painting murals.

The Paris demonstration troupe was made up ofJacques Dalcroze

pupils headed byJeanne, the French-Swiss wife of Saltzmann' an ex-

ballet dancer with an fumenian name, and G's Russian wife, Mme

Galumian, and the Russian wife of Frank Lloyd Wright, about forty-

five dancers in all. The demonstration consisted of exercises and vari-

ous Eastern dances all taught by G, who composed the music as well.e

The expenses for the American trip were collected by subscription,

principally among the English members who had previously financed

the purchase of the magnificent chiteau at Avon near Fonainebleau

called "Le Prieur6," where he established his Institute under the title

of "The Harmonious Development of Man."10

When I suggested to Jane that she take me to visit this extraordi-

nary man of whom I had heard so many varied accounts, she chuckled

softly and eyed me, coyly saying, "All right, if you want to, I don't

know if he'll even see us." However, she agreed to take me. Beside the

chiteau gates I was surprised to find a conventional 17th-century chi-

8 ("ont) Ourprnrley and Their r"ollouers (London: Thamcs and Hudson, 1980), p. 296'

conjecrures that Gurdjicff"stagcd" thc accidcnt to givc him an occasion to observe

his pupils without his personal direction.
e The wife [mistress at the timc] of Frank Lloyd Wright was Olgivanna Hintzenberg,

a Montenegrin dancer who attachcd hcrsclf to Jcannc de Salzmann during the exodus

from Russia. Shc mct lVright in 1'924, and they wcrc marricd in 7928.
10 The facts here arc obscurc. Gurdjicfflcascd thc Pricur6 with an option to buy and,

with the help of English moncy furnishcd by Ouspensky's students, did manage final-

ly to buy the chitcau for 700,000 francs, according to lVcbb, Harmonbus Circle, p.2i3.

Moore, Curdjief and Mansfeld, p. i55, is clcarcr on thc transactions. The Amcrican

trip was probably financcd hcavily by English moncy, but Orage had already exacted

promises of support from his ncw American acquaintanccs. Gurdjieff's own story of

his money-raising appears in "Thc Matcrial Qucstion," thc coda to Meetings with Re'

markable Men, whcrc hc implies that hc raiscd thc moncy himself



70 + Srnoows or FfuawN

teau in a magrificent park designed by a Fontainebleau architect. I

don't know honestly what I expected to find. We were not disappoint-

ed and were escorted to what was known as the "Study House," and

told that the master would receive us there.
This Study House was constructed from an abandoned airplane

hangar, the glass roof was covered with a painted parachute depicting
the Koran and painted by the resident pupils. The dirt floor was car-
peted with many oriental rugs that had been carried out of Russia by
G and his followers. There was a raised platform used for dance prac-
tice, around the sides of this fantastic room were placed goatskins for
sitters, the backs were cushioned by pillows covered with colorful
materials supplied and made by the pupils. There was also a small
round cement pool with a spouting jet d'eau, lighted by hidden col-
ored lights on festive occasions. In an alcove sat G, halGsitting, half-
lying amongst a mountain of silk cushions, his shaved head glistening
like varnished sepia, his deep set black eyes seemed to be tender yet
menacing and terrible. He appeared to look through rather than at
one. He acknowledged our presence with a bow without changing
posture or expression. He waved to Jane and me to be seated on the
goat skins near the railing.

Seated, or rather squatted at G's right was Dr. Sternval [de Stjern-
vall], who with his very queenly Danish wife were among the people
G had brought with him from Constantinople during the revolution
in Russia. Mr. Saltzmann, with drooping head, was next to the doctor.
On the left sat the women of the entourage, Mme Galumian, Mme
Saltzmann [de Salzmann] and Mme de Hartmann, wife of the musi-
cian; she acted as secretary and interpreter.

A small smiling perkyJew named Metz was busy serving black cof-
fee in small bowls that he placed on the floor in front of the guests. G's
brother Dmitri Ivanovich and his sister Sophia and her husband Ca-
pananci [Kapadnadze] were also present. Little did I dream as I sat
there on my first visit that I was to spend many days and many more
nights in this same Study House, nor could I realize through what stag-
es of emotional tension I would pass, yet even to this day that Study
House holds for me a sacredness that no church has had for me.

(Eight years after my first visit, tears came to my eyes seeing such
magnificence in a state of decay, the prayer rugs showing huge rat-
chewed holes and dog and cat remains, smelling of damp rotting
wool. The roof supports had given way under the weight of winter
snows, windows were broken, and the light cast shadows like wounds
on the stained patterns of the rugs.)

Tse AscrNr:'[lrH GuRoltspn + 7']

I was interrupted in my meditation by G calling to me, ,,Miss, I
sick man, truth very weak, now institute die for everybody, but neces-
sary something, do you agree? So like ordinary man I ro think how be,
many years much do, but never before one thing I do, I wish write
book. Surprised? No? Some time in life every man must write boolq
but such book already I begin, and ifyou very much wish we can even
English read." This was said with the broadest of smiles, the scene for
the reading must be corresponding, he informed me, so we filed out
of the Study House, he leading the way leaning heavily upon a stout
walking srick. We were taken along an avenue of plane trees around a
circular pool to the end of the garden to a small tea house up a few
stone steps into the one room about three metres square.1l

This _is as far .as the script goes. She made a typed copy in the years just be-
fore her death, with only minor changes and some repetitions. The exact
date of the visit is not given, but it must have been between mid-August
and 5 september 7924, when she went ro England to visit friends. Her hrst
rmpressions were probably not very different from Jean,s and Jessie
Dwight's. Jessie left a poignant but unpublished record of her first impres-
sion of the Institute, and Jean recorded his initiation into Gurdiieff's
world in an unpublished essay, entitled "In Memory and a Devotion'and a
Hope." "It must have been towards the end of 1923 that the events began,"
he wrote, "events that were to claim me and, in a sense, chain me foi the
rest of my life. I am claimed and I am chained. . . . when I die you will find
Gurdjieff written in my heart? Yes? No?" The sixeen years between 1923
and 1939, he went on to say, included six years of intensive invorvement
U92+19301. "And now I swiftly look back over all that, and I say_I do
not know Gurdjiefl. I have never known Gurdjieft I never will."12'

Toomer's involvement began when Waldo Frank told him that Orage
was giving a series of lectures on Gurdjieff at the Sunwise Tirm BookshJp
at the beginning ofJanuary. He was involved in a love afhir at the time
with Margaret Naumburg, waldo's wife, with whom he attended an oraqe
lecture where he saw Edith again. orage's lecture e><plained then that tf,e
purpose of Gurdjieff's teaching is to have each human being acquire his
o$m "1," by correcting a lack of control over his moods, reactions, and pas_
siviry to events about him.13 Man has four personalities, he explained. The
first is the sense perception he shares with other animals, the iecond is his
rr Edith Annesley tylor, unpublishcd mcmoirs, cstatc of Edith Taylor.
12 Toomer Collection, Box 46, Foldcr 953.
"  SeeG. I .Gurdj ief f , .4 l landEuerything (London:Rout ledgc&Keganpaul ,  1950),p.
1237 .
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reaction to those perceptions, the third his motor reflexes, and the fourth

is the sense of selithaicharacterizes his particular "I" or being. The aver-

age man, orage went on, is a slave of the entire service to all universal pur-

p-oses thtt are alien to his own personal i{enlt^W-'
' 

S.,o.r^l days later, Toomei saw Gurdjieff for the first time at a dance

demonstrationin Webster Hall in NewYork and thought he looked like
J" *orrk in a tuxedo," but he was impressed by the spectacle and by Or-

age's alks. At the end ofJanuary he wrote orage saying that he and Marg-

aiet had missed a talk, and asked for a personal interview in order to get

authorization to go to the Institute.la No answer came immediately from

the request andJean went to chicago untilJuly, when he returned to New

york and *ro,. br"g. from the Hotel Albert to say that he regretted:niss-

ing the work at tle Institute and looked forward to seeing Orage.

To"ome.'s recollected explanation for his letter states: "The fact is that on

July 9, 1924,lwas all rit to go to Gurdjieff's Institute at Fontainebleau.

b"ry 
" 

terrific set-back could have stopped T.." 
I wanted that life there,

that work. I wanted and needed it as all of me had never before needed any

work, any way of life. This had become clear to me, a deep and inevitable

conviction, b.fore my return to NewYork; and I had come back to book

passage to France on the first possible ship. I-did not want to see orage. I

ild, a"s said in the letter, want io get a sense of him. But, if Orage had been

out of [the] ciry or had he not wanted to see me, or i{ on seeing him, my

impresiions of him had changed and had become unfavorable, I'd have

got. ,*ty. . . . It had taken me about six months to decide to go toTon-

iainebleau, and now that the decision was made, I wanted to be off, Or-

age's reply came promptly. He asked me to come to his place and have a

ta l k . . . . Iwen t . " r6
After seeing orage and approving ofwhat he heard, he wrote Gorham

Munson to rry' "I suggest that we apply the Gurdjieff outline which we

have both accepted."ttHe urged Waldo to come with him to France, and

waldo replied promptly' "It is the right move for you row-l dip. into the

digested and easeful life that is French culture, Get in touch with Orage,

ra Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 205.
15 curiously, C. S. Nott (lourney Thruogh This world (London: Routledge & Kegan

paul, 1g69), p. 74, seys that he sailed for Europc in April of 
'1924, and went almost im-

-ediat.ly to'the Pricur6 wherc he srartcd a long stagc of work with Gurdjieff; and re-

corded lengthy conversations that took placc betwccn them that spring and summer.

of course,*Gurdjieff was in thc Unitcd Statcs until Junc, arriving back in France a few

days before his accident.
16 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 205.
17 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 186.
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150 East 54th St. before you go. He is the American agent and Americans
are supposed to apply for admission through him. It is important to see him
first. "18

Jean replied on the 17th ofJuly: "l am off to Fontainebleau. But not
simply to Fontainebleau; rather to a place where someone whom I believe
to possess adequate knowledge had conditioned things that I may the bet-
ter examine myself " Then, to reduce the tension that Gorham felt, caught
between his friend waldo Frank and waldo's wife Margaret,Jean's mistrJss,
Jean added: "No Gorham, I did not ask you to choose between Waldo and
Gurdjieff I simply stared an opposition as I saw it fwaldo had returned
from France without being admitted to the Prieur6]. . . . I too see directions.
orage gives the figure of the incline. But on this incline there are nvo di-
rections. I judge that waldo is determined by his inclinations and involun-
tary motors. I judge that Gurdjieff controls. And to this extent I see an
opposition, or rather, a contrast, a quite di{ferent placement on the slope."1e

Jean had in hand a descriptive brochure translated into English by Or_
age, titled C. Curdjief's Institute for the Harmoniaus Development of'Man,
consisting of an eleven-page history and description of Gurdjieff i teach-
ing, the program of work at the Institute, and a seven-page form for pu_
pils, titled "Historometrical Individual Record (for pupiliand patienti of
the first category)." The inrroducrory paragraphs olthe brochuie validate
Gurdjieff"s authority.

The Institute for the Harmonious Development of Man bv the
G.I. Gurdjieff system is practically the coniinuation of the Soci-
ety that went under the name of the "seekers after Tiuth.,'This
Sgciety was founded in 1895 by a group ofvarious specialists, in-
cluding doctors, archaeologists, priests, painters, etc., whose aim
was to study in close collaboration so-called supernatural phe-
nomena, in which each of them was interested from a partiiular
point ofview.

During the existence of the Sociery its members undertook
manyvery difficultjourneys, mostly in Persia, Afghanistan, Turke-
stan, Thibet, India, but also in other countries. They also under_
took a good deal of work of various descriptions in connection
with their object that involved much labour and organisation.

Throughout the period of travel and work, many of the Soci-
ety's members lost their lives, while others from time to time

18 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 186.
r'/ Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 186.
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abandoned the task, and only a small number returned to Russia

in 1913, under the leadership of Mr' Gurdjie{I$ Their first stop

was at Tashkent, but Mr. Gurdjieffsubsequently set up his head-

quarters in Moscow with the intention of arranging the material

tirat had been collected and ofputting to practical use such ofit

as was adapted to the PurPose.
A courie of lectures given by Mr. Gurdjieffresulted in a num-

ber of men of science, representing all branches, rallying round

him, and the number of people interested in his ideas began rap-

idly to increase.2l
He then resolved to give effect to the plan that he had long

entertained of founding a training esablishment under the name

of "The Institute for the Harmonious Development of Man" for

the study of his ideas and in order to put into practice his system

of training.
But ttre war and the subsequent events in Russia hindered this

plan and, being compelled by circumstances to leave Moscow, he

iravelled from country to country and at last settled in Europe'z

Notwithstanding the enorrlous difiicultres arising out of the

events of recent years, Mr. Gurdjieff nevertheless contrived to

organise several scientific expeditions and to form groups in-vari-

oui cities with a programme for the study of the theoretical part

of the work.
The site he had long been looking for was at last found in

France, at Fontainebleau, near Paris, where Mr. Gurdjieff \n 1922

acquired by purchase the old chAteau called Le Prieur6, and

whire he founded a permanent centre for the Institute according

to his original plan.
Although the period of organisation is not yet complete, the

main branih of the Institute is already capable of accomodating

nvo hundred attending and one hundred resident students and in

a short time these numbers will increase.

2r The development of thc Moscow group is dcscribcd by P D. ouspensky, ln seatrh

of the Miraculous, the work bcst known as an explication of the Gurdjieff "system."
t G,rrd;i"ff"ttd his group of close followers spcnt somc timc in Constantinople after

leaving tleorgia, and settled first in Bcrlin from thc spring of 1921 to the spring of 1922,

when they decided to establish the Institutc in France. Thomas dc Hartmann recounts

these adventures in Our Lfe.Thcrc was a rumor circulating in the 40s that, while rn

Berlin, Gurdjieffhad suggested to thc incipient Nazi party thc use of the Swastika as

their emblem, but the party had choscn its symbol bcforc Gurdjieff's arrival.

fl These events are rccorded in Meetings uith Remarkable Me\ but thcir status as fact is

not verifiablc.
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The circle of those interested in the ideas of the Institute is
continually widening while the members of the Institute in all
countries is now not far short of 5,000, of all nationalities and re_
ligions."a

The brochure goes on to outline his theoretical base and pedagogical prin-
ciples, and it mentions instructors who are specialists rn -.d[in.,'pry-
chology, etc., and speaks of laboratories and a medical center, as wel as a
journal "printed in the Institute's own special characters," that records
"not only all lectures and talks, but also all the events of Institute life." The
extent of these facilities_ seems to represent more a goal than a reality,
though many pupils had assumed roles as "instructors," and some were
known to represent themselves as having been appointed G's teaching
agents to treat particular disorders.

Jean arrived at the Insititute with a certificate of membership issued
to him by orage,a and so was a bit surprised at the indifference. of others
to.his presence: "They were ignoring me. you must recogni ze thata thing
exists in order to ignore it. These people, so it now struck -., simply were
not,aware of any existence. To them I wasn't present."b It took some time
for him to learn that activities had been cut bick because of Gurdiieff's al-
most faal automobile accident on saturday, 5 July, the news of rrJhich was
calculatedly slow in reaching New york.26 Hartmann cabled oraee on the

T C. Gurdjief Institutefor the Harrnonious Deuelopmentof Man,n.d.
2a Toomer collection, Box 60, Folder 1404: Jean's iertificate number was 619, and
was valid initially from January 6, 1924 to January 6, 1.925:,,The bearer of this, a
member of thc GURDJIEFF INSTITUTE, has thc following privileges.'First, 

residence, with all rights of pcrmancnt members, at the chief centre of the In_
stitute at Fontaincblcau, as wcll as the Institutc's boarding houses in other praces;
Free attendance at all classcs, lcctures and confcrences, wherever held unier the
auspices ofthe Institutc, cxccpt those lcctures, ctc. specifically held for personal
members; Free subscription to thc Institutc's journal and all tire literature issued
by the lnstitute.

'The right of enquiry and reply conccrning the ideas of the Institute, anv member
may, if he or shc wish, usc any of thc sanatoria or hotcls of the Instituie for hrm
or hersel{, and family, at onc half the regular rates.

Annual membcrship subscription $120.

(Signed) Georges Gurdjieff
A. R. Orage"

5 Toomer Collecrion, Box 47, Foldcrs 9g2 and 9g4.
% This is the datc Thomas and orga dc Hartmann citc in our Lfe, r20, and they fix
the hour shortly beforc 5 p.rra. In private communications,James Moore tells mc that g
July is the correct date, but I havcn't secn his sourccs.
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16th with the news and, in his call on the 21st, he said that "as for G's acci-

dent, it is absurd to suppose that it is self-directed."n Orage receivedJess-

ie's cable about the accident on the 24th.
Toomer finally saw Gurdjieffone day walking on the grounds helped

by two women. A short time after, Gurdjieff called everyone together and
announced that the Institute was to be liquidated, and that the property

was to be called henceforth simply the Prieur6 (an order that had little ef-

fect, since pupils continued to call it the Institute until its closing in 1933-
1934).In Gurdjieff's voice, Jean sensed a touch of humor (six years later,
Gurdjieff wrote that his closure of the Institute gave him the occasion a
year later to open eighteen sections in different countries).z

Though his recovery from the accident on the road from Paris to Fon-
tainebleau seemed to go quite well,' several changes took place in his per-
sonal work program in the summer of 1924, as if his confrontation with his
own mortality had made him realize how fleeting was the time he had left
in the world. First of all, he decided that time was pressing to get his wis-
dom into print in English. The publication and dissemination of his ideas
ouwveighed any other professional consideration for the rest of his life. He
began dictating the "First Series" of All and Euerything to Madame de Hart-
mann during his convalescence in late July or early August, beginning with
"It was the year ?23 after the creation of the World, by objective time-cal-
culation or, as it would be said here on 'Earth,' in the year 1921."s There

n Ortge Papers. The Orage papers are in thc posscssion of Anne B. Orage and con-

sist ofJessie Orage's diarics and Oragc correspondence .
a G. I. Gurdjieff, All and Everything, p. 1787.
' C. Daly King, Oragean tr/erslon (NcwYork: Privatc Printing, 1951), p. 17. who does

not hide his antipathy toward Gurdjief{ assumcs frontal lobc injury from his accident

that reduced his capacities considcrably, and fccls that Gurdjieffwas not the same man

after the accident. De Hartmann says that although Gurdieffwas unconscious for four

days, he sustained no concussion or serious injuries. Gurdjieffhimselfl in his "Second

Thlk" to the NewYork group in 1930, rccorded in Lfe k Real Only Then, When "l Am"
(New York: Dutton for Tiianglc Editions, 1975), p. 92-93, says hc was without memory

for three months and bedridden for six. This apparcnt contradiction in fact should ue

understood as a pretext in the context ofrcstructuring the Amcrican groups.
a Thomas and Olga de Hatrmann, Our Life, p. 126 quote only part of this opening of

All anil Euerything, p. 51. By my rapid calculations, the ycar 223 would have the creation

of the world 83,711 solar ycars bcforc thc birth of Christ. Curiously, Gurdjieffhimself,
in Lfe k Real, p. 32, says that hc startcd dictating on 1 January 1925. James Moore re-

minds me that the American cdition of dc Hartmann's Our Life cites Tiresday, 16 De-

cembet as the day work bcgan on tseelzebub's Thles, brt I suspect that Mme. de
Hartmann 'chose' this day to rcflcct 16 Dcccmbcr 1916, when she and Thomas met

Gurdjief{ and 16 December 1922whcn thc Pricur6 almost burned down.Jessie Orage,

who left the Prieur6 on 3 Octobcr, mcntions his working on the book, and Gurdjieff

himself mentioned the book to my mothcr in latc August or carly September.
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were to be three "series" in all. The first-Beelzebub,s Thlcs to his Grandson_
was."to destroy and clear away the rubble"; the second-Meetings with Re-
markable Men-would 

. 
p:":d. construcing data for new buifting,,; and

the thnd-Life is Real only Then, when "I Aln,'-wasto ,,disclose o6'i..riu.
information." The writinq^l:qu"_.9 the organization and trainini of a
number of teams. Gurdjieff himself wourd Jften di*ate to one or #o ,.-
corders in Armenian, which was then ffanslated into Russian; or he dictat-
ed in Russian and had the Russian translated into English.ir Orrg., ,rra
eventually Toomer, earned the confidence of Gurdjieff ior editing,ii p"r-
rshing the prose of those who turned the Russian into a literal ̂ nd rough
English. There were many Americans and Enghsh *orUnf ri-uii;;;;;iy
on the 

.texr, and orage was considered by Gu"rdjieff as thJ one *t o .outa
best collate the versions into a single definitive iext in English.

fusociated particularly with the plans for teaching.."nt * was the ar-ranging and recording of the music he had composed for the exercises
Known as the "Movements," and this task was entrusted to the pianist and
composer Thomas de Hartmann, while Jeanne de Salzmann, *fr" frlastudied^with Jacques Dalcr oze, taught ani ffained teachers for the .rrorr.-
ments.32 Further, soon after his reco:very his automobil. .r.u.rion, -rrrti-plied greatly in frequency, always with a small entourage. These motor

11 There are diffcrcnt vcrsions about thc making of thc tcxt. C. S. Nott, Ttachings oJ.curdj ief '  p 92,saysthat thcworkwas wr i . t teniy Gurdj ic f f  inArmenian, t ranslated
into Russian by Madamc Galumnian, and thcn into English Uy n,_,rri".r*. j"_.,
Moore, Myth, p. 198, repcats this, but thosc I havc talkcd to who wcre there in thoscyears-Nick Putnam (who madc an cntirc transration into English o., tri. o*.rj,-rrymother, Philip Lasell, Bcrnard Merz (who was G's amanucnsis for letrers in Englishand French) and Jessic Oraqc who.was Gurdjicff,s pcrsonal ,,offical 

typist,,_r"y?",
Gurdjieff rarely wrore, bur dictatcd rnost of iris book, though h".ril"rrly.*ifur.a
notes for dictation in caf6s. What Oragc rcccivcd *"r, th..r,1ot orrty *.ni.r, i., U.o_ken English, but at rwo ."1::, from thc original. Mmc. de Hartmann, in the epi_l:gr '9 our Llfe, says that G dictatcd to her iJRussian and then had Hartmann findthe English equivalent in a dictionary!
' Byrd, Tbomer's Years with Gurdjief, p.75, citcs Toomer's recollection from that sum-mer. The music for the movemcnts, or danccs, must bc distinguished f.o_ th. _,rri.that GurdjGffhimself played on a harmonium, some of which has been transcribed
and recorded. Therc arc scvcral dcscriptions of thc danccs, _ort ,...rrtlf it"i.fPauline de Dampierrc, .'Lcs 

rnouvcrncnts,,, pp. 129_134, and Marthe de Gaigneron,"Danscs sacr6s," pp. 152.156, in Bruno dc panaficu, Les dossiers H.: Ceorges trZnrrirn
G-urdjief (Parr. L'igc d,Hommc, 1992).In Meeti'gs with Remarkable Men, pp.1(e_.163,
Gurdjieff recounts his first acquaintancc with thc sacrcd danccs. Th"y ..;.*ll.-;"
dances of the whirling dcrvishes, and pctcr Brook's filrrrhas a scene with them. Dush-ka.Howarth has always insistcd, rightry I belicvc, that thc movements became a cen_tral concern in Tblisi at a timc when staging tlrcm was a valuable means of raisirrgrnoney to support his cntouragc.
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trips would last usually two or three days, sometimes as long as a weelg but

thiy were frequent and took place until just before his death twenty-five

yeais later, after one last trip to southwest France. I have never been able

io discern a particular purpose for these voyages. They seemed primarily

to visit sites or persons, but were also a teaching experience, a testing of

others under controlled conditions.
The major logistic problem for Gurdjieff in these activities then, as it

had been since his exodus from Russia almost a decade earlier, was money'

what Gurdjieffhimself styled at the end of Meetings with Remarkable Men, as

"the material question." Gurdjieffhad assumed charge over a large entou-

rage at that time, and his burden was increased by the refurbishing and

maintenance of the Prieur6. There were his wife and mother to care for, his

brother Dmitri, with his wife and three daughters, his sisters, Sophia and

Anna, and their families, as well as the pupils who had followed him to

France, noably the de Salzmanns, now with two children, the de S{ernvalls

and their son, and the de Hartmanns.33 This group numbered in all about

twenty and added to the number of "permanent" residents-such as Metz,

the house manager, Ethel Merston,y "director" (as Gurdjieff called her) of

the children, and the English Miss Gordon-there were rarely as many pu-

pils as there were members of Grirdjieff's entourage. Fifty-five was the

comfortable limit for the accomodations at the Prieur6, including those

who lived in the Paradou. Toomer remembered that the dining room, with

tables for the children, held between forty and fifty persons. At times, Alex-

ander de Salzmann and Thomas de Hartmann earned money in Paris, but

Gurdjieffseems to have held control over the fast-dwindling treasury these

people had brought with them to the Prieur6. Where Gurdjieff found the

money to first rent and then buy the properry with all its annexes is a mys-

tery but he borrowed on the property almost as soon as he secured it.

The men at the Prieur6 were assigned specific tasks about the proper-

ty, usually in one construction project or another. They also had roles in the

administration of the Institute. De Salzmann painted walls and tapesfry, de

33 De Hartmann, Our Llfe, rccounts in dctail thc period from the war in Russia to

Gurdjieff's accident in 1924.In his mcmoirs, Nikolai de Stjcrnvall presents his moth-

cr's recollection of thc cxodus From Russia of Gurdjieff and his entouragc. Moore,

Myth, reconstntcts the pcriod carcfully from all thc sourccs available to him.
v Ethel Merston retircd to India aftcr thc closing of thc Pricur6, but kept in touch

with people in the Gurdjicffmovcmcnt. Dcnis Saurat, thc French litcrary critic, visit-

ed the Prieur6 in late winter of 1923, and wrotc an account ofthat visit ten years later

in Nouuelle Retue Frangake with thc improbablc statistics that thcre were seventy Rus-

sians there, seventy English, and no Frcnch. Saurat rlso reports that Gurdjieffat that

time had no command at all of cithcr Frcnch or English ("Visite i Gurdjiefd" Nou-

velle Revue Frangaise, 1 Nov. 1933, pp. 686-698).
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S{ernvall was the house doctor, Metz was a sort of valet for Gurdjiefl de-
livering messages, interpreting, translating, and writing letters. De Hart*
mann transcribed Gurdjieff's music and played for the Movements. Orage
and Toomer, along with their work on the properry, directed translation, for
it was decided early that the first publicarron of Gurdjieff's book would be
in English. Women had ancillary jobs that changed often, according to
need. By firrns, they milked the cows, worked in the kitchen and laundry
taught the Movements, decorated the salon for parties, served as secretar-
ies, typists, teachers, baby-sitters, and ran errands. Even Katherine Mans-
field worked while she was there, giving drawing lessons to the children.
Some older women in frail health were exempted from tasks.3s

Since there was no steady source of funds, the pupils were on the
lookout for financial support. Nonetheless, all those considered worthy
were welcome at the Prieur6. Those who were able to pay were expected
to. Some paid for equipment like automobiles, others financed trips, and it
is clear that Gurdjieff also took in pupils who had little to learn, but had
means to support others. Gurdjieffhimself preferred to leave the financial
"details" of bookkeeping to his secretaries, first to Olga de Hartmann, then
to Ethel Merston, Bernard Metz, and Jane Heap, and finally to Jeanne de
Salzmann. He handled small amounts for daily need, but for the most
part, everything from chiteau maintenance to trans-Atlantic trips was fi-
nanced on a day-by-day basis. Upon arriving at a restaurant or hotel, for
example, someone would go among the rest of the entourage to scrape up
what was needed. There were many who paid nothing during their stay at
k Prieur6, but everyone was expected to work.

Financial matters became all the more complicated with the urgency
ofraising funds for publication and to finance the training ofteachers for
the establishment of a number of "centers" in the United States and Cana-
da that would function as condui* for money. After his first trip to the
United States in the winter of 1924, Gurdjieff decided that the United
States was the most fertile ground for his teaching and fund-raising. Orage
was already there gathering money and looking for favorable locations, and
so it was fortuitous for Gurdjieff thatJean Toomer arrived on the scene at
such a crucial moment with Orage's particular recommendation. None-
theless, Gurdjieff seems not to have taken any special notice of him that
first summer. Though Toomer wandered about the main house and
grounds freely enough to describe in detail the routine of the Prieur6-the

3s Despite Gurdjicff's appeal to womenr hc hcld them infcrior to men in the process
of self-perfection. Women wcrc "passivc," mcn "activc" clements. Women rose on the
ladder of improvement on thc coattails of men.
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dress, the meals, the ritual toasts to idiots, and the conversation-he didn't
exchange a single word with Gurdjieffpersonally.

fu if Gurdjieff's condition seemed not to impede the work from the
perspective of NewYork, Orage wroteJessie on 1 August, asking: "How is
Toomer doing? I hope you will like him despite the touch of colour. He ap-
pears to me to be very sincere-and desperate; but perhaps his desperation is
not deep. It may perhaps find an easy solace: I don't know"s Orage himself
had already booked passage on the Mauretania for 20 August, but he com-
plained that he hadn't heard from Toomer, whom he hoped to have direct the
NewYork group until his return. Jean was still at the Prieurd when Orage
arrived and explained his plans, and they left within days of each other.

Back in New York, Orage authorized Toomer in Gurdjieff's natne to
conduct groups in the city, a remarkable turn of events for a man who had
seen Gurdjieff only on two occasions and had not yet exchanged a word
with him.37 Orage's confidence in Toomer was based not only on Toomer's
progress in studying and grasping the "method," but in his feeling that
Toomer was a kindred spirit, a writer like Orage, student of literature and
philosophy, and possessed obvious teaching skills. Furthermore, Jean had
already won Orage's trust as a teacher and fund raiser in the spring of 1924,
before his first visit to the Prieurd. So, in NewYork during the winter and
spring of 1925, he found himself directing a group in Harlem and consulr-
ing regularly with Orage and Israel Solon, the subdirector of Orage's group.
Meanwhile, Orage was a regular visitor toJean's Harlem group. The Har-
lem writer Langston Hughes recalls Jean's presence in Harlem wrth lightly
disguised amusement: "One of the most talented of the Negro writers,Jean
Toomer, went to Paris to become a follower and disciple of Gurdjieff's at
Fontainbleau, where Katherine Mansfield died. He returned to Harlem,
having achieved awareness, to impart his precepts to the literati. Wallace
Thurman and Dorothy Peterson, Aaron Douglas, and Nella Larsen, not to
speak of a number of lesser known Harlemites of the literary and social
world, became ardent neophytes of the word brought from Fontainbleau by
this handsome young olive-skinned bearer of Gurdjieff's message to upper
Manhatan." Hughes goes on to say that few in Harlem had either the lei-
sure to pursue the teaching or the money to pay the teacher, "so Jean
Toomer shortly left this Harlem group and went dowtown to drop the seed
of Gurdjieff in less dark and poverry-stricken fields."s

s 
Jessie Orage Papers.

37 Rudolph Byrd,Tbomer's Years uith Gurdjief, p. 78, attributcs this event to Orage's
faith inJean, and cven suggcsts that, for thc ncxt scvcral ycars, Orage gave Toomer an
allowance to keep him going. I doubt this, but it is truc that Toomer did not earn very
much from his own teaching. It is morc likcly that somc members of his group con-
tributed to his support.
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In the summer of 7925, with Orage offto the prieur6 in August,Jean
decided to work on his own writing and took a vacation with paul Rosen-
feld in York Beach, Maine. In october he stayed at Lake George, in Arfred
Stieglitz's summer home. Lare in the summel Edith TaylorjoiiledJessie in
\ew York, having returned from Paris, where she had regularly ittended
Gertrude Stein's and Natalie Barney's literary salons. In the fail of 1925,
she spent almost equal rime in New York and paris. The funds Tohnme
had left her were dwindling fast, so she was looking for work. Foi a brief
period, she was a consultant for Buckwalter, a decorating firm, but was
drawn back to Paris and the Prieur6. Throughout most of the winter of
19211926, she moved between Saratoga, where her mother was ill with
cancer' and New York ciry where she was seeing more and more of or-
age,Jessie, and, hence, Toomer.

-, orage had returned ro New york in october with a draft of Gurdji-
eff's Beelzebub's Thles, and he and roomer prepared a collaborative teaching
program based upon its material. In mid-November, they dined together
with Mabel Dodge Luhan, who kept an apartment in New york. A,fter a
number of meetings, on 1 December Mabel invited Tean to visit her rn
Tlos over the Christmas holidays. He decided to scouiother places on the
way and, ,h"lgn he was still closely involved wrth Margaref Naumburg,
he invited Edith to go with him as far as Chicago., Afr; a few days, she
returned to NewYork and he went on to Mabel Luhan,s in Thos.

Mabel (b. 1879) and Tony Luhan had met Jean earlier ar an Orase
m€9ti1rg in Jane Heap's New York apanment in the winter of 1924, aid
Mabel had been charmed by his voice and manner. When Tean arrived m
Taos, she offered a large amount of money toward the work as an induce-
ment to Gurdjieff to establish a study center on her property, and called
the money a loan to "cement" her affection forJean.* h a* i"yr later, af-
ter returning to Chicago to begin organizing a group, Jean sent the news

rB Langston Hughcs, The tsig Sea: An Autobiography (New york: Hill and Wang, 1963),
p. 241. charles R. Larson, Inuindble Darkness:JeanToomer and Nella Larsen,gire. a d.-
tailed and sympathctic account on this group. Moore,Myh, p.360, notes Toomer,s
"self-bestowed leadership rolc" and "disastcrous" tcaching oftire dances, butJean was
working closely with and taking dircction from Orage.j" 

Kcrman and Eldridgc. Liues oJJean zloner (Baton Rougc, rA: Louisiana Satc Uni-
vcrsiry Press, 1,987)' p. 139, havc Jcan in Ncw york ciry from f'r'1925 through April
1926,but oragc wrotc to him in chicago in carryJanuary to ask about his affairs there
that concerned conracts for a group after his visit to Mabel Dodge Luhan in Thos. So,
hc must have bcen out of New york for some timc that wlntcr.
{' l,ois Palken Rudnick, Mabel Dodge Lulmn: New woman, Netu worlds (Arbuqr:,erque,
NM: Universiry of Ncw Mcxico press, 1984), pp. 226-22g. pctcr washingtl", i.lo-
dame tslauatsky's Monkey (London: Scckcr and warburg, 1995), p. 257, reriarks that
Mabel "was bcsottcd by Toomcr."
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to Orage with a check, and Orage sent him in return a chapter of the first
bookof Beelzebub,writJing: "My dear Toomer G proposes not to publish vol
1 until vols II & il are completed in both Russian & English. . . . I am very
much interested to know how affairs are proceeding with you in Chicago."
He then reviewed the money problems at the Prieur6, explaining that he
had sent Gurdjieff $500 out of the fees he collected from pupils, and had
promised another $950, notrng, "I think this ought to carry over the
Prieur6 past even the Russian Xmas." Orage assumed that he could man-
age to raise $1000 per month for five or six months and asked aboutJean's
accounts, adding: "I don't recall how matters stand between you and the
N.Y fund, however I do know that present reckoning . . . is as follows; to
Gurdjieff $2000, to Toomer $1050 [respecting Mabel's intention to accord
Jean a personal loan of $1000 out of the $15,000 total]. This is to say that
you can, ifyou like, receive in due course the $1050 you loaned."al

Ten days later, Toomer lunched wrth Orage and Jessie to discuss the
Luhan investment in the Gurdjieff Institute. The next day, Jessie wrote in
her diary: "Mabel [Dodge Luhan] has taken a share in the GurdjieffInsti-
tute for the sum of $12,000, that makes our 920,000 certain. Hurray!"
Though the figures seem inconsistent, Toomer received $15,000 from Ma-
bel Dodge Luhan, sent $3000 to NewYork, out ofwhich Orage designated
$2000 for the upkeep ofthe Prieur6, and reserved $1000 forJean's expens-
es (the $50 is the difference between Orage's promise of $950 and the
$1000 he e>rpected to get from his own group). So, rhe other 912,000 of
Mabel's donation, added to what Orage had raised and projected he could,
made up the $20,000 Jessie mentioned. Since Orage was Gurdjieff's
American negotiator, the treasurer of the NewYork group, Gorham Mun-
son, was entrusted with the accounting of the funds. He forwarded the
$12,000 to the Prieur6 throughJean.

On26January 7926,Jeenwrote directly to Gurdjieff to announce rhe
offer and to give his assessment of the situation in Thos. First, he ex-
plained, the properry is as large as the Prieur6, and the hard life in Thos
would be a stimulus to the lazy; but, it is far from public transportation;
and, the vice of Mrs. Luhan's ego ounveighs the virtue of her energy.a2 On
11 February Olga de Hartmann, acting as Gurdjieff's English secretary re-
plied to "Mr. Tirnmer" in a curt note, saying that Gurdjieffwas too busy to
write, but he knew of the offer. She enclosed a copy of a letter from Gurd-
jieffto Mabel written by Elizabeth Chaverdian, thanking her for rhe mon-
ey (though the amount is not specified) and adding that Thos was nor

ar Toomer Collection, Box 6, Folder 205
a2 Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
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suitable for the work. Besides, she added, assuming that the offer was to
move the Institute itself to New Mexico, it is difiicult to liquidate things
in Fontainebleau. The book is of paramount importance right now, she
concluded. Olga also thankedJean for the $1000 (undoubtedlyJean,s own
"expense" money sent as a token) given to Gurdjieff but Gurdjieffreiter-
ated that there is no question of establishing a branch in Taos. She remind-
edJean that he had closed all the others [which others?], but the money
arrived at a good time. She suggested that the remaining $14,000 be used
for Gurdjieff's own needs. "Speak only with Orage about it. I will not
mention your letter to Mr. Gurdjieff until I get a response.,,a3

This exchange reveals the misunderstanding that eventually eroded
Toomer's patience with Gurdjieff's financial demands eight years later. De
Hartmann assumed Luhan's free gift for the Prieur6 was $15,000. Orage
calculated it at $12,000, with $2000 set aside for the Newyork group', p,rb-
lication fund and another $1000 for Toomer's expenses. Having gtu..r ho
portion directly to Gurdjieff Jean expected the Newyork goup to reim-
burse him, and orage had assured him it would. Mabel Luhan was arready
victrmized, for although her gift was her investment in a center to be set up
in Thos with Toomer, Gurdjieff took the money, but not Taos with it. So,
with obvious logic and caution, on 18 May, anticipating Toomer's summer
talks with Gurdjiefl Orage wrote toJean in Chicago with a pact: ,,My dear
Toomer, in the event ofyour becoming responsible for the English writing
of Gurdjieff's book'Beelzebub,' I promise to place at your disposal for that
purpose, the sum of $2,000, Yours sincerely, A. R. Orage.,, Some years lat_
er, Toomer attached to this letter a note to the effect that: "I made a similar
pledge to orage in writing. The $3000 he promised to place at my disposal
was, presumably, the part of the $5000 collected in N.y for the book-The
$3000 I promised to place at his disposal was part of the $15000 given to me
for Gurdjieff by Mabel Dodge Luhan. As neither orage nor ILecame re-
sponsible for the English version (or any other editions) of 'Beelzebub,'
there was no turning over of these specified funds" (Toomer cites ,,$3000',
here because he is thinking of Orage's pledge of $2000 added to the $1050
strll owed him). The plot thickened. what the Newyork group raised on its
own became confused here with the Mabel Dodge Luhan "contribution,',
all but $2,000 of which had been delivered alreadv to Gurdiieffa

a3 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 206.
{ Kerman and Eldridgc, The Liues ofJeanTbomer, p. 146, sum up their impressions:
"Through a series of misunderstandings and poor bookkecping, Toomer,s -on"y, th"t
is, the remaining $2000 was thought by many, particularly Gurdjief[ to have been
kept by Toomer." I don't for an instant think Gurdjicff thought this. Hc took advan-
tage of the confusion of transferring crcdits in ordcr to claim that he was owed money
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Encouraged by his success in teaching and raising funds for Gurdjieff,

Jean was in a buoyant frame of mind to ger direcly from Gurdjieff the
wisdom he had caught glimpses of in Orage's talks. This desire to get to
the "source" was made all the more urgent by a "mystical" experience he
had in NewYork in February 1926whichhe describes in a draft, "Realiza-
tion of Existence," a chapter in From Exile into Being."as He calls the mo-
ment "my first day in Being-Consciousness." In the next chapter, "Being
Conscience," he explains: "l had been in Being-Consciousness about a
week. . . a new center, utterly unhke anything I had experienced before,
awoke in my being. Suddenly it made itself felt . . . Being Consciousness,
as it were, was relegated to second place . . . To call it an inner sun is to use
the most appropriate symbol I can find. . . . I call this power Conscience. I
call it Being Conscience."{ Jean read his epiphanic suspension as a mo-
mentary conjoining of his being with what Gurdjieff called "Objective
Consciousness." In the weeks following, he decided to postpone his Chi-
cago plans in order to join Gurdjiefffor an indefinite period. Coinciden-
tally, it was about this time that he and [4argaret Naumburg were breaking
up and he and Edith were falling in love. They decided that they would go
to Gurdjieff together.4T

Throughout much of the spring of 1926, in preparation for his move,
Jean met with Orage's goup and moved within Orage's circle of acquain-

44(@nt) that no longer cxisted. Bcth McCorklc, The Gurdjief years, .1929-.1949: 
ReJlec-

tions of Louise Coepfert March $lalworth, NY: Thc Worktudy Association, 1990), cites
Louise Goepfert March, p. 51, on thc kind of prcssure Gurdjieff brought to bear on
people under circumsranccs he manipulatcd. Fritz Pcters, tsoyhood with Curdjief, p. 65,
has Gurdjieff raising moncy in Ncw York at this timc, adding that the amount Gurdjr-
eff raised for himself was in cxcess of $100,000.
as Jbomer Collection, Box 17, Folder 469 and Kcrman and Eldridge, The Liues oJJean
Toomer, pp. 154-158, locate thc evcnt on thc 66th Strcct El platform. The state lasted
for several days, and anothcr ecstatic momcnt occurrcd outside a shop window on
23rd street. Such liminal cxpcricnccs arc called "transformarions" by Gurdjieffites.
6 Toomer collection, Box 17, Foldcr 470. Hc scnt thc book off to publishers later,
and received harsh criticism. onc rcadcr reportcd: "This is a vcry dangerous book . . .
a very dangerous systcm and unless dirccted by onc ofan exceptional power and sanc-
tity will cause great trouble" (Toomer collection, Box i7, Foldcr 472). A second read-
er scoffed: "Toomer is no philosopher, nor studcnt of philosophy. He writes about
himselfi"
a7 Kerman and Eldridgc, The Liues ofJeanTbomer, p. 169, intervicwed Gorham Mun-
son, who said that Edith rlylor was rather prctry and had "considerable means." This
surprises me, since Gorham knew my mothcr vcry well, and knew that she was sur-
viving on hope and a shoestring most of this timc. lt was Gorham who talked me into
taking a degree at weslcyan in the 1950s when he was still in contact with my mother,
but his recollection of her must havc been blurred at thc time of the interview
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tances. WithJessie and Orage that spring, he met I. A. Richards,Zona
Gale, Muriel Draper [mother of Paul Draper and later notorious for her
outspoken support ofSoviet Russia], and Bety parsons [proprietor ofthe
Parson's gallery on 57th Streetl. orage, however, *"r trying to dissuade
Toomer from going so soon to Gurdjieffl first because he Glt that there
was no urgency for the trip, and secondly, fearing that Jean would oe
goaxed to make promises to Gurdjieff that he couldnt keep. Giving in to
Jean's insistence, orage carefully coached him with his counsel, -hil. h"
decided he could profit himself from the situation by sendingJessie over
at the same time, both as a companion for Edith and as a .h.ck on Toomer
until Orage, too, could get there.

Edith sailed in the middle of May with Bety parsons ro prepare the
ground for both Jean and Jessie. Jean had already decided to ur. bdith ,,
private test pupil for his teaching, as well as to use his teaching as a tesr
method for bringing rwo people into one harmonious relationihip. It rs
curious that he used a Gurdjieffian dialectic as an amarory strategy, as if.he
could, on the one hand, shape the subject to fit the idei of , ,,iro-rn h.
would love; and, on the other hand, as if the diarectic were itself a philtre rc
attract the subject to both the idea and its formulator. The timing of hi, .r-
tempt is also curious, since orage had warned him in p..ronrr".onv..r"-
tions that winter that the "work" has no prace in relaiions between the
sexes, and should not be used as a tool for relations,* a counsel orage
heeded scrupulously himself in his relations with his future wife, fessie.

On the day Edith sailed for France, Jean sent her a letter from New
I9.5 ro the dock on plain yellow paper.The enverope is postmarked New
York, 14 May 1926,7 p.v., and is addressed to "Miss Edith T"ulot, on board
S.S. 'France,'French Line, Pier 57, N.R., Newyork. Sailing Saturday, May
15-" The postage was insufficient, and there is an officiar st-amp on tii. .rr-
velope "FEE CLAIMED By OFFICE OF FIRST ADDRESS." The re_
I:ll. "f 

the envelope has the return address: ,,Jean Toomer, 439W.23,
N.Y and a postoffice mark notes "rec,d May 14 jn p.tut.',

' 'n 
on 6 Aptll 1926, hc told Jcan: "Thc only typcs of scxual rclations possible are with

solneone who is as advanccd and capable as oncsclf. ln cither .".", ,h"r. will be 'o
l-ccling of responsibility in rcgard to progrcss in thc work to interfere. Such a feeling
'f responsibiliry should not cut across a scxual rclationship. Real sex is impossible if rt
tl.cs. we are not entitlcd to cntcrtain idcas ofdcvclopment or rcform for another per-
son" (Toomer Collcction, Box 68, Foldcr i544).
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Friday

Dearest Edith,

Our talk this morning was so clear and deep and beautiful,
we touched so marvelously then, that the inevitable pain and
straining that accompanied this period completely left me, and
my whole being was unified and free to tell me how much I love
you. And it was free to tell you also.

Now that this phase has ended-a strange, muted, phase for
me-and ended in a calm, deep love for you, I am thanKul that it
was just as it was. In one sense, it was a test, and then it told me
things that it might have taken years otherwise to learn. It tested
and crystallized what I felt for you. In this ordinary life of ours,
we are so accustomed to living less than we are, we are so habitu-
ated to meeting others with the mere surfaces of love and feeling,
we are so accustomed to accept and to pretend that these give us
what we really want, that when the possibility of the real thing
presents imelf, we either cannot recognize it and live it for what it
is, or else the recognition comes so slowly and entangled with
gross matters that it never really comes to birth, or is stillborn.
During this past week or so, there has been a purifying fire burn-
ing in me, and I knew, by its strength and intensiry that it must
either destroy my feeling for you or else create it, give it birth and
being beyond and much deeper than any superficial conract. Had
it been destroyed, I should have been glad. For then I would have
known that what I felt for you was merely on the sudace. And
from the moment I first saw you, I either want more than this or
nothing at all. The world is full of weak and transient contacts.
You could never have meant this [to] me. But just what you did
and could mean I could not clearly realize until that first glow
took form and substance, and had been tested. It has been. From
some pure source I love you wrth calm intensity.

At hrst, there was a part of me which saw yor, .orrrr..t.d with
my life only for a short period, during the week or so you would
be in New York, perhaps on a passage over, maybe now and then
in Paris, or now and then sometime or other in New York. I
would have been glad of this. And at the same time, of course,
there was another part of me which wished to really live and
work with you, giving you the deepest and best that you have in
you. The idea of motoring with you to Paris appealed to both as-
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pects. But already I was clear to what you, Edith, and I, Jean, to_
gether, could and must and would mean.

In you, dear, I have seen, Glt, and understood an inner qualiry,
an inner being, of soft and luminous beauty. There is tirat in
you-and I have rarely,seen the like of it_which really aspires,
and which is capable of faith and love and reverenc.. Wt .i you
live in it, you are religious and have the capacity to be religious in
the pure and ancienr meaning of rhis rerm:youhave the rtffof 

"soul. You have the wish, I think, to give this sruff a solid, con_
scious form, in order that you may live and manifest in it, not in_
termittently as noq but always and continuously. This is our
really common basis. This is our center. And from it we can
make excursions into whatever else seems desirable. And it is the
seed, the source, of the possibility of our really engaging in a mu_
tually giving and receiving liG and work.

I have in mind the outline of a plan of real serious work and
realjoy which includes both ofus is necessary factors. Th. g.o_
graphical setting is not essential. It may be Fontainebleau, or"p"r_
is, or Italy, or some remote land, or it may involve a constant
moving from one set of circumstances to another. Nor is there
any arbitrary limit as to time. It is elastic, and can live as lons as
we can give life to it. The essential factors are you and I, and"the
essential element is that it will make it possible for us to give and
receive what we need from each other, and what we need from
life. The essential qualiry is that it will be at once interesting and
stimulating. And it will and does include a purpose. aheldy t
have seen and thought out many details, but I wisir to leave them
fluid, and the plan itself elastic, until I see you and we begin to
l lve.

_ 
So dear, till then I say goodbye, good passage over and week in

France. And, dearest, my deepest love to-you..-

Jean

Until the 22nd
439 West 23rd St.

After that:

Second ll;l'i'1.. *,
These details may not be necessary but everything seems so
when it is a matter of seeing or hearing from you.
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Jean himself arrived on Memorial Day, armed with a personal recom-
mendation to Gurdjieff from Orage. Edith met him at the boat-train in
Paris with an automobile she had borrowed for the summer from an
American friend in Paris who was back in the United States. Jessie arrived
a week later at the Prieurd at 10 p.u. in time for the regular music in the
Study House and reading in Gurdjieff's room withJean and Edith. Withrn
two or three days, all three had settled into assigned tasks in the garden
and the Study House and settled into a routine of work. Jean rose early to
landscape, and the women in the late morning to plant and weed. While

Jean worked through the day, Jessie and Edith shopped and walked in the
afternoon, before everyone gathered for the late supper, reading, and mu-
sic. Edith, who was a rare resident with a car, was soon performing axi
service for Gurdjieffl the de Hartmanns, and Jessie for trips to Fontaine-
bleau and Paris, where Gurdjieffkept an apartment. On the 14th ofJune,

Jessie recorded in her diary that she and Jean spent the afternoon and
evening in Avon, where they had drinks at the Cafi3 de la For6t and talked.
She was relaying news from Orage and his concern aboutJean's promises
to Gurdjieffabout money. Jean himself was now consulting with Gurdjieff
on a daily basis. His notebooks, written that summer, record some of
Gurdjieff's talks and analytic questions, as well as his own conversations
with him. Once, I asked, "then for whom are you doing all this work?"ae "I
will live for coming generations," he said. "It is for them." Gurdjieff said
he was like God, but his job was harder, because God did not have to de-
stroy first in order to create. When Israel Solon, another of Orage's pupils
at the Prieur6 in the summer of 7926, warned Jean that Gurdjieff stole
money,Jean replied in his defense, "He asks and takes."

Just as Orage had advisedJessie to keep a diary account of her impres-
sions, Jean had instructed Edith to observe others and, as an exercise, to
record some of the things she saw and heard. "Everyday," he told her, "be
aware of what you have seen and what you have learned from it." Her
notes on a lunch early that summer record Gurdjieff's public play with

Jean's "African nature." Toomer's own notes recall that Gurdjieffanalyzed
him as a mix of African psyche and American character, and promised to
make him ruler ofAfrica,e On one particular occasion, however, Gurdjieff
seemed intent on publicly humiliating Jean. fu Jean ate his watermelon
dessert. Edith remembered. Gurdiieff asked:

ae Toomer Collection, Box 46, Foldcr 954.
s Kerman and Eldridgc, The Liues oJJean Tbomer, p. 221, quote thc last direct exchangc
bewveen thc two on 2 March 1935, duringwhich Gurdjicff rcpcats this analysis to a
credulous Jbomcr.
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"Mister, you like such fruit?"
'T7hy yes, very much."
"Then eat like, how you say, black baby . . . special name, eh?

Yes, picaninnyi |ou know how picaninny eat?"
'You mean with both hands?"
"Good. I see you know very much."
Toomer picked up the piece of melon and ate it. When he had

finished he put the rind down and looked at Gurdjieffwith a sat-
isfied smile. Gurdjieff remarked, 'you finish, mister? you not
finished. Eat all, even white part."

Toomer looked puzzled,but picked up rhe rind and continued
down to the green, then put the rest of the rind back onto his
plate. Gurdjieff said:

. "Get up, you finished. Go back to garden work like you eat.
When you are finished in garden I send you to America where big
little picaninny live. You show them very special picaninny yori
are. You live there, work there, enlighten such men how you live,
and if you fulfill, I give a substanrial commission."sl

Besides the public ridicule, his speech was a rypical Gurdjieffian ploy to
shock his victim into self-awareness, but Gurdjieff wis arso'testing
Toomer's sense of self in relation to a standard white racist caricature oi
the infantile black. on the positive side, an obvious implication of this ex-
change is a decision to send Toomer soon to the United States to teach the
"system," as Gurdjieff's teaching was often called. It was clear to Gurdiieff
in the middle of 1926, through communication wrth orage and in con"sid-
eration of the Luhan "gift," that Toomer was suited not orrlv to stir interest
and provide basic organization, but to persuade potentiar srudents to con-
tribute funds.s2 Gurdjieff wanted Jean to go to [/ashington, DC to form a
group, butJean persuaded him that chicago would be more lucrative.

On 1[une, Edith,Jessie, andJean *.=nt to paris together to meet Or_
age at the Gare du Nord. By then, the Prieurd was almost filled with resr-
dent pupils, and guests from Paris attended the formal lunches to which

5t Picaninny, "small child," dcrivcs probably from portugucsc pequeno. Edith later dat-
cd this exchangc "1927," but it sccms to fit bcttcr into thc 1926 context of Toomer,s
assignment.
s2 ouspensky, out of thc picturc now, cvcn if his wifc and mcmbcrs of her family
spcnt time in the Pricur6, had sct up his own hcadquarters at Lyrne, in England, and
later, would do thc sarnc to a vcry modcst cxtcnt at Franklin Farms ncar Mendham,
NJ, wherc his widow continucd thc work wcil into thc 1950s. Trnya ouspensky [Na-
gro] sold thc propcrry.
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the pupils were not always invited. Edith recorded a guest list for one such

occasion at the Paradou (a residence on the grounds often used for special

occasions): "Lury [G's niece Lucia], Dimitri [G's younger brother], Ca-

pananci,s Sofia [G's sister], Nicolai [de Stjernvall] and Jeanne de Salz-

mann, Jean Toomer, Thornton V7ilder, [R. P] Blackmur, Aleister

Crowley." Crowley, the celebrated "witch," known popularly as "the Great

Beast," was often in trouble with English authorities because of the go-

ings-on in his witch's coven. Orage had known him in London and

thought well of him as a writer. Someone had invited him to the Prieur6

in anticipation of a combat of magical powers, but apparently both he and
Gurdjieff behaved well.q

Another of Edith's notes is titled "After-Bath Feast," dated June 1926,
and it tells the story ofWaldo Frank s break from Gurdjieff.

Among those present were Margaret Naumburg, Gorham Mun-

son, Waldo Franh Elsa Munson, Jean Toomer, Richard Orage, and

several others. Gurdjieffsat in silence before a table laden with a vari-
ety of exotic dishes. Tom and Fritz Peters went about filling glasses
with marc,ss Genia, and Luba passed the plates, everyone sat in mute
attention, all eyes focussed on Gurdjieff While his eyes wandered
down the table, he said, 'qW'hat you wait for, idiots? Who say toass?
Begin,bolda!"%

The tension broken, the first toast was announced "to candidates"
in Russian, then translated into French, and last of all into English.

s Kapadnadze. My mother did not see many of thesc names written and assumed

their spelled forms. Nikolai de Stjcrnvall tells me that Gurdjieff detested this Arme-

nian husband ofhis sister Sofia, though hc adored thcir daughtcr Lucia.
s Fritz Peters, Boyhood, p. 67, notes that although thc other guests expected Gurdjieff

to put Crowley in his place, neithe r challcnged thc othcr's powers. James Webb, Har-

noniaus Circle, pp. 314-4"t5, howcvcr, probably drawing upon Nott's account (Joumal,

pp. 1,21,-1,22) says that Crowley was viciously insultcd by Gurdjieff and left like a

whipped dog. He places that mecting erroncously in the summer of 7927. lames
Moore, Myth, pp.21,9-220, has another version. Crowlcy was notorious as the English

leader of the Ordo Templi Orientis.
5s Tom and Fritz were Margaret Andcrson's ncphcws. Janc Heap adopted Fritz, who

later won some renown as a novelist-l,tr/orld Next Door, Finistire-rnd wrote two pub-

lished accounts of his cxperienceswith Gurdjicfl Fle sent his firstwritings toJean in

Chicago in 1933 for comment and encouragemcnt (Toomer Collection, Box 6).
ft The Saturday night baths were onc of the few activitics in which the sexes were di-

vided. The women usually went to the baths first, and then the men. Nikolai de

Stjernvall told me that the men used thc occasion to compete in telling the dirtiest

stories they could recall or invent. Doctor dc Stjernvall had, apparently, the most sala-

cious wit.
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Everyone raised his glass and drank. Gurdjieffthen looked to see thar
all had drained his glass, and commented briefly on those who had
sipped a part of the strong and unsavory liquor.sT After examining the
display of dishes before him, Gurdjieff carefully picked the eye out of
the sheep's head before him and tossed it someone across the table,
and called "Blondine, eat! Very special properties it has, necessary for
you." The Blondine lady was horrified; this was her first meetrng with
Gurdjiefl. Waldo Frank had brought her and had introduced her

[Alma] as his newly wed. Between mouthfuls, G would berate the
couple. To Waldo he said, 'You not marry Blondine, why you tell me
so? Better you stay with Jewish wife, for Jewish man only Jewish
woman corresponding. In bed he use her like handerchief, truth I tell;
woman squirm, she know truth I tell."

The following Monday at the Cafb de la Paix, Gurdjieff was seated
at a front table on the terrace; several pupils had left, only I remained,
having been told by G, who was going shopping, that he wanted me
to guide him across the street to a shop I had recommended. Breaking
the silence he said, "LJneasy now, writing hindered, one idiot I see
wait for man to go, he wish speak with me alone. He not know I see
him wait, but he not have much time. Miss, vou sit." Then he took
his pencil and began to sharpen the point, alihough he had a breast
pocket filled with finely sharpened ones. Up to the rable came Waldo,
shaking with rage. He raised his fist, shaking it at G and yelled, ,.Go

back to your hell, you devil, and leave us alone." G looked up with the
innocent eye of a child, turned to me and asked, 'TVhat angry man
say? I not understand." Waldo, exasperated, walked offinto the pass-
ing crowd. "Now we can fulfill commission, go buy necessary. Miss,
you pay, eh?"s

5? Gurdjieff prcferred armagnac for his toasrs, but oftcn scrved cognac or homemadc
pinkish peppered vodka. Jamcs wcbb, Hannonious circle, p. 320, gives his own version
of,the toasts to "idiots." Thcrc wcrc twcnfy-onc in all, but I have never heard morc
than eight proposcd at a singlc mcal. lt would bc awkrarard to perform the ultimate,
which would be a toast to himsclf as thc "uniquc idiot." Orage was a ,.super idiot."
s 

JamesMoore,Myth,p.22l ,g ivcsavcrs ionof th isconfrontat ion,anddatesi taycar lat_
cr in the summer of 1927, but oragc was not thcrc that sumrner, and my mother's notes
wcre made on the spot. As thosc who spcnr any lcngth of time learned, usually painfully,
(iurdjieff stripped "masks" off of thosc who approachcd him. As the rranslators of the
1960 Frcnch version ofAll and Euerything (note pp. ix-x): "pcople could not forgive him
lirr having seen through thcm and as soon as thcy werc out ofhis sight, went to great
lcngths to justify thcmsclvcs. This was thc origin of thc most fantastic legends. . . . Hc
cvcn wcnt so far as to provokc thcm, at tirncs, iFonly to bc rid of curiosity seekers.
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During the night of 2526June, Gurdjieff's wife, Julia Ostrovska, died,se
and Jessie accepted nervously Gurdjieff's offer to move into her room.
Caesar Zwash'a, Margaret Anderson's right-hand man on the staff of The
Little Reuiew, arrived on the 26th, and on the 27th, trlrrce during the day,
Gurdjieff came and took Orage away from Jessie for confidential talks that
she supposed had something to do with Gurdjieff's grief After the funeral
ofJulia on the 28th, Gurdjieffgave a vodka party and on the next day, Jess-
ie and Edith were assigned new jobs. Jessie was appointed principal typist
for the English translations of Gurdjieff's work (there were different
teams working independently, often on the same text), and Edith became
Orage's and Toomer's editorial assistant for French tefis. In early July,
Edith and Jane Heap, who had spent a couple of days together in Paris,
gave a party for the house. The next day, Edith moved into an apartment in
the "Ritz," the second floor usually reserved for honored and first-time
guests, and where Gurdjieff had his own rooms. V/hy she rated special
treatment is difficult to say, since the total amount of money she lent Gur-
djieff over the years amounted to less than $4500. Perhaps it had some-
thing to do with her automobile, for she doubled as Gurdjieff's chauffeur
and delivery girl for local trips to Fontainebleau, as well as for trips to Paris
and to Le Havre and Cherbourg to meet special guests. On the other
hand, it may well be that Gurdjieff wanted her far away from Toomer's
lodginp on the "monks' corridor" on the third floor. At this time, most of
Gurdjieff's own family circle lived in the Paradou.

On 8July, Gurdjieff led a small group on a trip to Orleans wrthJessie,
Orage, the Hartmanns, and Gurdjieff's younger brother, Dmitri. Jean and
Edith were not invited, I suspect because Gurdjieff preferred not to speak
to either Toomer or Orage when the other was present, and he was proba-
bly annoyed at the antics ofJessie and Edith when they were together. Be-
sides the usual complaints about Gurdjieff's driving, many of the party
complained of food poisoning. Orage was very ill in Biarritz and Vichy on
the 13th and 14th ofJuly, and when Gurdjieff was too drunk to drive out-
side Biarritz, he ordered Jessie to drive. Within minutes, she sideswiped a

fwcre, a style of horse-drawn carriage, and the party was stranded for a day
while the car was being repaired and while Gurdjieffwas using his charms
on the driver of the fiacre, whom he paid offwith very little so they could
get going again. They didn't arrive back at Avon until the 2l2nd, and Jessie
was still upset about the accident, but more about the food poisoning. She

se Fritz Peters, Boyhooil, p. 102, is ccrtainly mistakcn whcn he writes that Mme Ostro-

vskyd ied in thesp r i ngo f  1927 .  Hcgocson tosay (p .  116 ) , t ha t soona f t e rhe rdea th ,

Gurdjieff lived with a marricd woman who bccamc prcgnant. I have not been able to

identify her.
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told Edith that Gurdjieffhad "forced" Orage and others to eat spoiled cav-
iar. It was not unusual for Gurdjieff to prove the digestive powers of his
pupils, butJessie's anger increased when, a couple of days later, Gurdjieff
made fun of Orage's "American stomach" at the supper table. Jessie, furi-
ous and slightly drunh went to her room [Orage did not share her elegant
quarters, since Gurdjieff had strict moral standards along these lines!],
took a pearl-handled Browning revolver that she had "borrowed" from
Edith, and went down the corridor toward G's room to shoot him. Edith
intercepted her and calmed her down, but Jessie, even after the effects of
the drink had worn of{, swore that she would get back at Gurdjiefffor poi-
soning Orage. Orage took such incidents in his stride, saying once to his
friend and biographer, Philip Mairet, rhar he had acquired a great deal of
tolerance by having "been insulted by an expert."rn

Edith had received a cable in rhe meantime that said that her mother
was dying, and she left for the United States the next day. That evening,

Jane Heap arrived wrth Margaret Anderson and Georgette LeBlanc, and
moved into Edith's apartment in the "Ritz." On 1 August, Gurdjieff set
out with Jessie, Orage, and a few of his close friends on an excursion to
Sens, Auxerre, Geneva, and Chamonix, whileJean was left behind to work
on the book. Gurdjieff discussed plans for the United States with Orage
whileJessie acted as a mobile typist, ryping book fragments in the back seat
even while Gurdjieff drove and chatted with Orage beside him. In Cha-
monix on 5 August,Jessie wrote in her diary: "Rowed with A. R. last night
because of his attitude towards G which strikes me awfullv." Four davs lat-
er, back at the Prieur6, she lamented that "Orage and I 

'had 
a discussion

and missed dinner," and her mood dipped further when, on the 12th, she
found a love letter to Orage from an admirer "signed with kisses and en-
dearments. IVe never had such a feeling." Gurdjieffmade trips to Bar-sur-
Aube, Nevers, and Rouen, all without Toomer, but the tension between
Gurdiefl Orage, and Jessie was steadily increasing, and Jessie was begin-
ning to feel that her anticipated marriage was being threatened by Orage's
deference to Gurdjieff's whims. On 25 August in Nevers,Jessie wrote: "O
and I quarrelled again," and the next day she said: "I wish I could feel it
would be alright."

She cheered up in early September when Edith reappeared suddenly,
saying she had returned on the same boat on which she sailed from
France. From the pier in New York City, she had called her mother, spo-

"' Cited by Philip Mairct, ,4. R. Orage: A Memoir (Hydc Park, Ny: University press,
1966),p- ro<ix. Pctcrs, tsoyhood, p.31, rccords Gurdjicff's ragc at Oragc in his room in
the summer of 1,925. Oragc lookcd surpriscd, but stood calm as Gurdjicff insulted
him in most violcnt tcrms.
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ken instead with her stepfather who insulted her, and so turned around
and got back on the boat. To celebrate her return, Edith gave a party in the
ironing room of the chiteau for all the women, an event she noted hastily
on the back of a handwritten recipe for "escalope de veau franEaise":
"Georgette Le Blanc's departure,6l Thornton V/ilder's parting-guest tirade.
My banquet in ironing room, Madame Ouspensky came." Of the same
event, Jessie wrote in her diary: "It was a great success, including the cock-
tails I mixed." Without her apartment available, Edith moved into her
American friend's flat in Paris, though it might have been that she felt un-
easy having an affair with Jean under Gurdjieff's roof.

She drove down to the Prieur6 almost dailv. and noted one dav: "Mav-
or of Fontainebleau luncheon, wine served in ancient bottles, d. Srlzrnrrrrt
children, Sofia, Luba, Genia, Leda, Bousic [de Salzmann], Michel [de Salz-
mann], Nicholai, Dr. Sternval, Volia, Tom, Fritz, birycle parade through
Avon."@ The birycle parade was described with great humor byJessie in her
diary. It seems that Gurdjieff had bought bicycles for everyone at the
Prieur6 at a considerable cost, and instructed them on how to ride, his fash-
ion. Then, to display his teaching, he led a long chain of birycles through
Avon and Fontainebleau. A week later, they were all gathering rust.

Through this brief period, Jean continued his private instruction. In
early Septembea Edith cabledJean from Paris, saying that she was about ro
leave again for Saratoga.Jean wrote to her from the Institute.

fu you now begin to read this, let your mask, its resistences and
defenses, fall. Be what you are inwardly. Be this simply and honestly.

Work upon and with oneself is its own reward, and no one external
to oneself can either give or take away, increase or diminish this re-
ward. Yet it is good now and again to receive a sort of confirmation
from someone else. The efforts you have made this summer, and the
results of them, are yours, independently. But I wish to give my note
of recognition, to add my recognition and response to the totality of
your experience during this phase.

6r Georgette Le Blanc, star of French stagc and mistress for many ycars of Maurice Ma-
eterlinck, had arrivcd at the Pricur6 with Margarct Andcrson and Solita Solano in 1924.
The three were inseparablc fricnds until Gcorgcttc's dcath in 1941. Kathryn Hulme
joined the group later, and aftcr thc war, Dorothy Caruso. The group was known by
many as "the lesbian legion," but Gurdjicffcallcd them "the rope" as a group. Marga-
ret Anderson has written enthusiastically about her cxpcricncc with Gurdjieff in Tfte
Fbry Fountains and in her account of his tcachings , The Unknouable Curdjief.
e Lube, who died in 1995, becamc wcll-known in London as proprietor of "Luba's
Bistro" on Yeoman's Row and was author of a cookbook.
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By your efforts you have placed in me the foundation and begin-
ning of genuine respect. I mean that I now begin to respect you, not
conventionally or because of personal motives, but really. Only con-
scious effort can win from me such respect. Just as I do not respect the
growth of a tree, cellular division, or the movements of a cat, so I have
no real respect for any sort of mechanical existence, whatever its qual-
ities, from the ordinary viewpoint, may be. I may be interested, at-
tracted, and so on, but I do not respect. Edith, I begin to respect you.

+++++

Your life here, and I mean now specifically your, or, better, her ex-
ternal behavior at le Prieur6, may be taken as a very vivid epitome or
cross section, in detail, of how she has, and, if left to her own devices,
of how she will alwap behave. All elements were of course intensi-
fied. But for this very reason they can be the better seen. Try.to see
them Edith, to see them as clearly and objectively as a second person
might. Recall and work over all events and all behavior, candidly, be-
fore these things have time to sink back into the unconscious memo-
ry. Try to understand them. And then, above all, try to realize them.
unforgettably.

+++++

There is one thing which, I might say above all else, I think you
could do, and that is this: the t'wists, short circuits, doubts, fears, ha-
treds, and so on, in Edith, were all probably derived from a few out-
standing and very painful experiences, which experiences, because of
their pain and their painfulness in memory have been driven deep
within you and locked up. But as they were driven within they took
much that was fine and splendid with them. And in locking them up,
you have locked yourself Unlock. Unlock by means of a deliberate
recalling and rehearsing of these experiences in your consciousness.
Non-identify and observe her, and, while continuing to do so, delib*
erately command the sea to give up its monsters. Try to recall the ex-
periences completely and vividly in pictures. -try 

toJeel to the full all
that you recall and see, always observing and non-identifiiing from
her. If you do this, you will free them and free yourself They will
pass, leave you forever, And I can think ofno finer exercise for you for
the next one or two months. But you must go at it regularly, consis-
tently, and with complete determination, each day, skipping none, for
a definite length of time and a definite hour.
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+++++

Edith, watch your cleverness, as it may kill you. She is terribly clev-
er, worldly-wise in getting what she wants. And yet, even so, her clev-
erness always falls short. It has never been and never will be enough
to get her all she wants. But it can dictate the sacrifice of many things
to itself, And it has too often commanded the sacrifice of essentil
honesty and,simpliciry.

But lets say that she is clever in controlling people for her ends.
Do you become clever in controlling her for your ends. This will ne_
cessitate real cleverness. l,et this challenge your genuine gift. Try to
redirect your cleverness on fter, and you will find all of her manipula_
tions to have been meaningless child's play

+++++

Always I will love what you are in essence. But Edith, do not allow
that which has been violated in you to violate what I now tell vou.

And always I will wish you.a clean and honest life.
Mechanically, she can live cleverly Now consciously try to let and

make her live honestly.
Do not permit fter to think and feel that she merits and deserves as

a matter of course what you have received at le prieur6.6

Edith drove down to the Prieurd rhe next day to say goodbye to Jean and
her friends. when she left, she gaveJean a letteq rnd r d"y later, ttree days
before she was to sail for New York, she received Jean's riply.

Ie Prieur6, 9 Sept 26

Your letter, which I havejust read and which evokes in me the state
of being that I had Tuesday, is from yag.And again, as I did then, I
feel,.so-wonderfully, that his is a holy place, ind that you and I
touched and now do touch and intermingle in what is sacred.

let us call what happened the birth of essence in you. you be_
ing born into consciousness. For it was in truth, dear Edith. a
moment when the consciousness of your essence manifested in

6 Edith Thylor Papers.
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and almost completely dissolved your ordinary acquired, and su-
perficial consciousness. It was a moment foreshadowing the intro-
duction ofobjective conscience into your usual awareness. During
it-and you still experience it-you tasted, in actuality, the quali-
ties which make up conscience: you felt faith, impartial love, the
desire to make conscious effort, courage (contrasted with which
your ordinary show of 'courage'was so false and shallow), and as-
piration. But I had better say that you foretasted these things, for
the full e><perience of them is a hundred times deeper and more
intense. But the foretaste was real, actual, and deep. Doubt as to
conscious possibilities, doubt concerning essence and being, were
dissolved in it. You knew for certain that these things were so. And
also you knew beyond all doubt that there are tlvo ofyou, you re-
ally, and her, with whom you have been identified, whom you
have been hypnotized to believe was you.

The experience still lasts. But, dear, my figure of a birth must
be taken literally. All new born things must, by their nature, fall
to sleep often. And the periods of sleep are always longer than the
moments ofwaking. Before so very long, unless your own efforts
combine with an exceptionally favorable set of circumstances ro
effect the contrary you, the essence, will fall asleep, will retire
into the subconsciousness. As a real state of being, this experi-
ence will slip away from you. And what will then be you will only
be able to recall it in memory. And you may even be led to doubt
that it ever happened. But it did occur. It did occur. And now
there comes for you the long, slow perhaps, and perhaps pain-
ful-but consciously painful-tash no, nor task but dury, of
making it and other similar experiences occur again, and then
again, and then again, by deliberate conscious effort, until the
point of definite, final crystallization, until you have it as a state
of being subject to your will, independent of external accidents.

In order to achieve this, three things are necessary one of
which is already provided, namely, Time. And the other two are:
your own constant and ever increasing conscious efforts, and, ex-
ternal circumstances which are favorable to these efforts.

To make conscious effort, it is absolutely necessary to have
energy at one's disposal for this purpose. Nothing is possible
without energy. And from one point of view, energy is the secret
of it all. In general, each one of us has a definite, quite definite
quantity of energy for use. It is possible to increase this amount.
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It is also possible to increase the qualiry and intensity. But to be-

gin with, we have just so much, which enerry is derived from the

mystery of existence, and which we also derive each day from the

food we eat. But at the present time, with most of us, this energy

serves our essence practically not at all. It comes into us. It is dif-

ferentiated for various usages. And just at this moment, the ma-

chine, personality, and the consequences ofKundabufler step up,

and not only claim but suck up and carry off practically all of it.s

The demands of the machine are much too large, because the

machine leaks and is without a driver who can intelligently look

after and control it. And the demands of personality and Kund-

abuffer are literally criminal, with the result that we, as beinp

with conscious possibilities, are, from the point of view of con-

ained energy, bankupt. More and more I come to see and real-
ize that he, together with the consequences of Kundabuffer
which are still in him, are like monstrous, blood sucking crea-
tures whose enormous mouths are constantly sucking my sub-
stance, my energy into themselves. fu long as I remained

a "Kundabuffer" is the Gurdjicffian tcrm for thc pcculiar organ in Earthmen that

blinds them to the providcntial design to which their existcncc contributes-to save

them from destroying themsclvcs in dcspair-and thet hcightcns physical feelings of

pleasure. Sec Gurdjieffl ,4ll and Everything, pp. 87-93, 1120. Later, in the chapter "The

Holy Planet Purgatory" Bcclzebub cxplains that kundabufffer is an organ at the base of

the tail that functioned to prevcnt mcn from sccing realiry "never-allowing-one-to-

sleep-in-peace." lt makes thc imaginary and thc illusory sccm rcal. Louise March,

(McCorkle, The Curdjief Years, p.39) says that kundabuffcr is a name for Original Sin.

The organ, more propcrly known as kundalini, is now lost, but its effects remain, so

that we believe the world wc sce is real. Wc know cxtcrnal things, then, but not inter-

nal things. The world is real, but our seeing isn't. Oragc says: "There must be some-

thing to explain why we are all such fools, why wc arc not self-conscious, why we treat

ourselves with such care; this somcthing wc call kundabuffcr" (C. Daly King, The Or-

agean Version, p. 259). Earlier Orage notcs that "in rcaliry Kundalini is the power of the

imagination, the powcr of fantasy that takcs place of a rcal function" (p. 220). It keeps

man in his mental sleep. Thcrc arc four statcs of bcing: slcep (lack of consciousness),

waking (a hypnotic statc, daydrcaming), sclf-consciousness (awareness) and cosmic

consciousness (one's sclf in its totality). Man has and necds many buffers. They pro-

tect him from unwanted outsidc influenccs, and thcy can bc rcmoved only with careful

instruction. Others have seen kundabuffcr as a tcrm for original sin. The neurosur-

geon Dr. Keith Buzzell has made an ctiological scan of thc concept in "Kundabuffer,"

AII & Euerything '97, eds. H. J. Sharp and Scymour Ginsburg (Bognor Regis: Privately

published, 1.997) pp.80-103. Toomcr is cchoing Gurdjieffian tcrminology throughout

this and the other letters. Thc "machinc" that is man is his mcchanical instinct.
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unconscious, I could of course do nothing, but was helpless. And
even noq owing to the relative smallness of my mouth, and to
the fact that graviry that is habit and all social influence, is in
their direction, a constant vigilance is necessary if I am to get a
bare minimum. And wrthout this, nothing at all is possible.

And here we see the sheer chemical, that is, energy reason for
a whole aspect of the Gurdjieff work. Gurdjieff says, no titilla-
tion. By titillation he means all the varieties of masturbation that
the mechanical contemporary person is habitually engaged in: sex
trifling, bodily inactivity and unproductiveness, all the types of
emotionalism, romancing, dreaming, imagining, mental theoriz-
ing and so-called "thinking" on the basis of ideas which have no
relation to the reality of man and the universe. God, how much
of our energy is sucked up by these things. And it is only by clos-
ing their mouths and letting them die and finally casting them
from us that we, as beings, wrll have the energy, which now goes
to them, available for our purposes.

And it is the same in the case of our old, that is, acquired val-
ues. The other day at the cafE Gurdjieff said to me: Toomer, dur-
ing my life I have had many aims, a diflbrent aim for each phase.
Now I tell you what my aim is: to destroy, to kill all values.

The old must die, else we will have no energy, no wish for
new, and for what every essence knows to be, real values.

Hartman [sic] told me of a simple but very wonderful thing
Gurdjieff did during the last trip. Little I"rda had somehow got-
ten possession of a cheap toy watch and had grown quite attached
to it. One day while they were sitting at a caf6, Gurdjieff saw her
kissing and fondling it. He reached over, snatched it from her
hands, threw it on the sidewalk, and crushed it with his foot.
Leda was heart-broken, went to her father and cried bitterly. AII
day she was inconsolable. Gurdjieff paid no attention to her. But
the next day he bought and gave her a genuine watch.

This aspect of our work, this deliberate conscious attempt to
redirect our energies, this deliberate killing and letting die old
values, is the necessary complement of the aspect whose base lies
in observation and non-identification. At first glance, the two as-
pects may seem to involve contradictory attitudes. Observation
and non-identification imply an unconcern as to how these or-
ganisms behave. Whatever their behavior, it is enough to observe
and non-identify. Tiue. To redirect energy and kill old values im-
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pty **" as to how organisms behave'.We must make effort

io'do things with them' Tiue also. A"d bn+ mus.t b: included in

one's *orf. For unless she dies and is re-directed, she will either

make conscious work impossible, or, what is infinitely worse' qh-e

*!i gro* and fatten onit, sucking the conscious enerry which

y* [..t..t ., in addition to what she already sucks' This is the

great temPtation.
" flo* in.te mro attitudes alternate, complement each other'

and blend, you will find out practically as you continue working'

About favorable conditions, I will write, or we will talk about

them later. For the time being I think and feel that the course of

your life will supply you with circumstances and problems and

dif{iculties which-aie right and which will provide you with the

opportunity for a direci continuation of what you bepn here'

n.o- yo"i letter I get, in addition to the beauty of spiritual di-

rectneis and essentiil response' a note of firmness, of resolution,

and of clear direction. This is enough.
I am certain that you will have an unmistakable feeling as to

your coming or not coming down for the bath' In either case' I

*ill uttd.ttt^t d. And so also about writing me apin before you

go away. Things essential are not written easily, while it is most

iim."ti if notlmpossible to write of other things while essence

still lives in one. It was this letter, the one received this morning,

that I wanted. I wanted it very very much.
'We 

have, dear Edith, a deep, clean, rich, and s'rmehow inex-

pressably sweet base, together' This is-real. From it, all else will

iadiate, just as, from time to time, all else must returo to it' Write

when you can and feel to.
And too, if you feel to write about them, send me such notes

as will let me see your Practical problems and how You are han-

dling them.
{Athin myself I feel that during the next two weels, or, by the

end of this month at most, my work and place of work will have

been decided.
I have your New York address. Yesterday I looked in my ad-

dress book and found, as I was sure I would, a whole page' my

last entry given to your addresses and telephones'
fu I iold you, I have already written Stieglitz to send the mss

of my book io you tt 747 Madison Ave.6 I asked him to send it

immediately, and it should be-as I wish-there awaiting your ar-

rival. If it ii not, and if it does not come soon' you might write
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him directly, asking for it, and sayrng that I wish you to have it, a
letter having been sent by me to him to this effect.

So, dear.

Good by, and bless you.

Jean

And I am thankful, how deeply deeply thankful I am Edith that I
did mean that [to?] you: Someday I will tell you, or you will see
and understand what our experience till now has meant to me.

fu you drove out and I took your hand there was that about
you-I can find no words to tell it in-but it almost over-
whelmed me. And then I listened to Mrs. Lithow enumerate all
the Americans who had left le Prieur6!

J

Edith wrote back at once:

I read your message this morning and will read it again tomorrow
morning, the next morning, in fact I will start each new day with
it, and try to carry out its intent. I want this with all my being.

I am as much at a loss today to express my feelings as I was
yesterday, in the concierge's loge, but I feel you know what was
going on inside me, even better than I. Being away from prieur6
helps me so see more clearly all that happene"d to me there, noth-
ing matters now but the work I have to do, all else I realize, as fu-
tile unless it can be used for this work.

Thank you for showing me truths, for showing me my direc-
tion, in helping me change my set ofvalues-and for the richness
sf yau. Good bye. God bless you to all etemity.

Edithft

The steamship was fully booked, however, and there was no cancelation to
allow Edith aboard, so she stayed on in Paris until she could find a berth.
Meanwhile, Orage was consulting with Gurdjieff concerning his return to

6 The work was a draft of From Exile lnto Being.lt remains unpublished.
6 Toomer collection, Box B, Foldcr. This is onc of thc wvo lctrers from Edith that is
extant in his papers.
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the United States to raise funds for the chiteau and to prepare another vis-

it for himself Jessie was increasingly anxious about plans to return- to

America with Gurdjief[ and with some relief she wrote on 11 September

that .,orage promised not to stay here more than two months and not to

go back tJNewyork if Gurdjieff goes."'S/hatJessie did not know was that

burdjieffwas planning to keep Orage in France and to sendJean to take

geneial .orrt oi of the American operations outside of New Yorlg where

burdjieff himself thought of spending the winter and spring of each year.

He knew well that the New York group was his major financial support,

and he wanted to control the source'
At this time,Jean was writing out "Notes for a New Group," a sort of

syllabus for a Toomer version of the work. He calls his terms "ordinary ' ' '

but to these ordinary terms we give a new, exact and technical meaning' ' ' '
'S/hatever 

contains, exists according to, and manifests the laws of 3 and 7 is a

cosmos."67 Then, in a l1'rical outburst of extraordinary introspection, Jean
wrote: "It was perhaps no accident that drove me to take me with the dust of

earth which cannot leave this spatial sphere, and thus, obeying its own laws,

binds me. It is as if there were one God in the universe who, at the moment

of my birth, pinched my eyes to pinpoints and who now has touched them

to become vague openings, sa)nng, 'It is a matter of indiflerence to me

whether you are more or not."' 68
'tr/hile 

Orage and Jessie were off to London on the 13th to consult

with his solicitor concerning his income and the sale of The Nau '4ge,

Edith finally found passage for her own return to the United States on 17

September.'When she told Tean, he wrote:

le Prieur6. 14 Sept
My darling

Just after sending you the telegram I went with Gurdjieffto Fon-
tainebleau and sat with him all morning while he wrote ten pages
of the third descent.('eHe told me that he would go to Paris in the
afternoon, and that we would not start off until sometime today.

67 Toomer Collcction, Box 46, Foldcr 956. Gurdjicff said frequcntly that deep

thoughts must bc disguiscd by ordinary cxpcssions that appcar emptied of meaning'
€ Toomer Collection, Box 48, Foldcr 957. Toomcr typcd this out in an outlinc of a

lecture to bc given at thc Univcrsity of Michigan on 25 March 1'927.
@ Beelzebub's third sojourn on Earth in All and Euerything during which he makes

some telling observations on thc vanity of contemPorary carth societies, most particu-

larly America.

r l
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After lunch, I suddenly realized that I had a twenty-four hour in-

terval between nvo phases, one, completely ended and rounded

off in all senses, the other, carrying unknown potentials, not to

be begun for a whole day. And with this sense- of interval there

begrrito descend on ms a weariness, a sort of accumulated fa-

tig[re that was so material that I could almost see it, like one can

sJe chemicals precipitate in a test tube, or like one can see fog

settling on a lindscape. I knew immediately that I must either

give irito it completely: loaf in the sunshine or go to sleep, or else

i -rrt make quick eflort to drive through and pass beyond rt' I

decided upon the latter course, got into my work clothes, and

went out into the garden to combine instructive workwith men-

tal effort. By tea time I had dug, raked, and prepared a bed, but all

my functions moved sluggishly, and the fatigue continued to de-

scend. After tea I went out to water-the hose seemed incredibly

heavy. There was a touch of autumn in the air, but this only

served to chill me, and despite my sweater and my quickened

movements I grew colder and colder. Before long, I felt my

throat getting sore, and the beginning of a head cold. And then

there iiwas-the fatigue, the residue of four months'effort set-

tled and fixed upon the body, causing it [to] feel, for the first time

in months, downright wretched. I finished watering-by the way,

our tomato plant is not only thriving, it is absolutely husky-and

came in.
I came to my room right after dinner and laid down, grving up

effort, simply relanng and giving way to what I felt. The worker

gave way to the man. Very much I wanted you. I wanted to rest in

you. For once to rest in you. To have you take and hold me, all

teing you and I so living. I had an image of your eyes, djrect,

simple, inwardly glowing, and tender. They are very wonderful

then. I saw the extra-ordinarily fine line of your face curving

from neck to chin. I felt the play ofyour fingers and the exquisite

yielding in giving which your body is capable of. And then my

weariness began to lift, buoyed up by a stream of sheer playful-

ness. There is a fund of playfulness in me, and I want to play with

those I like, though it is not frequent that I do so. I wanted to

play with you. I went through capers and antics that even in pic-

lures make me laugh. I saw you too really laughing. It was all so

good that before I knew it I had bounced off the bed and was

itanding with open eyes looking-at the bare walls of this room'
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They would have dashed my mood had I continued so. I went
upstairs, found Gertrude, Ilonka,70 and Liliane in their room and
gave them what should have been lived with you. I played with
them, told them stories, and made them laugh until 11:30.

Once back here, I found that I could again think to some pur-
pose. And as usually happens, you came in for your full share of
what concerned me. I shan't try to gtve you now all the pros and
cons of my thinking; I'll simply tell you in brief what it was I saw
really clearly for the first time. Your attraction towards, and exter-
nal comfort with, a certain type of person has been a subject for
my analysis during what seems to me a very long time. Certainly
this attraction is not accidental, but has its source in what have
been the necessities ofyour own nature as modified by social, that
is, external influences. And these same necessities have, on the
other hand, made you shun and feel uncomfortable with another
type of person. You know what the two types are I refer to. Up till
last night I had discovered several what seem to me basic and ac-
curate explanations of this. And last night I added another, which
is so interesting and may prove to be significant. It is this: it is a
question of articulateness, of what things you can express, on
what planes of erperience and reality you are articulate. In all of
us there is the wish to be articulate, and we will necessarily be
drawn to deal with those things and those circumstances which
are likely to provide us with the opportunity of being so. Early in
your life, and over a prolonged period you were repeatedly and, I
judge, rather forceably inhibited, not only from speaking sincere-
ly, but also from speaking about those things which really interest-
ed you. And often, in any case, you had no one at all to speak to
about anything. V/ith this double result: because of lack of simple
practice, the aspects of life which had real meaning for you be-
came literally inexpressable, lou became gradually inarticulate
with respect to what you really thought, and questioned. And
moreover, the time came when there grew up and crystalized in
you, in sheer reaction, the attitude, as you once expressed it to me,
that no one would get your response to anything without asking
for it, and he would be damn lucky to get it even with the asking.
And, secondly, there grew and accumulated in you, owing to the
same cause, the need to speak to, communicate with, and contact

ru Ilonka Karasz, later a notcd illustrator for the Nnu Yorker, married to Wim [Wil-
helml Nyland.
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something, anything, anyone, selection in terms of real interest
being no longer in question, the one desire being to break your
mute loneliness by means of almost anyone or anything. Circum-
stances were such that you broke (in a sense) and became articu-
late on what you have always known to be a superficial plane. On
it, you are now articulate. And this fact binds you to it.

But though the expression of essential things was difhcult and
came to be almost impossible, you did not cease to function in-
wardly in essential terms. Only, you have, as they say, kept your
real thoughts and feelings to yourself. I think that you must now
try more and more to develop an articulateness which will be
commensurate with your real experiences. More and more seek
people with whom you can express these things. And, once hav-
ing found them, more and more talk to them, encouraging real
exchanges and discussion rather than the opposite. I want you to
become articulate with me. And to this end I want you to write
me much more often than a certain part of you will be inclined
to. I want you to write me of what you do, tell me your thoughts
and feelings, what you discover in life and in yoursel{, your real-
izations, and all the various significances. Now I want to know
what you have done in Paris, what inner experiences have run
parallel with this, what Paris, your old life, your old grooves and
pigeon-holes, your old acquaintances now mean to you. I will ex-
pect a letter, however briei mailed before your boat sails. And
then one about your passage over, written on the steamer, and
mailed when you reach NewYork. And then one about your re-
establishing contact in NewYork. And as many more as you likel
Yes, Edith?

And Oh, I am to get a cable from NewYork. Y/e willbe back
for the bath a week from Saturday, a day or so before the de
Grasse reaches N.Y

There can be no good by

but all my love

T-

When Edith arrived in New York, a letter in a "Grand Hdtel" envelope
mailed from BrianEon with an undecipherable postmark date, addressed to
747 Madison Ave., NewYork Ciw' Etats-Unis was waiting for her.
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Sunday
Darling

Just about the time your boat was leaving yesterday, I was ascend-
ing the Alpes toward the Col de Gabilier on foot, owing to the
fact thtt the de Dion, crawling and sputtering and panting, could
not stand my weight. What a dayl We were up at 6 A.M., and I be-
gan the day with coffee and three marcs.71 This was in Alberwille.
About 10 o'clock we reached St. Jean du Maurienne-the finest
French town that I'vs ses11-xnd there had, for us, a large break-
fast, including eggs and cheese, and, of course, any number of
marcs. Soon after leaving St. Jean, the ascent up and over the Col
de Gabilier began. Gurdjieff bought no essence [sic], and, among
other things, I expected it to give out before we were halfway up.
I can't begin to describe all that happened. We had to run in first
speed. Every wvo hundred feet or so we'd carry water from some
more or less accessible mountain stream, fill the radiator and
move on. Picture this happening all the way up. And then, at
times, the car simply could not pull allof us. Gurdjieff and Mad-
am Hartman would remain in it, and the rest of us walk. Some-
how, about 3 p.M. we reached the summit. The sight of earth from
there was enormous, and I shall never in all my life forget the pic-
ture of Gurdjieff, standing on a promontory looking over it all.

After passing through the tunnel to the other side, the car
practically stopped dead. Not only had essence given out, but the
gears and things were so swollen that there was no moving them.
No essence to be had by ordinary means. Gurdjieffworks manip-
ulations on the driver of a sort of sight-seeing car, and manages
to get a little. At the little summit house we drink coffee and five
of the worse marcs I ever tasted. No food. Gurdjieff promises
food at the first town we reach. At 4 we start down. Car cannot
carry all of us--descent very steep and tortuous. Picture Hart-
man and myself, full of marc, running down the mountain short
cuts in advance of the car, like a pair of mountain goats-I was
never so sure-footed-Hartman telling me one Russian anecdote
after another. After about 314 of an hour of this, the car picked us
up, and on we went. I sat with Gurdjieff in the front seat. The
fumes and finally the smoke of over heated oil began to trouble

71 A potent aqua vita madc from thc grapc skins lcft ovcr from pressing for wine. It rs

a specialty of Bourgognc.
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us. And the seats beneath got hot. The smoke, growing thicker

and more stinging, soon became unbearable. We stopped, and we

no sooner raised the seats and one floor board than flames shot

up. There was a scurry to put the fire out, Gurdjieff raising hell,

as he had been doing all day. 
'When 

we next tried to start, it was

almost impossible to shift the gears. And though we did manage

first and second, high speed was impossible and remained so for

the rest of the day. Essence was exPected to grve out. Somehow

on we rolled and jerked.'We came to one town, a possible stop. G

looked at it, and moved on. Still no food. In this way we passed

three towns. In the third, we luckily got essence. By the grace of

Beelzebub we finally arrived here and stopped, about 7:30. Now

the car is in the garage. Today therefore we remain here, but, if

possible, start offagain before nightfall.
I enclose an Alps flower, It is very near your color, very near

you, and so I saw, picked, and now send it.

love.

t-
He wrote againaday or so later in an envelope postmarked 'AVON BAN-

LIEU S.E rcn29.9.26."

le Prieur6, 27 Sept26

Darling,

Our trip ended marvelously and quite in keeping with all that
went before. On the last day we had nvo accidents, and the car,
disabled beyond repair, had to be towed cross country to Dijon,
there to await a new part, while five of us, leaving Gurdjieff and
Madam Hartman in Dijon, took a train which finally landed us in
Fontainebleau at 5 with the moon still shining.

Today I find myself in Samois, at the same hotel where the bi-

rycle party had coffee. I went to Fontainebleau for my rypewriter
which also was in need of repairs, and, on the way baclg saw the
train for Samois and simply took it.

During the trip Gurdjieff and I talked "business." It was de-
cided that I come to America to conduct the work there, while
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Orage is to remain here for work with Gurdjieff on the book. So
it was decided, and if this were not le Prieur6 and if Gurdjieff
were not Gurdjieffl I would say that it is definitely so. But there
is still another trip to be gone through before I can possibly elim-
inate all alternatives by sailing for New York. Gurdjieff has al-
ready gone off again. Orage has not yet returned. He is expected
today or tomorrow: When he does, then he and I are to set out to
meet Gurdjieffwherever he may be then. And during this com-
ing trip, the decisions of the previous trip may be blown into thin
ribbons. At the present time, however, everything combines to
confirm my coming to America. This is all I know

'T/e shall return from the present trip within ten days, and
soon thereafter, by all normal calculations, and if the present
plans hold, I should be sailing. And so, dear, within three, or, at
most, four weeks, you may expect a phone from me. If you don't
get it, then immediately know that the long arm of the Institute
has cut the wires benveen this possible and its actualization.

my love

Jean

[At the bottom of this page, an additional note:]

29 Sept

I kept this letter a day or two, awaiting new developments. Orage
has not yet returned and for the moment at least his whereabouts
are unknown. Meanwhile, Hartman and myself are going ahead
with the translation of the 3rd descent and, by Gurdieff's orders,
I am to devote all my time to this. And by the present plans, if
Orage does not return before then, Hartman and I are to leave
here Sunday to meet Gurdjieffin BrianEon. So!

Your cable came last night and brought me joy and more than
joy. But it gave me a sense of the distance between us, and this
was cruel.

love, dear,

J-
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The next letter was written in pencil:

Fontainebleau, 5 Oct

Edith my darling my dearest my very very dearest, all the while I

was at work here in a cafii in Fontainebleau, something-I didn't

at first clearly realize what-kept insisting on my recognizing it.

First it was, I think, somehowjust the place itself-and a great

large something in me. And then the sound of French horns.

And then the purring of a special motor which I have learned to
know And then the actual nameplate! Donnet Zedel. And then

someone passing with a hat which reminded me of yours. And

then finally I knew that the whole place was full ofyou. And then
just the opposite-suddenly I realized that the whole town

seemed to be taunting me with your absence. The feeling was so

acute, my wishing for you, my wish to feel to see to hold, my
feeling of a greatvacancy at the side of me where my hand almost
reached out for you, that I arose immediately and did what I
could-sent you a cable. And since then I have been wandering
about much much more than lonely,-I have been aching for
you-

Today I practically finished my revision of the translation of
the third descent. There are some extrordinary formulations in it
conceming the genuine teachings of Saint Buddha, "Prana," and
the most definite and detailed formulation of Kundabuffer yet
given. And also some keen bits of comedy and satire. Hartman
and I, even in the midst of driving work- which has sometimes
lasted from 9:30 a.r',r. straight on to 2 in the morning-have had
more than once to take time offto laugh or wince at them. Often
I have wished that you were here to talk over passages with me
and to help me with words and phrases-and to laughlWhen and
if I come over I'11 bring the pages of the original translation with
me so that you can see what Beelzebub reads like in the raw.

As for news at the end -

Gurdjieffis expected to return tomorrow or next day.
Orage is not yet here, and still no word of him. But within a

week, whatever the case with him, I intend to have my own plans
settled as to America or not.
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Jane [Heap] is still here. And she still puffs out and has her
fists up at me, but surely such regular attendance must win her
objective merits.

However that may be, Metz is back and is out of sorts with
me, not only because I am doing the translation, which he more
than hoped to fall into, but also because he once saw Lillian and
myself talking together.

And so it goes, merrily enough, but just a bit monotonous.
People are scupid not because they do a thing but because they

repeat it.

Whenever will a letter come from you!!?

love

J-

How goes the reading of the manuscript?

And you, You? my darling.

The last letter in this series is postmarked "FONTAINEBLEAU 115512
10 26" and was sent to the Madison Avenue address "par SS 'Paris' Oct
13th Havre":

Prieur6, 10 Oct

Dearest,

Today is Sunday and today your letter came-after what seems to
me to have been long tedious ages.

It is a good letter. I wanted it. And now that I have it and just
because it is a good letter it makes me want you more and it
makes me miss you, you really, terribly.

I am very glad, deeply so, that you found out, without nega-
tive emotions and resentments and without imaginations, fan-
cies, what Curtis means to you.72 I am glad that he means just
that. And it is a fine thing that you could have such a clean real-
ization, and that you can tell me sincerely of it. I am glad for you,

2 Curtis Moffat, thc Amcrican photographcr in Paris rcferrcd to carlier.
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because I know by it that "something" which we'll go over to-

gether perhaps before so very long. Or perhaps we'll never need

to do so. For myself personally, as man, well of course you know.

Curtis cannot sincerely concern me since I do not know him,

save through you. But I think that this will be good for him also.

Your meeting with D.'Watson must have been interesting in

more ways than one. That night when he got tipsy, and, for that

matter, all along, I am certain that you were more aware of his

manifestations than he himself was.
I hope that you have Donnet for use now.

About things here-
Tianslation has been going on at a furious pace. The third de-

scent finished, and already the first part of the fourth. This work

has meant a very great deal to me. In addition to the effort and

intensity required, I have deepened my understanding as to ideas.

Gurdjieff's use of language, and the meaning of a number of

words and phrases which heretofore had never conveyed a pre-

cise idea to me. Gurdjieff's use of three little words, namely:

"there," "then," and "also" and too, "skill" and "already," is simply

miraculous from the point of view of psychological experience. I

told him this, and he replied that for a long time these words had

either been omitted entirely from the translation or rendered in-

exactly, and that he had only discovered this when this summer

he listened attentively to all that was read. And too, I have re-

ceived from Gurdjieff personally what seems to be the only de-

finitive formulation and explanation of "intentional suffering"

yet given. Always and all through the book one meets the phrase:

"conscious labors and intentional suffering." And no one seemed

to know what the last half meant. Vr'ell . . . so . . . but all of this

when I see you and in due time.73
It is strange that Alp flower did not reach you. When gb, it

was very fragile; but when it lived, it grew high high up on the

Alpt.
But let me tell you something that will more than make up for

this. You know our tomato plant? Well, it has already given four

firm ripe tomatoes which I have eaten, right straight from the

73 I have no idea what cxplanation Gurdjicff gavc Jean here, but the sense Gurdjieff

seems to attach to thc tcnn in thc chaptcr, cntitlcd"Thc Holy Planet Purgatory" is the

pain of those trying to pcrfect themsclvcs by purging "sin." In its more common and

banal use, "intcntional suffcring" dcsignatcs thc suffcring causcd by a self-observation

rncited bv another pcrson's ncgativc action.
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plant. But this is only half of it. Something wholly unprecedent-
ed has happened. What do you think?You could never imagine it,
and the thing has happened in fact. Beside our plant, in the same
spot. still another olant is alreadv srowins. and it too now is hav-
ing flowers!! Nowhere else in the garden are there nvo like this.
In fact, a number of the supposedly hardy plants withered and
died some time ago. But not only has our plant thrived, and, as I
wrote you, become hUS$, and not only does it now give fruit,
but already in the same soil another grows beside itl Even I, who
often talk in symbols, would never have dreamed of such a thing!

+++++
Monday evening

I had to leave off writing yesterday-more work and to Fon-
tainebleau with Gurdjieff And now another day has passed, a day
so packed full of things that I seem as though I would burst from
sheer internal pressure.

fu I write this, now, you in America already have my cable
telling you that I come to America, and that I leave on the de
Grasse this coming Saturday, that is, Oct 16th.

Orage has not returned yet. But as I wrote you, it was neces-
sary for me to settle my own plans, if necessary irrespective of
him. Today I talked things over with Gurdjieff and he again said
that I go to America, while Orage remains here. So, after all, all
plans have been arranged according to the decision reached dur-
ing the trip to BrianEon. And so my darling, a few very very nec-
essary details concerning my arrival in NewYork.

The first, and the only first one I want to see when I arrive
is-you. I leave France the 16th, and this means that I dock, in all
probability, sometime on Monday the 25th. \Vhatever rhe case,
I'll send you a radio the day before we land. Edith, for the sake of
whatever you hold dear, be in New brk on that !4y and Edith
my dearest keep all that day and evening and the nexr morning
and even the next day free to be with me. If I am not with you for
the first day or so I shall be wrenched to pieces, I shall be wisted
and torn more cruelly, so cruelly that I don't want to even fore-
shadow it as a possibly-so very much I want to see you. The
first and only person I want to see on hand when I cross the
gangplank is you, go11 Can you feel how much I want this? If
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you can feel it with your whole being, darling, you will be there. I

want you to meet the boat, and when I ask this I am aware that I

"* "rtittg 
contrary to her wish not to be seen. I do it deliberately

with reason as well as with wish. When you receive my radio,

then reassure me by immediately sending me a radio telling me

that you will be there.
For the first week I am in New York I'll stay at the Prince

George, 28th St. and 5th Ave. 
'We'll 

go directly there, and then,

either remain there, or, if you'd rather, go up to your aPartment,

only, dearest Edith, we must not be bothered by anyone or any-

thing. I shall arrange my own plans to fit in with this, and only on

the second or third day will I begin what I have to do in New

York generally.
I have not the slightest idea as to what my state will be just on

arriving in New York. I may be feeling marvelous, joyous, full of

power and energy. I may be tired and tense. My life here for the

past few weeks has been really terrific. \Vhat the sudden change

io ,r o..ttt trip will mean, I can't know. It may relax me, and

land me in NewYork quite clear and calm. It may completely up-

set my rhythms and functions. God only knows. The one and

only thing I do know is that whatever my state I shall want and

need to see and be with you, immediately. And if I don't, I shall

be unable to control the shock of it. Dearest, I write this to you

with mywhole heart.
Already it is very late, and I have had more than an ordinary

day, having been to Paris to see about my ticket, talked with Gur-

djiefl worked on a translation of the fourth descent-how apes

came into existence, explained on the basis of cosmic laws-and I

have had something like 8 marcs, 5 Quitches[sic], 10 Benedic-

tines, 1 fumangyac [sic],3 unknown drinls, one bottle of M6doc,

1 cognac, and innumerable co{fees. And I have just come from

G's room, after listening to some at once marvelous and terrible

music. And I live-and indeed I am still sober. And indeed, dear-

I must have several special names for you very soon. I have been

clear and sober the whole day. The trouble is, that whereas 3

drinks before used to turn the trich the devil only knows how

many it would take now. And this is not only very very expensive!

but the practice will have to be discarded the day before I reach

NewYork, if not sooner. It is a special practice and belonp only

to the special conditions under which I have been existing here.
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Or perhaps it is a good custom for everywhere under all condi-
tions! You will have to decide that for me when I reach NewYork.

Goodnight sweetheart

JJ'

The Orages retumed to the Prieur6 on 12 October, and decided thatJessie
should sail to the United States before Orage. Jessie had passage on the
MSS Majestic on 20 October, and her impending departure made the
Prieur6 seem all the more uncomfortable for her. She wrote in her diary
that she was "most depressed to be back and hate the idea of going or stay-
ing." The next day, she wrote: 'qWhat a day! God how I hate this place." On
17 October, at lunch, Gurdjieff served Orage dogmeat, andJessie was furi-
ous. The day after, Gurdjieff said goodbye to Jessie with the order: 'You

leave half of you here!"
She arrived in New York one day after Jean had arrived, and saw

Edith, Gorham Munson, and Jane Heap the same afternoon to catch up
on news of Orage's NewYork group. A day later, she had a long talk alone
withJean to grve him Orage's news and to say that Gurdjieffwas calling
for the money held by the NewYork group. A week later, Orage wrote her
from France saying: "By the way, the NewYork group is $650 short on its
1st quarterly pa).rynent! Toomer's doesn't count, of course." At the same
time, he wrote Sherman Manchester, the new treasurer of the group: 'You

know from Toomer and Munson about the accounts of the $5000 fund;
and Toomer's pluck and generosity in undertaking the repayrnent of the
loan to your fund himself "75 On 30 October, Jean visited Jessie to explain
the account orally, and the next day he andJessie met inJane Heap's apart-
ment to explain it for the New York group that she represented. Jessie not-
ed laconically in her diary that "we thrashed things out." On All Hallows'
Day * the Roma restaurant, Jean and Jessie lunched with other members
of the NewYork group, including its temporary secretary Rita Romilly, to
repeat the accounting. In her diary Jessie remarked: "Dreaded the meet-
ing. I don't think it went off too well on my part. I guess I was too scared.

Jean was au{ully good."7r'

7a Kerman and Eldridgc, TIrc Liues ofJean Tbomer, p. 1 69, say only that my mother met

Jean's boat, but I havc no idca what thcir sourcc was.
75 Orage papers, courtesy of Mrs. Annc Oragc.
76 I can only speculate without any evidcncc on thc animosity that seemed to exist be-
tween Rita and Jean. Jcan never mentioncd hcr namc to mc, but Rita spoke aboutJean
with consistent irritation. I would gucss wildly that Rita had thoughts of being Or-
age's successor in New York or Gurdjieff's confidant in the Unitcd States, and that

Jcan was a thrcat to hcr ambitions.
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On 4 November, a worried Orage wrote Jessie in New York, asking,
"Have you heard from Toomer? He was to cable his Chicago address, but
he hasn't so far." Three days later came another letter saying: "I*[qpg

Toomer has left for Chicago"; then on the 9th: "Jean is probably in Chica-
go by now; and, in fact, G thought he was already there and half expecting
a cheque from him. I didn't tell anyone that Jean was staying in N.Y for
some days, but I was mildly amused at the thought of it. fu for any wrong
impression he can produce-well, it's not so serious if he's not staying
there. He'll learn a lot on his own in Chicago." Orage had no idea that

Jean was lingering in NewYork because Edith was there, but assumed that

Jean was helping Jessie with the financial accounts of the group. Conse-
quently, on the 13th, Orage wrote: "It was quite a good idea to use Jean.
You know I always did myself-*and, of course, because I felt him to be re-
ally serious. He could always be counted on to be serious in a serious situ-
ation. I had written him re his gift to the Institute,"T a reference to
Orage's explanation to Gurdjieff that Toomer was giving separately "for
poliry." On 12 November, Orage wrote Jean directly to say that Gurdjieff
and Hartmann were still confused over the money sent. He assumed that

Jean had authorized the use ofthe $2000 allocated to the publication fund
for maintaining the cheteau, and expected that Jean would replenish that
fund out of his Chicago collections.

After Jessie wrote Orage about a luncheon and meeting at Edith's
with Jean to discuss the status of contributions, since she and Jean were
the parties through which goups' contributions were passing to Gurdjiefi,
Orage wrote back with little amusement:

Jean's situation . . . is quite different. The Obermann business is
nothing-I shouldn't find it so-he has a nucleus of people be-
fore him and a book behind him, Also, as you say, he should have
gone [to Chicago] before his feet cooled. However, in criticising
'Jean" in these days, I know I'm risking your reaction. I always
said you were fond of him, you know! And I was not in the least
surprised, except by your surprise, to hear you had rung him up
from Edith's to come there, and take you home to talk or that
your heart to heart talk left you liking him "immensely" and in
relations you are sure Gurdjieff would like . In fact, my darling

Jessie, if "Jean" were only white, I should consciously advise you
to go to Chicago and cooperate with him there. You would be a
thousand times happier in equal associaton with a being of your
own age. . . . I have not the least suspicion, darling, that your

u Orage papers.
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frank and heart to heart talk with 'Jean" travelled outside Insti-

tute business to your personal relations; but I merely take note of

the fact that in your desperation you could forget all about Edith

and'Jean" and time and place and so on. . . ' Well, so much for

gge unpleasant trifle. I shall only add that if "Jem" calls you

"Dwight" again, I shall take the occasion "to kavatar."78

Toomer's charm almost undid him on this occasion. A few days later, he

was off to Chicago with an Edith who also wondered about the sudden in-

tensity of Jean's relations wrth Jessie. A few weeks later, Orage wrote to

Chicago in a cool tone to say that Gurdjieff expected money at any mo-

ment. Orage's earlier fears thatJean would be led by Gurdjieffinto prom-

ising more than he could deliver seem to have been justified. Since his

retuh, Jean had been in contact with Mabel Dodge Luhan again, feeling

optimistic about the possibility of Tlos for the work.Te He probably men-

tioned this to Gurdjieff who would have seized the occasion to ask for

more Luhan money thatJean assumed he could deliver.

At the end of November, Jean replied to Orage, assured him that the

accounts were straight, and appealed to Jessie's satisfaction with the book-

keeping in NewYork. He repeated that he had grven Gurdjieff $500 when

he left France, but did not think he was expected to return the $1050 to

Orage's fund. Replacement of the money was a New York City debt, he

insisted, acknowledged by Gorham Munson and Sherman Manchester,

the new treasurer. Jean cited Jessie's understanding that the New York

group would send the money toJean, implying that the money grven Gur-

djieff was his own $500, and that the NewYorkgroup owed him $1000

once more. From "Chiteau Gurdjieff," Orage responded stoically, saying:

"My dear Toomer . . . do with the money what you will," adding " I was

entirely under impression you had decided to present the whole $2000 to

G and to trust to your stars to recover it in time to meet the printrng de-

mand."m Orage continued to believe thatJean was going to send the New

York publication fund of $2000 for Gurdjieff's own use.

In December Jean and Edith returned to New York where, with Jess-
ie, they together attended readings of Gurdjieff's work at the "66," but the

major event Edith recorded later was their seeing the Brancusi exhibit at

the Brummer Gallery on the 14th. A week later, Orage himself arrived in

78 Orage papers.
D Rudnick, Mabel Dodge Luhan, p.229.
m Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 205.
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NewYork in the company of Margaret Naumberg, Jean's former lover. By
this time, Jean was back with his group in Chicago, teaching out of the vo-
luminous notes he had taken over the summer and drawing on the experi-
ence he had with instructing Edith in her harmonious development. He
felt he had mastered both the Gurdjieff system, its esoteric authoriry and
himself
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Figure 1 1. Jean Toomer and Henry Poore, napping, 1939. Courtesy of Margot Latimer.

Figure 12. The Mill House, the kitchcn in the 1940s. Lcft to right: Paul Winchester, Lin
Davenport,Jean Toomer and Margot "fugie" Toomer. Courtesy of Margot l^atimer.

Figure 13. G. I. Gurdjieffl, spring 1949. Private collection. Used by permission.



Figure 14. Sophie (Dushka)
Howarth and Dorothy Caruso
with Mrrgarct Anderson's Mer-
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Figure 15. G. I. Gurdjicff and Jcannc dc Salzmann on thc
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Figure 16. G. I. Gurdjicff on thc road ro Dijon. Tlylor papcrs
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Figure 18. Tania Savitsky and
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Papers.

Figure 19. G. I. Gurdjieff with Russell Page on the road from Chamonix to Nantua
Taylor Papers.

Figure 20. G. I. Gurdjief{ Paris, August 7949.privatc collection. Used by permission



Chapter Five

The Descent: From Gurdjieff
1927-1939

A true individual belongs, on the one hand, to no less
than himself, and on the other, to no less than mankind
and the entire human world.

-Essentials

God wrns either way.
-c.I. Gurdjieff

!dit! wa; in Chicago with Jean when he started his new group, and gave
his first lectures on Gurdjieff's cosmology and cosmogony, cirefuily ex-
plaining the function of the organ kundabuffer, but she was back to N.*
YorkinDecember andJanuary to staywith the Orages. ThroughoutJanu-
ary 1927, Orage was reorganizing his group, while putung into publishable
form the material brought back from the prieur6. He was still concerned,
however, about the financial accounts between Jean and Gurdjieli. After
conferring with Sherman Manchester and Jessie about the money, he
wrote Jean in Chicago, fayng: "My dearJean, Many thanks for your [last]
letter; it gives me just the facts I wished to have, & I think I now realize
yours and the situation in chicago perfectly clearly."rJean replied that he
was sure_ of raising large amounts of money in chicago for Gurdjiefi, but
orage advised caution, and confided in Jessie that he was afraid ihat Iean
had become ine*ricably caught in what Gurdjieff calred the "diny dtllar
question."

Orage himself was trying ro get a number of friends, including
Blanche Grant Rosette, Rita Romilly, Muriel Draper, paul Robeson,
Lawrence Langner, and Glenway westcott, interested in investing substan-
tially in Gurdjieff's work. Jessie resented orage's putting his own reputa-
tion on the line in the interests of Gurdjieffl and they quarrered often, but
things appeared brighter when orage's divorce from Jean walker was pro-
nounced on22January. After a six-month waiting period, Orage wouli be
free to marryJessie.

' Toomer Collcction, Box 6, Foldcr 206.
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In February 7927, Orage wroteJean again to say that he had sent $500
to G, but "G says not enough." Orage fumed that Israel Solon had sent an-
other $500 from the NewYork group unadvisedly, and laments that "G is
really quite extraordinary about money, but not, unfortunately, unique. . . .
Don't forget to keep me informed of anything you send; & by the way, as
Mme. Hartmann is now . . . in Paris, sums should be checked to Miss
Ethel Merston, on G's direction." Orage added that he was discouraged
with the state of things in NewYorlg as well as with Gurdjieff"s way with
money, and sent encouragement toJean's reading group in Chicago before
signing off; "Best of wishes, colleague!"2

Meanwhile Edith, in New York with the Orages, quietly made plans
to return to France for another summer with Jean and Gurdjieff Orage
heard of their plans through Edith and wrote Jean in March to warn him
that if he went to the Prieur6 in the summer of 1927 , more money would
be expected to accompany him: "I should advise you . . . to save your re-
sources to take with you, since you propose to go to the Prieur6 this sum-
mer. . . . You might conceivably repay to yourself the sums you advanced
from your trust-fund of $2000 without calling in the N.Y group to repay
you."3 Orage predicted that many people from New York would have al-
ready made plans to go to France, but Orage said he was demanding assur-
ance from the Prieur6 that they would be admitted, recalling his bitterness
when his good friend, Daly King, was refused admittance at the front gate
the summer before, while Orage himself was on the premises.a

The warning came too late by all appearances, since Toomer had al-
ready responded to a letter from Olga de Hartmann earlier in the month
which had asked: "Is there any possibility of sending us any money?" after
describing Grudjieff's problem concentrating on his writing with money
worries in his head. "Cable money to Barclay's," she pleads, "plcase raise
something for a poor beggar!" Jean did so, and received a note from Olga a
few days later saying that Gurdjieff was happy with Jean's letter and with
the money he had raised. She quipped that Gurdjieff said: "Now Mr.
Toomer already does things a half hour earlier and not a half hour later, as
before," and concluded with a request that further money be sent in her
name to Lloyds in Paris.5

In early April, Ethel Merston, now house manager as well as guardian
of the children at the Prieur6, added her thanks to Toomer for $150 at the
"right psychological moment" and "Mr. G was delighted." She continued:

2 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 205.
I Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
a C. Daly King, The Oragean Zerslon (Ncw York: Privatc Printing, 1951), p
5 Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
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"l told Mr. Gurdjieffyour plan of preparing the groups first with the ideas
and then only reading the booh and he said 'very good, necessary so!"'
Then, reminding him of her role as head of the American pupils, she re-
called the rules for new pupils to follow at the Prieur6: 'You know-rules
about hours and going out without first asking permission or not allowed
to receive friends----etc., etc.6 In other words anyone who comes must ex-
pect nothing from Mr. Gurdjieffand must be ready to join in the work of
the place. 

'Warn 
everyone won't you-paint it worse than it is because then

all the oddmena (like lack of hygiene and flies!!) which one can't paint in
detail won't come as such a shock. . . . Terms $10 a week ifwilling to share
any kind of room-otherwise $15 and upwards for single and better
rooms." She asked for a list of those intending to enroll, and rooms re-
quired, and noted that the same had been asked of Orage. "Anyone very
specially rich to be nursed; Mark too, will you?!" To help him, Merston
listed prospective donors in Chicago, adding after one name that she her-
self wasJewish, then repeated the plea: "Can't you find someone interest-
ed 'uquocut' (= eedjot!) who would plank down a couple of thousand
dollars to give Mr. Gurdjieffthe necessary freedom for the writing?"7

In March, the Sunwise Tirrn bookshop was bought out by Doubleday,
and Jessie sold her share, terminating her New York career. That spring,
Frank Lloyd S7right came to NewYork to talk with Orage about the Gurd-
jieff work. He was living at Thliesin East, in Spring Green, WI with Olgi-
vanna Hinzenberg, and was interested in Jean's Chicago goup.8 Wright
wanted to know from Orage more about Toomer and the Gurdiieffwork.
Orage took him, with E. E. Cummings andJohn Dos Passos, to a demon-
stration of the dances by his group. Orage himself, however, was changing
direction in his own teaching at rhis fime, adding to his talls on Gurdjieff
a series of"Psychological Exercises," a project that he had worked on even
before his involvement with Gurdjieff It consisted of mental exercises
that called upon logic, mathematics and sparial perception (Psychologkat
Exereises was first published in NewYork in 1930). When Gurdjieffheard
this, he was furious, not only because of the departure from his own
method, but because he feared that Orage would alienate a New york
group that was still the major source of the funds that maintained the In-

" Nikolai de Stjcrnvall rccalls that all thc doors ofthc Pricur6, except the front door,
wcrc kept locked at night. A condition scvcral complaincd of was that the writers of
incoming mail had to bc idcntificd on a pad by the postal box, and outgoing mail had
to be deposited in thc samc box for collcction.
7 Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
* Their daughter, Iovanna, taught thc danccs in thc Chicago arca after Gurdjieff,s
dcath.
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stitute. orage had no such intentions, for his interest in Gurdiieff re-
mained not so much with practical exercises such as the dances, but with
the book that he was sure contained the code to secret knowledge that
Gurdjieff possessed.

Sometime in February or March, Edith and Jean had broken up. The
cause is not clear, though she may have thought thatJean's charm was too
easily spread abroad. She was also sensitive toJean's possessiveness. My sis-
ter told me after our mother's death that Edith had wanted a child and
thoughtJean couldn'r give her one. At any rate, in early April, Jean was al-
ready involved in an affair with Clare Mclure, one of his Chicago group,e
and Edith was recoiling from a brief and intense lesbian affair.m In April, she
returned to France and settled in Paris at 1 rue Git-le-coeur on the euai
Augustin overlooking Notre Dame, in an apartment owned by Alice
Delamar. Gurdjieffhad foreseen that the summer of 7927 would be crucial
for the continuation of the Institute, and he ordered Edith to play hostess
for the Americans he expected to arrive from Orage's Newyork group and
Toomer's Chicago goup. H. had her buy an automobile that would be
worthy of her new assignment, saying that he would contribute to the cost.

In April, Orage told Jean that de Harrmann had promised that all
American visitors would be welcomed, and commented laconically that
"theywill, in fact, be G's sole support until we are in harness again." Then
he chidedJean again for sending advance money to Gurdjieff; ;I rtill think
you should have resisted the appeal. . . . After all, $100b a month is not
starvation. . . ." A few days later, orage sentJean the last section of the first
book of "Beelzebub," with the comment that ,,you or I will have much to
do at the Prieur6 perhaps,-you rather than I.,, A week later, he wrote lean
of his own frustration at Gurdjieff's withholding the secrer code for un-
derstanding the book, saying: "l hope you will spend some weeks with G
as I did & do better than I in extracting light from his darkness." A third
note followed fast to remark that the NewYork group had just sent Gurd-
jieff $2500 through him: "Now you see why I urged you ne! to send be-
fore." Obviously, Orage felt thatJean's eagerness to please Gurdjieffwas
causing undue competition with the New York group's funding.lt

Jean was relieved when Gorham Munson wrote him to announce
that, at the time when his term as treasurer for the New york Gurdjieff
fund had come to an end, "Mr. Gurdjieff ha[d] been paid in full anithe

e C. E. Kerman and Richard Eldridgc, The Liyes oJJean Toomer (Baton Rouge, LA:
Louisiana State Univcrsiry 1987), p. 183.
r0 Among her papcrs is a long lovc lcttcr from "S," which may stand for Solita Solano.
She refers to Edith's fceling of loss, particularly of hcr mothcr.
rr Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 206.

TnE DascrNr: Fnou Gunolmnr + ln

enclosed cheque for five hundred and fifty dollars represents the balance
on hand that is applied to the group's indebtedness to you for your ad-
vance from the book fund. The unpaid balance of five hundred dollars is
distributed in pledges."12 V/ith the Luhan funds now fully accounted for,
Jean must have sighed with relief as he made his plans to go to the Prieur6.

ByJune, pupils fromJean's Chicago group began showing up in New
York on their way to the Prieur6, butJean was hesitating whether or not to
join them. They all arrived in NewYork withJean's letters of recommen-
dation and requests to Orage to arrange their reception in France. Though
Gurdjieff had looked forward to the summer of 1927 as a crucial period for
expanding the American presence and contributions, Orage disapproved
of the general tendenry among his own pupils, as well as amongJean,s, to
go to the "source" at the Prieur6. He told Jean that he asked his own pu-
pils: 'T/hy go to Tibet?" It wasn't that he worried about losing students to
the Master, but he regretted having them go to Gurdjeffjust out of curios-
ity, rather than for further instruction they really did not need.13

That summer, a group of young college students-including payson
Loomis, Philip Lasell, Nick Putnam, and Lincoln Kirstein-spent time at
the Prieur6, but none enrolled immediately as regular pupils-1a Edith be-
came good friends with all of them. Jean arrived in France in Tuly and,
quite suddenly three weeks larer, Orage decided he should go toG-,; if the

12 Toomer Collcction, Box 6, Foldcr 187.
13 

James Webb, The Harmonious Cirde : The Liues and Works of C.L Gurdjief, p D. Ous_
pensky and rheir Followers (London: Thamcs and Hudson, 1980), p. 312, labels this for-
mula "oragc's fallacy." I agrcc. ln his Life is Real, Gurdjicff writcs that on 6 Novcmber
1927'he was rcady to dic happily, but his writings to thosc "who did not know mc
personally could undcrstand absolutcly nothing" forcc a caregorical decision ..to mo-
bilize all the capacitics and possibilitics in my common prcsence to discover some
possible means of satisfactorily crncrging frorn such a situation" (New york: Dutton
for Tiiangle Edition, 1975), p.33. That is, hc had to find a way ro have his book em-
body his person, for Gurdjieff was thc only onc who could teach his own systcm. In
fact, the man tads thc systcm. No matter how much Ouspenslry, Orage, or Toomer
deferred to the "master," thcir own personalitics, if not their own thoughts, were so
distinct from his that thcir instruction lackcd thc forcc and cfficacy of iti source. on
the other hand, to many, Gurdjicf[, thc man, ovcrwhclmcd his ideas.
'' Lincoln Kirstcin, who dicd in 1996, rcportcd in his autobiography, Moslar (Ncw
York: Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 

'1994), 
thrt his group were thc only anglophones therc

that summcr, with thc cxccption of Mctz. Nick, payson, and philip, according to my
mother, had bccn at Hotchkiss togcthcr, Nick and philip rcmained in the work until
Gurdjieff's death and, according to Nick, Gurdjiefthad assigncd him the task of cur-
ing Philip's drug habit. Philip marricd Edith Taylor in 1958. In conversation in the last
ycars of his life, Lincoln said that thc thrcc mcn whowcrc thc grcatcst influencc in hrs
liG werc Gurdjicf{ Balanchinc and Nick Putnam.
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conditions are right," he wrote to Toomer. The news he was getting from
the Prieur6 about the slow progress of the book was disturbing him, and
although the conditions were not right-Gurdjieff was not saying he
would pay special attention to Orage's concerns-he decided to go any-
way, foreseeing that, once married to Jessie, he would have to give up his
group to concentrate on his marriage while finishing up Gurdjieff's book
Orage left on the 17th for England where, on 9 September,1927, the di-
vorce decree became final. Without going on to Fontainebleau, after barely
tlvo weeks abroad, Orage hurried back to New York where he and Jessre
were married on the 24th. For the moment, he shelved all plans to return
to the Prieur6.ls

Meanwhile, Edith was waiting in vain for Orage at the Prieur6, yearn-
ing for some moral support in her uncomfortable situation with Gurdjieffl
who seemed to have appropriated her for some design. Jean largely ig-
nored her that summer, since he was still embroiled in an affair with Clare
Mclure,16 but Gurdjiefl in turn, was ignoringJean in anger over his amo-
rous affairs at the Prieur6. Finally, after hearing that Orage had gone
straight back to New York from London, Edith left, unable to bear the
company of Gurdjieff alone. She took a temporary job in New York Ciry
with Buckwalter & Co. as a decorator, but came down with pneumonia a
few weeks later, in October. Jean was back in town at that time and tried
repeatedly to get together with her, perhaps as some sort of ploy to escape
from Clare, but from her sickbed, Edith replied that she preferred to be
left alone. The truth is, however, she had fallen in love wrth her doctor.
On 13 October, she was well enough to go with the Orages to Rita Romil-
ly's send-off party for Paul Robeson [en route to the Soviet Union]. Jacob
Epstein, and Muriel Draper were also there, but the highlight of the
evening was Robeson's singrng.

Toomer went back to Chicago and began sending pupils on to Orage
with the expectation that they would continue on to Fontainebleau.rT Or-
age thought the exodus from Chicago and New York was unnecessary and
told Toomer so, but he was having his own problems with Gurdjieff In
late October, he received an urgent letter from Mme de Hartmann re-

'5 lnexplicably, C. S. Nott, in hisJournty Through This WorM (London: Routledge &
Kegan Paul, 1969), dcscribcs Oragc at the Pricur6 that summer, adding that Gurdjieff
was furious when Oragc prcparcd to lcavc (pp. 118, 121-122).
16 Kerman and Eldridgc, The Liues ofJean Tbomer, p. 183.
17 

Jean sentJeremy Lanc from Chicago through NewYork to study Gurdjieff's musrc
with Hartmann, and wrotc Gurdjicff that Lanc was an cmotional case: "Give him a
task." Others sent to Gurdjicfffrorn Chicago that fall included the poet Mark Tirrby-
fill and Walter Lang, thc youngesr mcmbcr of thc Chicago group.
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questing an instant return to the Institute. Gurdjieff was having serious

doubts about the progress of the book and the money needed to support

him until its conclusion. Jessie balked at the idea of going with the hus-

band she had endured without for so long. 'T/hat is to haPpen now?" she

wrote in her diary and then, "[V/e] had a long argument concerning a re-

turn to the institute in two months." Three days later, they argued again
from one to six in the morning. Edith was a faithful confident, but, finding
it impossible to loosen her doctor from his unhappy marriage, she was

making her own plans to return to the Prieur6 for the summer. News

from Gurdjieff stressed that only a more successful fund-raising in 1928
could save the chiteau and allow him to finish the book. The "first series"
was finished, but it still needed Orage's editing, and Gurdjieffhad plans to
use Edith to solicit funds from her Paris connections.

On 29 November, Miss Merston, now housekeeper at the Prieur6, ar-
rived on the Mauretania from France to bring manuscripts to edit and to
press for Orage's immediate return.18 After a visit with Waldo Frank, who
was entertaining Ford Madox Ford, the Orages sailed on New Year's Eve
for France on the Mauretania, and arrived at Cherbourg on 6 January
1928. Edith, who had sailed a week earlier, met the boat train in Paris,
where they all spent the night, before driving to the Prieur6 the next day in
her Delage. Edith was running from the disappointment of her affair with
a married man who was willing to stay separated from his wife, but unwill-
ing to marry again. In her lrrlnerable mood, she accepted Gurdjieff's per-
sonal attentions, which many of the residents took as a sign that Gurdjieff
had personal designs on her.

Jessie found herself vulnerable as well when Gurdjieff kissed her in
welcome, and told her that half of her [the Orage halfl belonged to him
now. The next morning, Gurdjieff invited all three to the Cafb Henri II,
where he passed out portions of the last chapter that they were to read and
comment upon. The next day, Edith drove Gurdjieff and the Orages to
Paris, where they metJane Heap at the Cafb de la Paix to discuss the chap-
ter. Orage and Edith were guarded, but Jessie came right out and said she
thought it was thoroughly bad, to which Gurdjieff replied that he pitied
her. On the 13th, the Russian NewYear and his birthday, Gurdjieff gave a
formal dinner for over slxty guests in the main salon at the Prieur6. He or-
dered Edith and Jessie to organize the children's party for the next after-
noon.

rt Miss Merston was thc carly l-rousckccpcr, or adrninistrator, of the Prieur6, succeed-

ed later by Miss Gordon, thc "old English spinstcr," as she was known. Miss Merston

was severe with thc children. Hcr namc clicitcd lcar in me. Oncc, in a rage at the an-

tics of Nikolai and Michcl, shc ticd thcm to a trcc for an aftcrnoon.
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Auto trips followed in rapid succession. On 17 Jtnuary Edith drove
Gurdjieffand the Orages to Rouen for a three-day visit that was marred by
an argument benreen Jessie and Orage which Edith did her best ro quiet.
On22January the same group went offto Auxerre, Autun, Bourg, Belle-
garde, the Col de la Faucille (where they lunched), and then on ro Geneva.

Jessie wrote in her diary that night that "Edith wouldn't come to G's room
[where music and readings were performed], because at lunch that was a
picnic, he blew up about Americans, their filthy money, etc. etc, and at
dinner he told her he meant it for her. He was superb during the outburst.
I sat near him and stared. His eyes were never angry, obviously he was
playrng a role. Afterwards he came up to me and said he was sorry but he
had drunk too much. I said,'Don't apologrse, you were delightful."'Jessie
could admire Gurdjieff's role-playing with her best friend, but she was
soon to be the victim herself of a more sinister scenario.

Gurdjieffwas obsessed with movement. One of Edith's fragmentary
notes mentions a trip at this time to Vichy: "after dinner, a Belge, Orage,
Olga [de Hartmann], transfer of money from stranger to Gurdjieff, name
finding [Gurdjieff's game of finding the appropriate nickname for a new
pupil]. To Chamonix Nick [Putnam] and his cigar,Jeanne de Salzmann,
Chartreuse used as anti-freeze."1e

Another trip right away to Rouen, then Rennes, Chartres, and Or-
l6ans. Gurdjieffwas clearly agitated. On the one hand, he wanted Orage to
stay with him until the book was shaped into final form, while Jean
Toomer administered the New York group as Gurdjieff's agent, at the
same time directing his own Chicago group. Then he discovered that
Edith was pregnant wtth his child. A few days later, the same group was off
again, this time to Cannes, via Vichy, where G had a particular liking for
the waters. They drove by the Route du Napol6on over the mountains
south of Grenoble, past Castellone, down to Cannes where Edith, Jessie,
and Orage went to the Casino, leaving Gurdjieffdrinking on the teriace of
the hotel. At Nice, Gurdjieff had given each of the group 100 francs to play
in the casino and, although Edith and Jessie lost their money, Orage was
happy with the 150 francs he won. That evening, Jessie wrore in her diary
"as we left the dining room I heard an English woman say ,it's too good to
be true,' and Edith said that the night before she heard someone remark
fue those people ever going?'An amusing situation to be in. I can remem-
ber saying things like that myself G's loud talk about shit, etc. and eating
with his hands-are not appreciated, it seems."r

le Edith tylor papers.
il 

Jessie Orege Diary, 1928.
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They drove back across the Massif Central, stopping at Thiers and
Vichy again, where Edith argued with Gurdjieff and left the dinner table,
sulking. Meanwhile, Jessie was feeling more and more uncomfortable
with Orage's deference to whatever Gurdjieff decided to do with him. On
the 19th, Jessie wrote: "I told G we were leaving next week. The atmo-
sphere is sticky. Edith left for Paris perhaps never to return because G
called her a harmful idiot." To make matters worse, back at the Prieur6,

Jessie had a falling out with Mme de Hartmann over Gurdjieff's orders to
all of them to plant melons in boxes about his room. Gurdjieff bragged
that he expected to make thousands of francs from selling melons.

The final gesture thatJessie never forgot or forgave came in G's Paris
apartment on 27 February when "G took occasion at the table of telling
me that I am squirming idiot, candidate for a harmful one, and if I kept O,
his super-idiot, from being one of his inner circle because there must be
one of each kind around him-the god of gods, then I would burn in Hell.
I was so angry inside that I could scarcely breathe, but I looked him
straight in the eye all through it and smiled."2r The incident gave the Or-
ages much to ponder. Jessie wrote the next day that she had "spent a very
troubled night wondering about things. G seems to have challenged me as
to that one of us shall have O. He is the biggest fool alive if he thinks he
can make me do something by those methods. Also, I am sorry to leave
with the feeling I have abolt Li- .ro-. Yesterday I felt very friindly and
quite sorry to leave him-now, I hope I never see him again. Spent the
morning talking with O about the situation. G is finished for me inside
absolutely and I am very sorry about it. I felt I wouldn't possibly go and eat
at his flat. I never want to see him again. Finally I made myself go with O
to the CafiS de la Paix. I had to finish out the two months even though ir
seemed impossible and then for O's sake I must. Edith joined us there and
we stayed only thirty minutes. V/e had dinner at G's flat and it was an or-
deal. Finally we said goodbye and got away. He would have kissed me but I
drew away and his last words were 'bring a little one back with you next
time."'n

The Orages sailed from Cherbourg on 29 February and arrived in
New York on 6 March, just in time to catch the evening performance of
Gershwin's Porgy and Bess, starring Paul Robeson. In the days following,

2r 
Jamcs Webb, Harmoni.ous Circle, p. 363, who must havc secn Jcssie's diaries, gives

the date herc as 28 Fcbruary and garblcs thc thrcat into: "Ifyou kcep my super-idiot
from coming back to mc you burn in boiling oil." Hc also mcntions the caviar inci-
dent. James Moorc, Curdjief: The Anatomy of Myth, (Rochkport, MA: Elcment, 199'-,,
p.223, cites mid-January 1928 as thc momcnt Oragc lcft thc Pricur6, never to return.
2Jessic Oragc Diary 1928.
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they spent a good deal of time wrth Zona Gale and Muriel Draper. Payson
Loomis arrived with news from the Prieur6 in late April to say things were
going very badly there.E Many people were leaving, particularly those who
had earlier been members of Orage's New York group. Orage decided to
get as far away as possible to scan the chances of setting up goups for
himself on the West Coast. He also had on his mind a message Gurdjieff
had sent over with Loomis suggesting that Orage profit from Toomer's
contacts with Mabel Dodge Luhan to find out if she was still willing to
contribute money and her home to the Institute. Orage kept this from
Jessie and, before leaving for California, wrote Edith on 4 May, from 28
East 28th Street, to her Paris address on the Rue de Grenelle:

Dearest Edith, Thanks for your cable about Peggy [Matthews]
and she certainly seemed highly pleased by whatever had oc-
curred and is bent on returning to the Prieur6 in June. I did not
see her alone and have no other impressions than these. At any
rate, she is all right. Mann is quiet and, in fact, also speahng of
returning; she apparently doesn't guess how eager the French
will be to see her. MC [Mclure] has not turned up yet, but I've
written Toomer to be prepared with cold water, and he tells me
he has the hose ready. A letter from her gave him a warning, he
says.2a

Mme H. [de Hartmann] wrote me a few weels after my re-
turn here with the usual request. I replied that I'd given my share
in anticipation, and could not send more. Over and above the
$1000 I took from here, I gave Mme. H. $3000 benryeen my arriv-
al and departure and . . . told her that it was anticipatory. In my
note I also said that my two former drawing-cards were now
played out. G. was no longer ill, and the book [All and Euerything]
was now completed. Also, as I had no new chapters I couldn't
"draw" any more on the book-reading. I've had no reply, and I'm
wondering if any reached your ears. I'm really interested to know
what the Prieur6 will do. The American visitors tlrirll not be manv;
and unless your fund is freer or S [Israel Solon] has

a 
Jessie mentions Loomis's arrival, but Loomis was carrying thc rcport of Edith, with

whom he had become good fricnds that winter. At thc timc, Edith was feeling the first
physical and moral pressurc of carrying Gurdjicff's chitd, probably thc last he fa-
thered.
2a claire Edgar Mclurc wrotc Jcan a scrics of passionatc lovc letters betrryeen 192g
and 1930 that embarrasscd him. Hc did his bcst to rcstrain hcr, cven to the point of
ordering her not to scc him (Toomcr Collcction, Box 5)
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means, I don't clearly see what is to be done. Anyhow, it will be
something; andl do hope you will keep me informed. Ifyou reply
to this, don't refer to the $3000 I gave Mme H. Jessie doesn't
know and there is no reason to tell her now. She has been in bed
with a grippe for a couple of week but is up today. We still plan
to go to California in June-by car; and I am still uncertain
whether we shall stay there for the winter. I'm leaving NewYork
in such a way as to be free to return or not. I've been taking En-
glish Literature classes again this spring; and they are lots offun
and profit. Fanry $250 a lecture! And no complaint that they
ought to be free! I wish I could have a class six nights a week for
three months and loaf the rest of the year. How are you, Edith
andJean?5 fue you staying the summer, going to M [word indis-
tinct], or what? I should love to see you again before putting
5000 more miles berween us. Also I feel sad with you left alone to
carry the Prieur6!

Yours affectionately,

AIIO26

Some time before she received this letter, Edith confronted Gurdjieff to
ask him to assume some responsibiliry for his child in her womb, but he
passed off the news with a wry smile and hardly a murmur. Of this inci-
dent, Gurdjieff wrote a few years later: "On this name day of mine [23
April], because of a certain action toward me on the part of one of the peo-
ple near me, I decided to realize the following: "In the furure, under the
pretext of different worthy reasons, to remove from my eyesight all those
who by this or that make my life uncomfortable."n

Edith felt Gurdjieff's "worthy reasons," but needed direction and in-
sisted stubbornly that he assume some sort of paternal responsibility. She
could only register her frustration at Gurdjieff's reaction, not only to her
condition, but to his scolding her for defending Orage's and Toomer's in-
sufhcient fund-raising. To make his point, he released her from some of
her more arduous physical tasla so that she could use her charms and con-
tacts to raise money. He asked her to leave the Prieurd and contact friends
in Paris like Gertrude Stein, Kiki Vanderbilt, Alice Delamar. and Natalie

b I don't know of any othcr "Jcan" that Oragc could bc referring to. He may have
made a simple Frcudian slip.
% Edith Taylor papers.
t Gurdjieff, Llfe k ReaI, p. 45.
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Barney for "double 0 donations." When Edith came up with nothing there,
he sent her to see Lady Rothermere in Fribourg, Switzerland.

All this she wrote to Orage, who was doing his best for Gurdjieff in
NewYork Jean wrote from Chicago that Ethel Merston had wntten him
for money, and acknowledged $250 sent, but reminded Orage that funds
were very low because the New York group had canceled their plans to
send $1000 per month. Orage wrote back that "G has called for $10,000.
Can you give? This is SOS. You'd be useful at Prieur6 if book decided to
be printed in English, when do we meet?"28

Two days later, Orage replied to Edith's description of conditions at
the Prieur6:

"I'm so grateful for your letter, Edith. What would I do without
you! However, it does seem that for the present you have done all
that is possible. On getting G's cable re raising $10,000 here
within three months, I did set to work, though not with much
enthusiasm; and, marvellous to say, I got the money guaranteed
in a couple of days, and called G to that effect.Jessie-as usual-
knows nothing of this, though I shall probably tell her while we
are on the trip and when she can do no harm. She is really at such
odds with the Institute that she loses her head when money's
mentioned in connection wrth it-and that is not very rarely! In
addition to this guaranteed $10,000 (that, by the way, the people
can well afford and are really enthusiastic about sending), the
N.Y. group in honour of my leaving N.Y sent G $1,000; so that
what with this and what with that, I'm leaving for California
without a scratch on my conscience. I've written Mme. H that I
shall probably be in California until Xmas; and that she is not to
expect anything from me until, at the earliest, in the New Year.
I'm reckoning that something must happen at the Prieur6 this
summer. The $10,000 is, of course, just old debt; and I don't see
enough visitors in sight to keep the Prieur6 in bread. With you
and me both exhausted, and no other millionaires at hand, surely
G must do something novel. At any rate, I am at peace about it,
and so too, can you be, Edith. Of course I don't altogether agree
with your judgment-if it is final, that I doubt-that G is only a
charlaan, or that that element ounveighs or even affects the real
factor in him. Ten million people may say the book [,41] and Eu-
erythingl is nonsense; but I shall still say, because I cannot do oth-

a Toomer Collection, Box, Foldcr 205

erwise, that it is the profoundest, most illuminating book that I
have ever seen or can imagine. My only disgust with it, in fact, is
not that nobody can understand it, but that ! cannot; and I get so
angry and desperate about it,just because I fail to grasp it, and G
seems quite maliciously to have made it not diflicult but impossi-
ble to understand. And what is worse, I cannot see him giving mQ
any clues, except at a price I am not prepared to pay merely for
the off-chance. I'm really very unhappily placed about it; and my
only consolation is that I have done my best, and the rest I must
leave. We'll see what G does next, but I think I can say that I'll
not be at the institute again until G promises to make it really
worth mywhile.

Affectionatelv.

Orage2e
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Orage had been taking driving lessons and, onJune 15, he andJessie drove
south through Washington, on to Charlottesville, VA and Sparta, GA" then
west to Greenwille and Nashville, straight on to Forth Worth, Fort Sum-
ner, and Santa Fe, where, at the end ofJune, they paused for a few weels
in a house Betty Hare had found for them. Throughout July, Orage and

Jessie visited pueblos-Santo Domingo (that Jessie found unfriendly),
Zia, and Thos (to stay wrth Tony and Mabel Dodge Luhan), where they
found a letter from Edith that spoke of an urgent financial crisis and the
defection of some pupils. Orage wrote back to Edith from Thos on 14July
in a long letter describing his trip west with Jessie, their stay with Mabel,
and their plans to leave in a few days for the Grand Canyon, Los Angeles,
and then San Francisco to teach the Method. After inviting Edith to join

them there, the letter continued:

Edithl In your last but one letter, after your mission to Lady R

[Lady Rothermere], you were fed up with the Prieur6; and I half
expected your immediate return to America! But now you appear
to be back therel Perhaps I'm glad, because I am exceedingly con-

, Edith Thylor papcrs. At onc timc or anothcr, G had said to my mother that Orage "not

like Toomer. Fle want lcarn from me what only ^I know, but Toomer want learn from mc

what only he already know but Forgct." To his dying day Oragc felt that Gurdjieff pos-

sessed a secrct knowledge of thc cosmos and of man's being. He finally succumbed to the

despairing thought that Gurdjieffwas purposcly kccping it from him, as a sort ofcarrot to

cntice Orage's continucd scrvice. lt must bc said that fcw could rcad Gurdjieffas well as

Orage, who perhaps saw signs in tl-rc book of his sccrct knowlcdge that othcrs could not.
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cerned with and about the whole place and person; but I'd like to
know what happened between your two letters to change your
mind. But probably you can't say . . . it is all too complex to be
formulated? That I understand, because so often it is my own
state. Merston writes that she was with you all in Geneva, and
now she intends to live in Paris; but her letter is dated earlv in
May and I have only just got it. Probably she too is back at the
Prieur6 now! And where is Rita [Romilly]? She wrote one very
intriguing letter after her first supper with G, and since then I
have heard nothing. As for Stanley S [Spiedelberg], he is, of
course, much too busy to write, and I excuse him-but; all the
same, I feel arnful gaps in my information! Well, with such as I
have, my conclusion is for the present as follows; The crisis re
Thompson [who held an outsranding debt on rhe prieur6] has
been got over, but the propects for the permanent maintenance
of the Prieur6 are exrremely black, not to say quite hopeless. By
September at latesr G will find himself forced to make a new
move of some kind, either to glve up the Prieur6 altogether or to
start something new there that shall be of a character to inspire
fresh material support. One of these two things seems to me to
be imminent in the absence of a miraculous draught of fishes.
And I don't see what I can do about it one way or the other. I'm
not disposed or able to maintain my former subscriptions to the
Prieur6 in the present circumstances; and I cannot forecast G's
next_move or my own reaction to it. So, altogether, I feel very
much up in the air and anything but clear as to my own way. In
fact, I'm really just filling in time, in hopes that something will
emerge to make a decision possible. Theoretically, I,m even pre_
pared to return to the Prieur6-but the ',call,, would have to be
remarkably clear! Meanwhile we are bound, as you know for San
Francisco.30

At the end ofJuly, the orages drove wesr again through Flagstaff to the
Grand canyon, down to Phoenix and westward past yuma to San Dieg'
on August 2. Ten days later, they found a cotrage ro rent for two weeks ln
carmel, giving them time to meet and talkwith Lincoln steffens and Rob-
insonJeffers. At the end of August, they took a flat in San Francisco, and
Orage profited from his contacts with writers to gather a group. From
there, Orage wrote Edith: "I'm intrigued to know that G io.rtirru., ,o

a Edith tylor papcrs.
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spend money liberally. My suspicion is that he is spending the $10,000 col-

lected here for the repayment of Thompsonl Well, that's his affair-but a

new'crisis'will be again available-but, after all, who knows? I know that,

short of a miracle, I personally shall not be able to send a penny The sum-

mer has been a dead loss financially; and what with a new apartment etc
my resources at best will be insufhcient. So I shall watch the Prieur6's

budget with a good conscience and some amusement."31 The next day,

Jessie noted in her diary: 'A letter from Stanley [Nott] came this morning
that upset us very much. It contained the news that E. T. was expecting a
bab."32

Edith wrote news of her pregnancy toJean, but he replied with a curt
statement that the fact was of little interest to him at this time. He proba-

bly felt hurt and deceived by both Edith and Gurdjieff From Fred Leight-
on's reponse to Jean's announcement in August of Edith's pregnanry, it
seems that Edith had put some blame on Jean for her falling into Gurdji-
eff's bed: "I was glad to have your reaction to Edith Thylor's letter," he
wrote. "I think it reveals a disappointing shallowness and spiteness of spirit
and I do not think you have any cause of concern about the effects of her
talk."33 With neither Jean's moral support nor Orage's physical presence to
strengthen her, Edith tried to get Gurdjieff to take some sort of responsi-
bility for her state. V/hether she asked him to marry her I cannot say, but
he was in his late fifties and not inclined to marry anyone at this point in
his life. He suggested that she marry Caesar Zwaska, Margaret Anderson's
assistant atthe Little Reuiew, who had accompanied her to the Institute two
years earlier and stayed on. Caesar, Caucasian in origin, was tall, muscular,
with straight dark hair and dark complexion. His father had immigrated to
Chicago at the tum of the century where Caesar was born, probably in
1902, and grew up. There he joined the editori al staff of The Little Reuiew,
and wrote brief essays for it. \Vhen he arrived in Prieur6, however, he de-
cided to turn his life over to Gurdjieff Although Gurdjieff used him as a
hand)rman and excluded him from most of the formal rituals of the Instr-
tute, Caesar was devoted to the "worh" and did whatever Gurdiieff asked

31 Edith Thylor papers.
32 

Jessie Orage Diary 1928.
13 Toomer Collection, Box 4, Foldcr 138. Margot Latimer (Toomer) had once cnter-

tained the idea that hcr father was also Pctcy's. Undoubtcdly, Edith had approached

Jean for some sort of support for hcr situation as a mothcr, but it is doubtful that he

fathered her child. Someone in thc Gurdjicff group once suggested to mc that Gurdji-

cff was the father of Argic! ln carly 1933, Jcssmin Howarth wrote to Toomer saying

that "l was given to undcrstand at thc last New Ycar (1932) thzt G. was expecting a
'normal child from a normal mothcr"' (Toomcr Collcction, Box 3), but I know of no

Gurdjieffoffspring born this latc in his lifc.
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of him. Gurdjieff probably offered some tokens of security if Edith regu-
larized her condition, and I suppose that Edith saw no other recourse.
When Orage heard the news in September, he replied positively: ". . . As
regards marriage, I thint wise; and am pleased wrth you." In response, a
letter a*ived from Edith saying that she was through with Gurdjieff and
orage answered in support of her decision to breakiirith G, adding that he
was leaving San Francisco to lecture in Los Angeles before retuining to
NewYork By now,Jessie Orage was also p..grrr.rt, but under happier"cir_
cumstances.

In early october, the orages met Ansel Adams and oraee sat for a
photographic portrait. A month later, pleased wrth having madelany liter-
ary contacts but frustrated in his failure to assemble enough pupili for a
group, Orage andJessie set off by train for Newyork, stopplnginChicago
to seeJean, who confirmed that Gurdjieffhad announcedplan*s to come to
\9w]ork and Chicago. Orage asked Toomer's reaction, which was guard_
edly favorable. on 13 November, across the Atlantic in Rouen, Editf, bore
a daughter, far enough from the prieur6 not to cause a locar uproar, though
everyone there must have known what was going on. Zwasl<awarn't,,,oith
h.e1 a1d Gurdjieff was too occupied to show ruilbl. appreciation for the
gift of a girl, even though she bore the name he suggested, ,,Evdokia,,, short_
ened to Eve to accord with French name restriitions. Edith called her
"Petey" from the very first, a short form, she told others, of peterkins.y She
confronted Gurdjieff with her baby ten days later, in hopes he wourd give
at least token moral support, but none -r, forth.o-ini, and ,h. l&?.
P..igg-r6 in a rage, not only because of Gurdjieff', -utJi reacrion to her
childbearing, but because of his anger at hei defense of orage,s ..pry-to
Mme de Hartmann that he would nor return unril the future Jrtn. i.i.n-
ingwas made clearer. wigfollmenrioning the birth, she wrore to orage in
NewYork to report Gurdjieff's reaction to his refusal to return immediate-
ly to the Prieur6. orage replied from Gramerry park on 17 December 192g,
mentioning that Rosemary Ngtl yas also expecting a child, and thatJessre
was pregnant and due in April. After reviewing the mood of the Neviyork
group, he gave her his reasons for staying putin newyork:

3a Eudokia (pronounccd 'yevdokia) 
is thc namc of thc bclovcd of thc legendary Byz-

antine hero, Digenes Akritcs. closcr to homc, itwas the namc oflthe sister of one of
Gurdjieff's carly mistrcsses. Zwaska had inheritcd thc rank of baron from his father, a
fact that I learned during thc Second World War, whcn someonc on th. phorr" .rk"d
to speak ro Baroncss Zwaska. My mothcr thcn showcd mc his signct seal, the only
thing besides a heart-shapcd photograph oF hcr with cacsar on thc beach at Biarritz
with my sister that testificd to thcir marriagc. My mothcr divorced him in 193g. She
received a letter from him during thc war whilc hc was serving on the USS seattre
during the Bamle of Coral Sca. She had no furthcr word from him.
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I'm distressed beyond words by G's attitude, even though I un-
derstand the situation from his point of view very well. You are a
darling to stand up for me, Edith; and I'm certain you have more
influence over him than anyone living. My case is quite simple,
as you see. I have to make money for the support of the family,
and it is impossible at the Prieur6 or anywhere within easy reach
of it. So I must stay here where, at least, I can give lectures; and,
at best and by luck, I may conceivably raise some money for the
Prieur6 over and above my own necessities. On the other hand I
do realise the importance of the Book and of its English transla-
tion; but, as to this, I've suggested to G that he should send me
the rough literal text over here and I will work on it like a dog.
He can even, if he likes. send Hartmann over to workwith me-
or even Metz. I wouldn't waste their time. But come over there,
in these circumstances, I cannot, and I will not. It's going to be
difficult however, for you to defend me, Edith dear, because. G
literally will not see any of these things. No matter, however;
things must be as they will be. I'm content to know that I'm do-
ing my best."3s

Edith was trying to do her best as a mother with support from neither her
token husband nor the father of her child. After a while, Gurdjieff invited
her to move into the Prieur6 with Eve, but Edith preferred to rest in Paris.
They argued and, after she left, he sent her an angry letter threatening to
expose her to her friends. She replied at the end of the month with undis-
guised chill:

Monsieur, surely there remains nothing more to be said that you
have not already communicated to me in one form or another,
and although you may wish to continue writing, it does not nec-
essarily imply that I need accept these writings of yours. V/hy
trouble yourself further and so occupy your time?

I suppose that among our "common acquaintances" who are
to receive copies ofyour letter to me, you include Orage; ifthis is
so, I might mention also that he will as well receive a copy of my
reply to that letter; as for others they ar'e of no consequence to
me.

Now then, do I understand I am expected to apologize:
For your beastly behavior and use offoul language?

15 Edith Taylor papers.
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For your complete lack of selGdiscipline?
For your physical abuse my third day out of the hospital?
For your fiendish threats to me and those around me?
For the plans it pleases your vanity to make regardless of what

it may cause me?
Can it be for these you demand an apology?
You endeavor to make one helpless by {irst rendering him

hopeless, and you refuse to credit my feelings as real, that are not
complimentary to your pride, so it is useless for me to go on
dodging. You have admitted I served a purpose for you; I will also
admit that you have served a purpose for me, very well, then, it
seems to me that on this score we are quits, so I can now tell you,
in all seriousness, that I do not intend to be persecuted either by
your letters or by any other means, without creating an obstacle
and not the obstacle you propose, but another that will be ex-
tremelv undesirable. Let this be the end.36

At this time, Orage and Jessie were visiting in Chicago, where things
seemed to be going well for Jean, who was eagerly awaiting Gurdjieff's
planned trip to the United States and Chicago in January The Orages
were back in New York when Gurdjieff arrived on 23 Janaary. That night,
Muriel Draper gave a party in his honor for over a hundred guests. The
next day, Orage took him to talk with Mabel Dodge Luhan, but she was
hesiant now to commit her property in Thos to a branch of the Institute. A
few days later, in introducing the dances to an audience at Carnegie Hall,
Gurdjieffgave a speech of thanks to Orage for seeing him through his fi-
nancial crisis, and then embarassed both Orage and Jessie by saying: "Or-
age wish very much have baby. Now he very pleased. If boy I give him five
books, if girl, nothing."

Orage understood that Gurdjieff was trylng another strategy to
squeeze money out of him and the New York group.tt Orage was willing
to do his best, and he wrote Toomer to come to New York with $5000.
Jean was neither able nor willing to raise the money, and wired Orage a
blunt negative response. On Saint Valentine's Day, Orage wrote Jean again
that Gurdjieff intended to go to Chicago himselfl adding that the "Chicago
group should give $1000 thru you. After all it is you Chicago musr look to."
Instead, Jean came to New York in early March to confer with Gurdjieff

s Edith tylor papers.
37 In the Afterword of All and Euerything, writtcn perhaps a ycar later, Gurdjieffsays
that he came to NewYork at Oragc's insistcncc.
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and Orage. The three of them talked with Mabel and Tony Luhan, but
failed to sway them into lending their ranch in Thos. At the rime, Gurdieff
was thinking seriously of giving up the Prieur6 and moving the Institute to
the United Sarcs, but he needed strong financial support from Orage's
and Toomer's groups. Near the end of March, Jean and Orage consulted
for sx days in a row with Gurdjieff who, disappointed in the failure to se-
cure Taos, finally gotJean to promise to return to the Prieur6 in the com-
ing summer with a good number of pupils. From Orage, he got nothing
but assurances of continued support, since the NewYork group had dwin-
dled in number and he was too cautious to assume that he could raise very
much. After this settlement, Jean returned to Chicago.

As Gurdjieff's stay in New York was extended, he seemed bent on
disturbing the Orage marriage. He announced at one luncheon that Edith
and Jessie were both sterile until he put a powder into their armagnuc
glasses. Then, Rita Romilly circulated the story that Gurdjieff had asked
her to marry him, adding that he didn't marry Edith because she was hav-
ing an affair with Rosemary Nott! Jessie was furious at both stories, but
Edith wasn't around to respond with a story of her own. On 4 March,
Gurdjieff invited the Orages to his farewell supper and, early in the morn-
ing of the 5th, Jessie wrote in her diary: "Orage danced a jig of delight
when we got in because G has gone and he is free again. It has been getting
pretry hard for us both," but she admits that "whether or not one likes or
dislikes G he leaves an empry place." But, he didn't quite leave. The "par-
is" ran aground off Brooklyn, and for two days Orage exchanged calls and
cables with him, before the steamship floated free on 7 Aprll1929.

Not only did the NewYork meerings fail to persuade Mabel and Tony
Luhan to lend Gurdjieff their Thos estate, rhey prompted Mabel to ask
.f can for the return of all the money she had lent him. Jean replied wrth an
;rccount of his 7929 donations to the Prieur6, listing canceled checks for
March totalling $1050 ($150, $850, and $50), and $200 for May. He
summed up: $1050, $500, $850, $150, $200, $245 = $2995. Perhaps he in-
tcnded to make a full accounting to Mabel, but didn't yet. Mabel let the
rnatter ride for the time being.

From Paris, Edith, with a five-month old child in her arms and certarn
that Gurdjieffwas on his way back from his trip on which she had refused
to accompany him, left for the United States to look for some security.
.f can did not volunteer to see her and Jessie had just given birth to her son,
llichard. So Edith stayed mosr of the time with Peggy Matthews in prince-
ton while she investigpted possibilities of living and working in Newyork.
She had no success and in desperation decided to return to the Prieur6 in
August. She had heard thatJean would be there.
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Throughout that spring, Metz was writing Toomer newsy letters
about the renovation of the Prieur6, including the beginning of a swim-
ming pool project (undoubtedly financed by Orage's hard-earned moner,
and other improvements he would see when he arrived. But when Jean
crossed the Atlantic in September, he was more concemed with finding a
publisher in Paris for the fictional account of his passage, titled "Tiansat-
lantic," than in courting Gurdjieff's favor or giving moral support to
Edith. In the journal he kept of that trip, he records a number of frustra-
tions during his stay, first among them the stereotyped black identity that
prospective publishers wanted him to adopt. "The fact of Cane," he wrote,
"once again coming upon me and forcing me to again realize the difficulty
caused by my being associated with the Negro."38 Other immediate prob-
lems included "again the problem of sex," regretting that his "chance af-
fairs" were unsatis$ring. On top of this, he was less than enthusiastically
received at the Prieur6-bringing neither pupils nor money Mme de Salz-
mann told him: "Once you were an eagle. Now you are a sheep."

Nonetheless, Jean continued working his charms on the Prieur6
community. Luba Gurdjieff remembered one time when Jean was telling
stories to a group of youngsters at the Paradou while Gurdjieff and others
were in Paris. After a while, to a captivated audience including Luba and
her sisters, Jean did imitations, mostly with gestures, and challenged the
others to guess who he was mimicking. They recognized Metz's typical
nervous strut around Gurdjieff Hartmann's wringing his hands before
playrng the piano, S{ernvall scratching his head and stroking his beard as
he thought over a problem, and Gurdjieff's directions for the dances. He
concluded with an imitation of someone loohng about as if lost, then
moving hesitantly in one direction or another. His audience seemed puz-
zled, then someone shouted. "C'est toi. c'est toi!" 3e

Edith was there running errands for Gurdjieff most of the summer,
but Jean's amatory attention was captured that season by affectionate let-
ters from Bay Meyers in Toronto. It was at this time that he speculated in
his journal that: "l will be interested to see what effect on my form results
from having a wife and sufficient money" Meanwhile Gurdjieffseemed to
igrore Jean's presence as a tactic to have Jean pay more attention to his
"mission" in the work. fu others as well asJeanne de Salzmann noticed, he
was paying too much attention to himself By the end of October, he was
on his way back to Chicago, where he reorganized his group with Gurdji-

18 Toomer Collection, Box 61, Foldcr 1419. Kcrman and Eldridec have him back in
Fontainebleau in May.
3e Luba couldn't remcmbcr thc datc of this pcrformancc, but shc was trvelve or thir-
teen at the time. She told this story to mc and Mctz in her bistro on Yeoman's Row in

January 1968. Metz confirmcdJcan's antics with thc childrcn.
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cff's blessing, had a brief romance with Emily Otis,4 and began to compile
r collection of aphorisms that he eventually published under the title Es-
santinls.

Frustrated and feeling abandoned, Edith moved back to Paris after
tclling Gurdjieff that she was leaving the Prieur6 for good. Gurdjieffwrote
her there a few days later:

Edithl Now, late at night. Sleep does not come to me. First of all
because during the last few years, it has become habitual for me
at this time of the year to suffer without sleep; and because dur-
ing this present period I am worhng for the last time on one, in
my opinion, serious chapter.

Lying on my bed overwhelmed by every possible hnd of
thought relating to this above-mentioned serious chapter, I sud-
denly remembered, according to the information given me sever-
al days ago by someone, that you will soon leave for America;
And, as I, also, will go from here, this time surely for a long time,
then these two circumstances show without doubt that we, per-
sonally, will never see each other anymore.

I do not know how these facts are cognised by your inner per-
sonaliry but in my inner personaliry after such a constatation
there arises sincere sorrow and anxiety about the future, in re-
gard to the fact that I will often remember and will have remorse,
that inwardly I parted as an enemy from that person who, owing
to one thing in his manifestations concerning me, touched my
soul so deeply, that in me there arose the wish, whatever it might
cost, to make the continuation of his existence completely happy,
but did not succeed only owing to his "inability" to be sincere,
that was required thanks to his abnormal past existence.

No! . . . Edith . . . I cannot continue to write; in me there is
beginning that state, that during recent times has often recurred
and that arises in me evidently from non-human inner exhaus-
tion. Nevertheless, in spite of only this short writing of mine, I
will give it to Metz in the morning to translate and send it to
you,al also sending to you, i propos, one of those things that I

'l{} Kerman and Eldridge, The Liues ofJean Toomer, pp. 185-86.
'rr It is perhaps characteristic of thc man that hc would spcak to my mother more of-
tcn in English, sincc hc had, from thc bcginning, catcgorized her as "American." Actu-
llly, my mother had livcd in Francc sincc 1914 and spokc fluent French. Gurdjieff's
Frcnch, on thc other hand, was as grammatically rough as his English. I have heard
lrirn in rapid succession makc rcmarks in Frcnch, Italian, Grcck, Russian, and Geor-
glan.



140 + Srnoows or HtavEN

brought from America and that I prepared for you for your visit
at Easter; but owing to your recent "putting me in goulash," it
has remained and it seems has already begun to spoil.

Yours affectionately, to whom you first ideally formulated the
expression "fifty-fifty," but this time a whole hundred; this is,
perhaps, because it might be the last.a2

A few days later she accepted Gurdjieffs invitation to meet him at the
Cafii Henri II to say goodbye:

"Miss, you have something to tell me?"
'Yes, as per your instructions I am leaving at twelve o-clock, but

would very much like you to wish me to fleave]."
"I have not so much time, so short, you remember story I told you

about rabbit and camel? I am rabbit, you camel, pulling together the
wagon of life. You can see picture? It is better for you and for me that
I don't see you again; you make me very angry and I angry, very much
hinder. It is better for us. Last time I see you, all night I not sleep, re-
sult next day, very bad. I not wish make you nervous, so not tell you
what inside; I feel, this function verv harmful for me, much better
when I angq' take it and speak, but with you I not speak and so suffer
very much. Must be either I suffer or you suffer, so better my eyes
not see you again. Long time ago I hear what you say you work for G.
You know many times I say how I hate men who take money from
women, like louse I make them feel, so you make me very angry in-
side when you sayyou work to get money for G."

"lWho could have told you I ever made this remark?,'
"That is other question. Last trip when I go to Vichy, I go because

necessary to go, but I go without money in pocket and some time I
go. I tell Madame Hartmann ask Miss T brins 5000 francs. vou know
why I say 5000 no more no less. You ,.-.rib.. one rime'I ask you
how much it would cost to live few days at La Faucille and vou sav
5000 francs, so I tell Madame Harrmann ask vou brine 500O francs.
She telephone me Vichy that I can be quite tranquille,"Miss T bring
money, so I tranquille wait, and you come and when I ask it you, you
make so, so, so and say what you not have but what can find in Vichy.
I told you what I ten times more can find, and so when time for go-
ing, necessay pay. I order bill, go garage, put motorcar in street, but
impossible start, because have no money, so I tell, ,put everything in

4'? Edith tylor papers.
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motorcar.' I go walk and return, and so I go you know where, where
man drink water, I look in faces surrounding people. I find one more
antipathetic than others, He go, I also go. He sit on seat, I sit like poor
simple man and look at him. He take out all money he find in pockets
and put on table, then he go away. I take money, return hotel and we
start, true, true, this idiot he will never remember such power I have,
but not often wish to use, and so we start. I not know ifyou get mon-
ey or not get money. My principle, I not ask second time. Where you
get money I very well know, but enough. Already I lose much time
and you knowwhat it is, my time. You are you, and nobody fault. Our
relationship fortunate or unfortunate, I don't know, accidently receive
it so. You were for me very good, help very much in my work, truth
sometimes you very much help, but now you hinder and much better
you go. Once I gave you my word what I will for you do everything
necessary; and, for me my word is law Madame Hartmann will do
what I advise. You can see her when you wish, even after three
months I can give you how much money you want."

"Goodbye."
"Come back one moment. I wish something more tell you. Order

drink something, I already much time lost, can let work wait while I
wish tell you very great secret."a3

'l"he geat secret is not recorded. Edith left for New York City, where she
;rrrived on 23 September 1,929, went to work briefly for Fred Leighton, a
close friend ofJean's who had set up a NewYork branch of his Chicago
"Ttading Post" for Pueblo and Navajo pottery rugs, clothes, and toys. She
consoled herself with Jessie and Orage, went to readings and participated
in dances directed byJessmin Howarth. Orage was still polishing up the
prose of Gurdjieff's book, about which Jessie wrote in her diary at the end
ofAugusc "Orage tells me he has been depressed for nrro or three weeks at
the insufficiency of his brain because he can't understand G's book. Poor
darling. I wish I believed there was so much in it to understandl"a

A few weeks later, Metz arrived in New York to prepare Gurdjieff's
winter visit.as He didn't extract any promises from Orage, but he wrote
.f can to demand $4000 with Gurdjieff's threat that he would not see him in
NcwYork if this outstanding "dirty quesrion is still not liquidated." Jean
4' Edith Taylor papers.
'r'r 

Jcssie Orage Diary,"\929.
'r'' In thc epiloguc to Our Lfe with Curdjief (London: Penguin, 1,972) Olga de Hart-
rrrrnn says that Gurdjieff camc ar Oragc's insistcncc, but says that Gurdjieffwas in
NcwYork in October (pp. 129, 131).



142 + Srnoows or HenwN

remained silent. If money demands plagued Orage and Jean, tales of Gur-
djieff's treatment of women were botheringJessie and Edith. In Novem-
ber, Ria Romilly told them the story of Doris, an English girl who
committed suicide after Gurdjieff had seduced her. Gurdjieff said to Rita
that the incident is a lesson for those who make trouble for him. "They
will come to bad ends."{

In early December, Edith came down with appendicitis, offering an
occasion to renew her affair with the same doctor who had treated her for
pneumonia three years earlier. Ignorant of those events, Gurdjieff sent her
a note saying he would be in New York before the end of the year and ex-
claimed:

Edithl Finishedl Finished also is my inner "inrentional suflbring" thar
has all the time been for me the principal inspiring factor for the pos-
sible actualization of my work during recent years.aT

fu in several hours, the for me momentous day will arrive when a
new and perhaps last era of my existence will begin, and as you were
also during the last three years by the will of Fate, of course uncon-
sciously, one ofthe sources ofthe engendering ofthe data for the pro-
ceeding in me of this inevitably required inner suffering of mine, I
therefore on the eve of the said era, also remembered you.

And now, with this letter of mine wishing you a Happy Newyear,
I, ) propos, take advantage of the opportunity, first of all to inform
you that you can reckon on that perhaps at the present moment is
even very necessary for you, and namely that in the very near future
you will receive a notification that the remainder of my financial debt
to you has been credited to your account in the bank Morgan & Co.4

And the interest-that I have already long-ago decided and about
that I have already, so to say "logically-hinted" to you last year on that
day when the neck-cross of my last wife was handed you as a gift-
will be her other cross set with a great number of precious jewels and

{ This story circulatcd widcly for a whilc as a sigrr of Gurdjieff,s cruelty. Dushka
Howarth explained to mc that thc suicidc occurrcd much later and was not related dr-
rectly to anything Gurdjicff had donc. Gurdjicff found it unprofitable to deny mis-
truths, but saw reason to shapc them into parablcs rcadable as "truths.,'
a7 Iunderstandtwol inkcdmcaningsof" intcnt ionalsuf fcr ing": f i rs t is thesuf fer ingo[
self-observation duc to an uncxpcctcd outsidc influcncc such as criticism, accident,
business reversal, ctc.; thc sccond is thc suffcring involvcd in a self-imposed discipline
ofwork to perfect oneself, lntcntional suffcring is awarcness that pain is the base of
comfort; that pleasurc is an island within pain; and that dcficicncy and waste surround
pleasure.
{ Gurdjieff's "debt" was $4,300 dollars. Hc dcpositcd $2,000 at this time.
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will be delivered to you at any time at the address you indicate to me
to my new private secretary Fraulein Gopfert, 32'IVielandstr., Char-
lottenburg, Berlin.ae

And secondly, according to the totality of my principles constitut-
ing that individualiry of mine that will soon be considered as ideal for
all contemporary people without exception, I find it necessary to tell
you, so that you should be aware of it, that even now after the lapse of
a sufficiently long time, I cannot forget and cannot help expressing to
you my essence-astonishment concerning that last manifestation of
yours that took place in Rouen in relation to me, that is to a being, in
a certain sense, similar to you.

In my opinion, all the other previous manifestations of you could
still somehow be understood and justified by fully impartial logrc, but
this last manifestation of yours, even taking into consideration the de-
generation of the contemporary American race and the results of ab-
normal education that you have also received, cannot be called
otherwise than "absolutely-non-human."

He who during the process of the whole of his
existence has as yet never forgotten either any
good or any evil done him by people he has met and
with whom he has had dealines.$

Hdith did not pursue whatever implications of this note she could glean.
She felt she had succeeded in talking her current lover into divorcing his
wiG, and she felt comfortable living in Princeton with Peggy Matthews
when she wasn't in New York with the Orages. After Jessie first saw
Hdith's child, she noted in her diary that "Eve is a perfect darling-very
rnuch like Gurdjieff"

Jessie told me forty-five years later that, when she had recounted to
()rage Gurdjieff's outrageous story about the "love philtre" and the way
hc had treated Edith, Orage very patiently explained to her that Gurdjieff
does not conceive of male-female relations in the same way most of the
Western world does. He said that, as far as Gurdjieffwas concerned, wom-
cn are collaborators with men. They nourish men and bear their children,
l)ut no man should put his domestic relations before his work for self-ac-

'r ' ' Louise Geopfe rt [March], arrivcd not long aftcr at thc Prieur6 to take up her duties
tlrat included, Nikolai dc Stjcrnvall told mc, slceping with Gurdjieff There is nothing
rn hcr published recollection to suggcst this, and nothing I knew ofher would suggest
tlrc possibiliry She moved to thc Unitcd States bcfore WWII, married and lived on a
l;rrrn in NewYork Statc.
u' Edith tylor papers.
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tualization. Some women, whose proper roles are collaboratively spiritual
and moral, need not bear and raise children in the interests of men, but
others should do so to provide Earth with more seekers for truth. Jessmin
Howarth and Edith were chosen by Gurdjieff for this role, and pssie to
fulfill hers with Orage. Something had blocked Jessie's and Edith's bodres
from the proper childbearing process. Since they did not realize this and
did not know how to remedy rhe siruation, Gurdjieff worked for them,
not as a potential husband or father in the usual senses of those words, but
as a guide. Edith had made the mistake of demanding husbandly affection
and outward fatherly signs of care. By her demands, she had put into peril
Gurdieff's projects for his children. Jessie just shrugged her shoulders at
this explanation, but Orage insisted that, in this, Gurdjieffwas consistent
with the implications of his teaching.

At the end ofJanuary 1930, Gurdjieff senr word to Newyork that he
would arrive in a few days. Rita told Jessie and Edith rhat she received a
call from G, who "brings you 1000 kilos disillusion, 100 kilos monetary
happiness and 10 pounds of retribution, signed i\mbassador from Hell."'
On the same day, Gurdjieff wired Orage to the effect that,,if all his love
for Gurdjieffhad not been dissipated, he would arrange party and eats for
Friday night, and apple pie after Childs, signed 'Grandson's phenomenal
Grandmother."' On 17 February Jessie wrote in her diary thai G was due
to arrive the next day: "There is no need for diplomary for Orage, as we
are going away in May, and Orage says he douba if he will ever hold
groups'again." Orage promptly contacted Toomer to warn him about im-
minent demands by Gurdjief{ and to assure him of his support.

Muriel Draper and Orage met Gurdjieffat the dock and brought him
to 40th Street, where some sixty-five pupils of orage waited to gr..t him.ut
Meanwhile, Metz wroteJean in chicago on Gurdjieff's beharflo demand
14000: Although Gurdjieff's right side wishes to see him, Metz put it, his
left side refuses to meet Toomer if this outstanding "dirty question is still
not liquidated." on 5 March,Jean replied lightheartedly thai he was trying
to get $4000, and he had Fred Leighton in Chicago looking for it. Jean's
own left side hadn't the time to see Gurdjief{ since it was too busy lo-oking
for "zeros" (Gurdjieff's term for big dollar bills). Metz replied that he en-
joyed the letter, but he said norhing of Gurdjieff's reacrion. On the tBth,
Metz cabled that Gurdjieff intended to go to Chicago, and that Jean
should find two or three rooms near Bohms Dancing School.

Gurdjieffspent several days in Chicago, talkingwithJean and observ-
ing the group at dances and readings. once, fed up wrth-the tastelessness

sl 
James Moorc,Myth, p.235, says thc largc group mct Gurdjicff in Orage,s absence.
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of Chicago food, Gurdjieff asked Jean to take him to an Armenian restau-

r:rnt he had heard of fu he walked in the front door, the proprietor rushed

rrp to him and said, "Come back in the kitchen and I'll serve you. Only

whites can eat out here." Gurdjieff thought this very funny, waved the

rrran off, and sat down. He couldn't be bothered to take such things seri-
ously.52

Though Gurdjieff did not get the money he hoped for, he and Jean
got along well. Gurdjieff flattered Jean by saying: "Toomer, you do not
know how your subconscious is related to me,"s and Metz wrote later
fiom New York: "G said very nice things about your group. He was im-
pressed by their earnestness and general attitude. I'll tell you details when
you arrive."v Jean sayed in Chicago, howeveq and for the rest of that
spring he prepared and conducted his classes with scrupulous care, prom-

ising his pupils that each lecture would be an event.ss
Gurdjieff's visit and his reaction to Jean's groups seems to have been

l skillful ploy to put distance between Toomer and Orage in order to bet-
tcr control both. Perhaps he wanted to alienate each from the oiher,
though I find no direct evidence of it. At any rate, Jean and Orage were
rurshakable in their high regrd for each other. Further, Gurdjieff mis-
judged his Chicago depury for instead of holding closer to Gurdjieff's in-
structions for a new direction in teaching, Toomer took Gurdjieff's
flattery as validatation of a Geling he could swerye away from the Gurdji-
cffian line, much as Orage had done with his psychological exercises in
NewYork. In the spring, he went to consult Orage and observe the exer-
cises in NewYork, but found them too intellectually rigorous and overre-
liant upon logic. Nevertheless, he was impressed by the emotional
clistance Orage was able to maintain from his pupils and, back in Chicago,
lrc assumed the same posture with some success.s

" trr.id.n,"lly, according to All and Eueryking, p. 50, "Darky" was the nickname given

t iurdjieff by his playmatcs in Kars.

"''Ioomer's recollection in a lcttcr to Mmc Ouspcnsky, 18January 1953 (Toomer
( )ollcction, Box 6, Folder 202).
'l ' lbomer 

Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96. James Moorc, Myth, p. 360, says that Toomer

was tcaching the dances bcforc hc kncw thcm himself This observation, probably

trkcn from Fritz Petcrs' vicw of thc Chicago group in 1931-1932, Guriljief Remembered

(l-ondon: Victor Gollancz, 1969), p. 16-21, is uninformed. Toomer had worked hard

withJessmin Howarth, the prcmicre teachcr of the dances in the United States, first

rrr Paris and later with his own group in Chicago. On thc other hand, from all reports,

lc:rn was not a good danccr himsclf,
.'' 'ficomer 

Collection, Box 47, Foldcrs 963-967.
'''' 

Kerman and Eldridgc, The Lives ofJeanTbomer, p. 173-
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On 24 April the Orages had gone with Jean to a parry for the New
York group gven by Blanche Grant.sT Jean Toomer was there from Chica-
go and so was Edith, accompanied by her unmarried doctor friend whom
she introduced to everyone as her fianc6. Jean took her aside and said that
she was making a fool of herself He was right, for two days later she drs-
covered she was pregnant and, when the doctor heard the news, he re-
fused to have anything to do with her until she rid herself of the child.

Jessie talked her out of an abortion. Without telling the docror of her
change of mind, Edith sent him a note sayrng she needed a rest. Then she
sailed for England, where Orage found a place for her to say during her
pregnancy He warned against having a child in France, since all boys born
in France would be automatically French and forced into military service.
The Orages themselves arrived at the end of May and took a house at pe-
tersfield. Edith came from Paris to stay with them and with the Notts
nearby While Orage went to the city to meet with the New Age people in
view of resuming his editing career, Jessie, Rosemary and Edith settled
down to share motherhoods. Edith moved to Hampstead, where Orage
had found a townhouse for her, and she awaited her second child.

Over the summer of 1930, Fred kighton was at the prieur6, from
where he wroteJean in the fall that "G says Chicago is a ball of shit and it's
put him seriously in goloshes lin All and Euerything (p. 163), Gurdjieff
used the expression 'in American galoshes' for being deep in trouble, and
in Meetings (p. 300), 'in deep galosh so high I can see hardly over rhe rim'
describes a financial problem]-not simply because it did not send the
$500 per month but because he says a sum was promised the second
month that never came. [He] seems disinclined to admit publicly it was
Orage's fault and seems ro hint but does not say definitely it was your
fault. At any rate, he says he needs 3000 to make up 18,000 he needed.,,s
Toomer was tired of such demands. He was eager to put more energy into
writing than into fund-raising. He had completed Essentials, Tiansatlantic, a
number of poems and essays, and was working on an autobiography.
When he started his fall program of teaching, he adopted a corresponding-
ly looser attitude with his pupils.se

s7 Gurdjieff; alluding to Blanchc Grant Rosctrc, was latcr to say: ,And I possess such
'inner wealth' that in thc objcctivc scnsc it is worth many timcs more than all the
money that can be imagined by thc human brain, such as, For example, the whole
estate which fell to the so-callcd 'Ncw York fivc-and-tcn hciress" (Life is Real, pp.
s1-52).
$ Toomer Collection, Box 4, Foldcr 138.
5' Kerman and Eldridge, The Liues ofJean Toomer, pp. 189-190.
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When he heard what was going on, Gurdjieffwas furious and, from
NcwYorkwhere he had arrived in mid-November, sent Toomer a demand
in harsh terms:

Perceive and transubstantiate in yourself what I am writing to
you, not like a "half-baked" American, but like a being whose an-
cestors when they became responsible beings, also became at the
same time, possessors of the spiritualized presences of three cen-
tred beings, and not possessor's only exclusively ofthe properties
of the organ Kundabuffer.

First of all, I inform you, that I am still continuing to labour
upon my work, about which you also know a little, with the same
intensity but only with this difference, that I myself already see the
approach of its speedy completion, that is, I think I shall entirely
finish all the books of Beelzebub in from four to six months.

fu you are partly the cause of the fact that I was compelled to
come here to America just now at the period when my personal
presence for the actualizing of my general task is particularly re-
quired there in Europe, that is why I propose also to you to do
everything, even as Nassr Eddin says, "to jump-out-of-your-
skin" in order to assist my speedy return home,o where under
conditions which have become more or less habitual to me, and
which consequently require from no less effort for the ableness
of self-compulsion, I could finish this work, the unprecedented-
ness and the super-arch-magnificence of which on Earth is al-
ready understood by anybody, even by a psychopath who knows
even a half of it.

The fact is that during the last tvvo or three years, owing to the
impossibility for me of writing about such questions and at the
same time of being occupied with oollar business, small debts in
the connection with the Prieur6 have little by little accumulated
to about half a million francs, and the result of all this was that
rwo weeks before my departure, information was received that
on the following day the sheriff would arrive to take possession
and put under seal all the goods and effects ofthe Prieur6 in or-
der to meet the sum total of these debts.

Can you imagne my state when I was told about this! Maybe,
you also know that during these four years, those around me, in

"' Nassr Eddin is a wcll-known lcgendary sagc whose aphorisms are popular where
( iurdjieffgrew up.
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order not to disturb me, and by this not to disturb the productivi-
ty of my worlq themselves tried to deal with all the questions aris-
ing in the Prieur6 both concerning household affairs as well as
ordinary existence; but, in the present case, as the prevention of
the undesirable visit of the sheriffwas beyond their powers, that
is why they were just compelled to tell me abour it all in detaii.

In view of the fact that the delay before the beginning of the
threatened catastrophe was very short, I went immediately first to
Fontainebleau to power-possessing people, and when I learned
from them that the prevention of the occurrence of the disaster
was only possible i{, before eleven o'clock of the following day, I
paid offall the bills in ready money, I without losing a minute en-
tered my car, and spent the whole night going to various acquain-
tances of mine from whom I borrowed as much money as was
possible to be repaid in one week.

And I borrowed money for such a short term, firstly, in order
to collect without fail the required amount, and secondly, in or-
der to extend the period ofthe threatened catastrophe from one
day to one week and to have the possibility in relatiie freedom of
finding a way out of the situation which had arisen. That night,
though with great difliculry I collected the required sum of
money and paid it the following morning at the required time.

Having in this way gained time, I began already in freedom,
during the following week, to find money for a longer term and
paid everything, but of course, meanwhile without gratitude.

In short, as a result of such an unexpectedly serious misfor-
tune, such circumstances arose, that in order to avoid their repe-
tition, I had, at the end of every one of the following three
months, without fail, to dispose of not less than seven thousand
dollars.

During this time I have already been able to meet the de-
mands of the first month, and just tomorrow I shall meet those
of the second month. And after that there will remain only the
third month.

In addition, here in America, during the period I am here, I
very much wish to arrange matters in order to have the possibili-
ty of finishing satisfactorily the mentioned three books, in the
sense of a more or less tolerable material position, at least not
worse than that which I, unfortunately for everybody, have had.

For this it is required that up to Ocober [1931?) inclusively, I
should be able to have at each month at my disposal 1500 dollars.
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And as regards my expression at the beginning of this letter,
namely, that you are also the cause of this present'Jericho" situa-
tion of mine, then the matter is, that when two years ago you cat-
egorically assured me that during such and such a period you
would put at my disposal the amount 5000 dollars, and even dur-
ing your return voyage you once more confirmed this by letter, I,
believing it, gave the order to whom it was necessary to borrow
wherever possible, 100,000 francs, and firstly with this money to
improve. . . . [The rest of the letter is lost.]61

f can sent Orage a copy of the letter with a request for advice, and a prompt
rcply advised him not to commit himself to anything. In his anxiery over
the control of Orage's New York group, Gurdjieff postponed his Chicago
visit by having Mme de Salzmann cable Jean on the 21st to cancel the ho-
tcl reservations. A day or so later, however, Metz wrote Jean to advise him
that Gurdjieffwould arrive in Chicago on 30 December and needed lodg-
ings for himself and two womeq but "not same hotel as last year, wants
tlre other $500." When Gurdjieff arrived in Chicago on the 29th,Q Jean
rnet him with an empty purse, but Gurdjieff sensed that the Midwest was
still ripe for the picking and flatteredJean by attending his group meetings
:rnd making suggestions for reorganizing the Chicago goup. He insisted
thatJean train other group leaders for the greater Chicago area, as Orage
lud done for the NewYork and NewJersey area. Obviously, he was plot-
ting a new role forJean and the Chicago groups to play in a restructured
American teaching. He was, in short, offeringJean overall charge of all op-
crations in the United States outside of New York Ciry, where Gurdjieff
warrted to assume direct control himself The reason for this was evident.
New York and Chicago were financing the Institute. Without the flow of
lirnds that Orage's and Toomer's groups could assure, the Gurdjieffwork
on a school basis was doomed.

fu 1930 ended, the Orages were on the high seas bound for NewYork
:rboard the SS Washington. Orage had minimal interest in seeing Gurdji-
cfI He was, primarily, on business to terminate his obligations in the
United States so that he could resume wrth a free conscience his aban-
rloned career in England. Two days after the Orages left [,ondon, on 29

''r The Orage Papers, Hcnlcy, Oxfordshirc.

"/ Louise Goepfert March, Gurdjicff's administrativc sccrctary rccalls in her memoirs

Lhat Gurdjieff left for Chicago on 28 Dccembcr 1930, and returned to New York three

tl;rys later. She adds that, on 11 Novcmbcr'1930, she heard an oath dictated to the
Ncw York group not to rcvcal anything of Gurdjieff's work or of his self, or of the

f 'r'icur6 (Beth McCorkle, cd., Tlrc Gurdjizf Years 1929-1949: Retollections of Louise

l<)oepJertl March S7alworth, NY: Thc Work Study Association, Inc. 1990), p. 51.
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December, Edith gave birth to a son, Paul, in Hampstead. She wrote a let-
ter to the doctor announcing the news and received in turn his news that
he was returning to his wife. She then wrote Jean, who regretted that he
was busy in Chicago. So, she settled uneasily for a time in England, found
a briefjob in a decorating shop, then went to the Prieur6 with her two
children in the summer of 1931 .

Meanwhile, in New York, throughout the month of December 1930,
Gurdjieff had been at work trying to wrest the allegiance of Orage's group
away from him. Orage knew something of this from Sherman Manchester
by post, and wrote to the NewYork group as a whole to say he welcomed a
general reorganization that might make the material of the book clearer,
On the day he arrived in New York, on 8 January 1931, Orage called
Toomer in Chicago to ask what Gurdjieff had done there, and Toomer re-
plied that he had made suggestions only about reorganizing his teaching
into distinct groups based upon pupil development in the work(n Though
Orage was reassured, he was not prepared for the public humiliation Gur-
djieff subjected him to before his former group in the days that followed.
To soothe the consternation of his friends and pupils, Orage told them
that Gurdjieffwas his brother who went to strange countries and learned
strange ways-but they remain brothers.(a

Orage publicly joined the newly formed group and, after Gurdjieff
announced to all that he was going to instruct Orage anew as he had
Toomer two weeks earlier, he and Orage spent time together almost every
day until Gurdjieffsailed on 13 March. Orage reassumed direction of his
group, and it seemed to many that Gurdjieff, despite his shock tactics, had
solidified his hold on both Orage and Toomer. Later that spring, Fred
Leighton wroteJean: "There has been a great fight here over the question
of Orage. Now I understand Orage has returned to the fold."d He hadn't,
and apparently never intended to, though he resumed for the spring direc-

6 
James Webb, Harmonious Circle, p. 368, Jamcs Moorc, Myth, p. 238, and William p

Patterson, Strugle of the Magtians (Firfax, CA: Arctc Communications, 1996), p. 136,
following Gurdjieff's slantcd rccord in Life is Real, p.'120, say that Orage arrived rn
carly Decembcr. Gurdjicff writcs that his public hurniliation of orage was on 12 De-
ccmber, though the Oragcs werc, at this momcnt, happily in Hampstead. Gurdjieff,s
long account is all thc more srrangc sincc oragc had dccidcd scvcral months earlier to
abandon his work with Gurdjicff and rcturn to his publishing career.
* Louise Welch, Orage with Curdjiclf in America (London: Routlcdgc & Kegan paul,
1982), p. 115. Shc also rcports hcr own qucstioning of Gurdjicff to the effcct that, if
Oragc had bcen teaching thcrn wrong, hc had, aftcr all, bccn tcaching them what
Gurdjieff had taught him (pp. 1'10-111). On 23January 193.1, shc says, Oragc ad-
dressed his NewYork Group as "ncarly [a] rcal brothcrhood," and that in succecding
meetings with Gurdjicfl rncrrbcrs of thc NcwYork group dcfcndcd oragc fervently.
63 2 M;ry 1931, Toomcr Collcction, Box 4, Foldcr 138.
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tion of his groups. Just after Gurdjieff left, he wrote Jean in Chicago that
f rc was looking for a publisher for Beelzebub. "Knopf turned it down," he
srid, "I sent it to Doubleday . . . I share your opinion that no publisher will
:rccept it." And he asked Jean "to dream dollars," noting that he himself
was raising $5000 in subscriptions. "Mrs. [B.tty] Hare promised $2000,
:rrrd Orage $1000: Chicago for $2000? You and I have a job of selling a spe-
cial edition. G says he talked it over with you, but he probably didn'tl"tr

The Orages sailed inJune, never to return again. Back in England, it
was reported a few months later that, although Orage once said that he
would cross the Atlantic to see Gurdjieff, now he wouldn't cross the chan-
rrcll So, Toomer was the only one left for Gurdjieffwith the influence to
kcep money flowrng. Unwiningly, Gurdjieff's treatment of Orage had
turned many in the New York group cold to him.n Jean, on the other
lrand, knowing of Orage's decision, had decided that spring to go his own
way. In the summer of 1931, in association with the brilliant young Wis-
r:onsin novelist, Margery Latimer, who secured an ideal country venue for
him, Toomer conducted at Portage, WI, an experiment in communal liv-
ing, ostensibly along the lines of the Prieur6; but, where Gurdjieff kept
pupils occupied in individual and mostly unsupervised tasks during the
day,Jean was the center ofall activities at Portage; and, instead ofreadings
fiom Gurdjieff's book, his lectures as well as the daily exercises consisted
of interpretive applications of Gurdjieff's system. The Portage communal
living has been described not inaccurately as "a laboratory of consciously
t:ontrolled events. "(s

From there, Jean sent Orage in London a copy of Esentials. Orage
wrote back praising the book, while wondering who his audience would
bc outside of people who knew him and the Gurdjieffwork. Orage had ai-
lcady seen a very unfavorable review of the book in the Milwaukee Joumal
rrr mid-April. For Jean, the summer was a great success and he started
writing an account of it, while planning to renew the experiment some-
where the following year. In the fall, instead of resuming his Chicago
tcaching, Jean married Margery Latimer,(' and the nvo visited Santa Fe to-
gcther to see about setting up a Toomer group there. From there, in De-
ccmber, they went on weswvard, following Orage's route to San Diego and

' 1b.".* Collcction, Box 6, Foldcr 206.

"/ James Webb, Harmonious Circle, p. 412, considcrs that Toomcr succccdcd Oragc as
tlrc number one in Amcrica.
'il Kcrman and Eldrigc, The Liues ofJean Tbomer, pp. 194-195.

"' Among the many congratulations for his marriagc camc a bricf note from N,label
l)odge Luhan on 19 Novcmbcr.Just bcforc this,Jcan had heard from Munson that
t iurdjieff had dccidcd to takc up pcrmancnt rcsidencc in New York City (Toomer
{  )o l lcct ion,  Box 6,  Foldcr  188).
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then northward to Carmel in the spring. There Jean duplicated the Por-
tage experiment, but his candid views on racial identiry led to unfortunate
publicity, some of which his friends thought weakened Margery morally
and physically throughout her pregnancy, which she discovered happily
there. Local papers found grist in Toomer for their mill of sensationalism,
but the chaff that broke the moral back of the couple was an interview
with the Toomers which appeared in the RACES section of Time, March
28 7932, titled 'Just Americans." It is worth reproducing here if only to re-
call the level of race-bigotry and cruel ridicule-not to speak of distortion
of facts---of which the Toomers were victims and that the establishment
press was capable of:

No Negro can legally marry a white woman in any Southem State.
But Wisconsin does not mind, nor California. Last week at Carmel,
Calif, "Provincetown of the Pacific Coast," there was an intellectual
charivari. A parade of Carmel artists and authors marched to the cot-
tage ofJean Toomer, 36, Negro philosopher (Cane), psychologist and
lecturer, and Novelist Margery Bodine Latimer (This k My Body),33.
It had just been revealed that they were married four months ago at
Portage, V/is. Bridegroom Toomer, who has a small moustache and
few Negroid characteristics, told the story of therr romance.

One ofJean Toomer's grandfathers was Pinckney Benton Stewart
Pinchback, a mulatto carpet-bagger who became Acting Governor of
Louisiana but was refused a U.S. Senate seat in 1876. After attending
the University of Wisconsin, Jean Toomer became an exponent of
Georges Gurdjieff the fumenian-Greek cultist who founded the In-
stitute for the Harmonious Development of Man at Fontainebleau,
France and whose most famed disciple was the late Katherine Mans-
field (Time, March 24, 1930). Last aurumn Disciple Toomer took a
mixed party of eight, all white except himself, to a farmhouse outside
Portage, birthplace of Novelist Latimer. She was one of the party. All
slept in two rooms on cots, following the Gurdjieff method, made
themselves uncomfortable to break down thought and body habits,
sat around nights discussing their reactions.

'its a result of the experiment," said Toomer last weelg "I am satis-
fied that it is entirely possible to eradicate the false veneer of civiliza-
tion with its unnatural inhibitions, its selfishness, petty meanness and
unnatural behavior. . . . Adults can be re-educated to become as natu-
ral little children, before civilization stamps out their true or subcon-
scious instincts."
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Early in the experiment, he added, he discovered that his own reac-
tion drew him to Novelist Latimer, likewise a onetime Wisconsin stu-
dent, who first heard of her future husband when she submitted
articles to a mrgazine he edited. They were married. So re-educated
had one member of the experimental houseparty become-Newspa-
per-woman Sara Roberts-that she neglected to report the nuptials.

"r\mericans probably do not realize it," Bridegoom Toomer told
his callers last week, "but there are no racial barriers any more, be-
cause there are so many Americans with strains of Negro, Indian and
Oriental blood. As I see America, it is like a great stomach into which
are thrown the elements that make up the life blood. From this source
is coming a distinct race of people. They will achieve tremendous
worls of art, literature and music. They will not be white, black or
yellow-j ust Americans. "To

'You do not protest against a person's religion," concluded his
bride. 'qWhy should you judge people by their color? I and hundreds
of others have taken my husband for what he is-a brilliant man."71

The cruelty in this account is not so much in the misrespresentation of
fact (there were five rooms in the farmhouse at Portage, and they did not
become acquainted in this manner, they were married in October 1931,
not December, etc.), or even in the unsubtle strategy of mockery. It lies in
the denigration of a love between two people. Toomer conceived of love,
as Orage and Gurdjieff had, as a force that can draw two parties into the
same effort toward growth. Mutual love is a mutual exchange of positive
energy in a fusion of a common consciousness. To love someone is to
know that person even better than he or she knows his or her self In this
context, "mixed" marriage is a flat contradiction of terms.

7' The morc rccent case of Anatolc Broyard, as Henry Louis Gates,Jr. has exposed
it in "Whitc Likc Mc" (The New Yorker 17 Junc 1996, pp. 66-81), is tragically similar.
As Gates points out, "socicty had dccrecd race to be a matter of natural law, but he

[Broyard] wantcd racc to bc an clcctive affiniry and it was never going to be a fair
fight. . . . So here is a man who passed for white bccausc he wanted to be a writer,
lnd hc did not want to bc a Negro writcr" (p. 66). Thcre are pertinent differences,
however. Gates says to thc point in Broyard's casc that "to pass is to sin against au-
thcnticity" (p. 78), but Toomcr did not "pass" in Sparta, where he lived the black ex-
pcrience that gencratcd Cane, but that cxpericnce was distinct from his more
northern urban background. In other words, Toomcr moved into authenticity in
Cane, rnd believed he could do so with cqual authenticity in his "white" experience
in New York, Chicago, and Carmcl.
7t Time, March 28, 1932, p. 19.
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Friends in NewYork heard of the interview and saw the advance text.
Five days before publication date, Gorham Munson wrote Jean to say that
Schuyler Jackson (husband of Laura Riding) had gone ro the Trne offices
to try unsuccessfully, to kill the story then added his own late advice: "It
all comes down to this. A. R. O. and G are right in never giving interviews
to the press." Munson then advised Jean against trying to get Portage Poten-
lial published at this time: "This is no time to bring out anything bur a very
guarded book on G's ideas," he insisted. "One factor to be reckoned with
is the impression Gurdjieff made on the thirry or forty publishers to
whom he gave a luncheon [to publicize his book], and another is the harm
caused by traitors from the Gurdjieff groups who have spread scrndal."n

After the article appeared, Fred Leighton wrote an angry letter to Time
correcting facts and attacking the slanted tone of the article,T3 but Time
would not print it. Jean swallowed the bitter pill and tried to regain his
composure by fictionalizing the Carmel experiment in a narrative he enti-
tled "Caromb," but Margery took the attack on her husband badly. Later, a
rueful Jean wrote a response to press attacks on his marriage in an essay
entitled "Thus it may be said,"74 but the damage had been done, in part be-
cause he had said too much honestly in public.

Nonetheless, they continued the Carmel work into the early summer,
and returned to Chicago and Portage in August. There Jean and Margery
recovered their almost ecstatic love for each other in joyful anticipation of
the child she was about to bear. Holding herjust-born daughter happily in
her arms, she died of hemorrhaging.Ts Jean insisted on keeping somithing
of her alive by naming his daughter after his wife.

Despite his own precarious position as a wifeless father wrthout fi-
nancial securiry he refused to compromise his convictions. Shortly after
his wife's death, he celebrated the ideals he and Margery had foug-ht fo4
when he wrote to a consoling admirer: 'You know that I am writing. That
I am trying to win a certain strength and beauty from contact with Ameri-
can life. That I hope to see my efforts stimulate and contribute to the
growth of an authentic culture here in Ams1isx."7r'

z Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 188.
z Toomer Collection, Box 4, Foldcr 139.
7a Toomer Collection, Box 51, Folder 1122.
7s Inexplicably, Kerman and Eldridgc, 205, have Margcry's death on 16 September,
and Byrd, 85, says she dicd rwo wecks before thcir first wcdding anniversary that
would be about I6 Octobcr.
76 Toomer Collection, Box 3, Folder 76. In The tsig Sea, p.243, I_angston Hughes, in
remarking on Toomer's stancc toward racc and marriage, remarks, ,.He was a finc
American writer. But whcn we get as dcmocratic as wc pretcnd wc are . . nobodv
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To make matters worse. as well as the death of his wife and the neces-
sity of having friends care for his daughter, and a general fall of morale in
the Chicago group, Jean found himself still entangled in the question of
the Luhan money. In May 7933,Jme Heap, acting as Gurdjieff's secretary
wrote an open letter from the Prieur6 to Israel Solon for the New York
group. A copy was sent to Toomer over the names of "Mawis Mclntosh,
Lawrence S. Morris, C. Daly King, Claire Mann,'Willard Widney, andJane
Heap (chief)." It recalled that Orage held $3000 and Toomer $2000 for the
Beelzebub publication fund, and demanded that the money should be sent
to Jane Heap, that it was to be used only for publication costs and, finally,
that the money should be placed in escrow. At the end, after noting that an
identical letter was sent to Orage, it posed tvvo questions: "Does money
cxist. Is it in Orage's name?"

In London, Orage ignored the letter, but from Portage, Toomer wrote
<>n 26 May 1933 to the New York group as a whole to explain patiently
that: his $2000 was the remainder of the sum given Gurdjieff by Mabel
Dodge through him.z He recalled to them his pact with Orage in every
detail, reminding the group that what he gave to Gurdjieff (the original
$1000) was "to be repaid to me by the NYgroup." Some of it, he reminded
them, was paid through Gorham Munson, but the remainder had been left
unpaid. This seems to fit the facts, and since the $2000 was also turned
over to Gurdjieff subsequently through NewYork in 1929, it appears that

Jean was more owed than owing.
Gurdjieffwas squeezing for all the money he could get because he had

announced plans to open a new Institute with the Paradou as its center, in-
sisting in his "supplementary announcement" to the Herald of Coming Cood,
on 7 March 1933, issued from Fontainebleau, that the Prieurd remained his
permanent address. The pamphlet, which he asked Toomer to sell through-
out America, was published in August 1933 in Paris and contained a detailed
description of the new Institute in refurbished quarters which would house
the same three separate groups of students he had dictated in NewYork and
Chicago. Gurdjieff's saint's day, 23 hprll1933, was announced as the date
that the cornerstone of the new Institute would be olaced.78

t' (co'rt) will bothcr about anybody clsc's racc anyway" (Ncw York: Hill and Wang
1963).  Henry Louis Gatcs,Jr . ,  ( " lnt roduct ion:  'Tcl l  mc,  Sir ,  .  .  .  What is  "Black Li ter-
tture?"' PMIA 105 (1990), p. 20) citcs Richard Wright to thc cffect that "Black Lit-
crature exists only bccausc of whitc racism; rcmovc thc latter and the former
disappears."
/7 Toomer Collection, Box 6, Foldcr 96.
'* G. I. Gurdjieff, Herald oJthe Coming Good (Edmonds, WA: Sure Fire Prcss, 1988), p.
tltl (reprint of 1933 Paris cdition).
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Sales went badly and when Toomer arrived in NewYork from Chica-
go and Portage in October, he found awaiting him a copy of a wire sent to
Rita Romilly from Fontainebleau, saying: "Gurdjieff absolutely destirure,
Prieur6 being sold. If you can arrange anything please cable funds writing
Stanley [Speidelberg]." Added to the copy sentJean is the plea: 'T/e expect
those who are willing and able will make their checks payable to Allan R.
Brown, 11 Broadway. The Committee, Allan R. Brown, Muriel Draper,
Fred Leighton, Rita Romilly, Israel Solon."

Then Fred Leighton wroteJean on 21 December to tell him that Nick
Putnam was bringing Gurdjieff to New York ro straighten things out. To
foresall further demands, Jean's Chicago group cabled Gurdjieff $150 a
few weeks later and offered to pay his boat fare to the United States.?e
Notwithstanding his announcement, Gurdjieff surrendered his lease on
the chiteau and moved temporarily into a hotel above the Cafi! de la paix
in Paris, so the Chicago money became nothing but pocket money. The
last American residents at the Prieur6, Caesar Zwxka, Martin Benson.
and Nick Putnam had already joined Toomer in late summer in Chicago,
from where Nick wrote Edith on 1 October saying that they hoped that
reports from Paris did not mean that Edith was now Gurdjieff's "number
one adjutant." Then he closed, sayng that Caesar had talked with a Chica-
go street singer, who said that he was also a former resident of the
Prieu16.80

That winter, Jean was comforting an ill and depressed Georgia
O'Keefe at Lake George and, in April of 1934, Fred Leighton introduced
him to Marjorie Content, on Georgia's urgtng. In May, Gurdjieff returned
to America and the Chicago group senr a note toJean asking what the visit
should mean to them, since they were at the point of disbanding. At the
same time, Jean received an anonymous postcard, possibly from Metz in
NewYork, saying that "Mr. Gurdjieff requests that you bring not only the
n]oney and subscription blank of any copy sold of The Heratd of Coming
Cood, b:ut any unsold." The Gurdjieff Committee of Washington DC
wrote Jean at this time: "Dear and Esteemed Grandfather, We pledge to
spread the word and buy The Huald of Glad Tidings." At the end ofJune,
Fred Leighton wrote Jean saying that Gurdjieff was going to drive to Chi-
cago with him to see Toomer and the World's Fair, or the World's Fair and

D Toomer Collection, Box 4, Foldcr 140. FritzPetcrs, Boyhood with Curdjitf (l_nndon:
Victor Gollancz, 1964), p.33, locatcs Gurdjicff in Ncwyork at the Henry Hudson
Hotel inthefal lof  1933.Jamcs Moorc,Myth,pp.249--250,  hasGurdj ief f  therewith
Toomer and Munson at this timc.
u' Edith Thylor papcrs.
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Jean.8l When they arrived, by train instead of car, Jean was not on hand to

greet them, but a large delegation ofJean's group was at the station.u Gur-

djieff was arxious about the structure of the Chicago group, having seen

the NewYork group diminish in number and interest after the break with

Orage; and withoutJean, the Chicago group would be useless to Gurdjieff

unless there were others to take his place. He had doubts about Olgivanna

Lloyd Wright in such a role, and Olgivanna had her own plans for a dance

and theater group at Wright's Taliesin East.
When Metz askedJean on Gurdjieff's behalf about the status of the

Chicago group,Jean replied on 18 August directly to Gurdjieff from Es-

panola, New Mexico, announcing his forthcoming marriage and the per-

sonal obligations marriage would impose, before concluding: "At the same

time I now, as always, want to do all I can to help spread the ideas that

mean so much to me, that I believe the greatest ideas that contemporary

man will be privileged to come in contact with."83 On Gurdjieff's behalf,

he asked Mabel Dodge Luhan again for support, but she declined giving

any more money, sa)nng, however, that there was local interest enough to

carry a group on in Thos even afterJean left. A month later, Gurdjieffwas

again in Chicago and then at Taliesin East, where he talked with Frank

Lloyd Wright who, in an interview published in the Madison,'Wisconsin

Capitol Times on 12 September 7934, declared that Gurdjieff's ideas were

the most important in the world.e He had no intention, however, of hav-

ing a Gurdjieff center on his property. Jean married Marjorie Content in

September and began planning resumption of his own teaching on a new

scale. The newly married couple moved into 39 V/est 10th Street; and, be-
fore long, Wharton Esherick had come upon an ideal location in Bucks

County, PAn not far from Doylestown.
Mabel Dodge Luhan remained in the picture with a brief, final, and fu-

tile request on 26 November, 1934, for the money lent Gurdjieff. Jean re-

plied gently with the simple figures: From the original $14,000, $12,000
went to Gurdjieff and $2000 was held by Toomer. Of the latter, he reminds

her, $1050 was given to the Prieur6 in an emergenry, effectively breaking his

agreement with Orage, but New York promised to repay him, and $500
went to the Prieur6 for another emergenry.Jean apologized at length for the

situation, and he regretted the accusations of fraud implied by the New

York group, but Fred Leighton and Gorham Munson had verified the ac-

8r 30June 1934, Toomcr Collcction, Box 4, Folders 138-141.
u Peters, Gurdjief Remembered, p. 40.
s Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
e Toomer Collection, Box 68, Foldcr 1548. Moorc has Gurdjieff in Spring Green in

lune 1934.
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counts. By return post, Mabel asked for the "lesser sum" borrowed in Thos
(the $1000?), to whichJean replied that he considered that money lent as an
investment in his own future. He said he would repay it when he could, but
for the moment he was destitute. So the final tally had Mabel Dodge Luhan
out $15,000, Toomer out $500, the New York Group our $2000 in their
publication fund, and Gurdjief{ as he would say, nalichie, nitrhiuo-balance:
nothing.8s Notwithstanding the unsettled accounts, right up to her death in
1962, Mabel spoke with affection and concern forJean.

Meanwhile in London, Orage gave a BBC talk on the evening of 5
November, felt some dizziness and pain, and died during the night of a
blood clot on the wall of his left auricle. Jessie had Nott cable the news to
Gurdjieff in NewYork. l.ouise Welch, who was with Gurdjieff when he
heard of Orage's death, saw him "wiping the tears from his eyes wrth his
fist, saying: 'This man, my brother."'& Jessie Orage had Nott also contact
Jean in NewYork, who cabled back the same day, saying: 'T/ithout Orage,
there is no reason for me to stay in the work."87

At this moment, Jean was anticipating a new start in both New york
and Doylestown, secured for the time being by his new wife's money and
supported by her tight circle of good friends. Acutely conscious of what
Gurdjieff had done to Orage in New York three years earlier, and suspect-
ing that he might be Gurdjieff's nex:t target for public humiliation*-if
not worse-he decided to detach himself from Gurdjiefl rhe man, to con-
centrate on his independent course ofteaching. Prompted by Fred Leight-
on, he had a series of brief meetings with Gurdjieff in January and
February 1935, and handed over a final gift of enough money to cover
Gurdjieff's boat ticket back to France. Gurdjieff wanted more, but fean
had too many scruples to apply to his wife, and so turned away. Gurjjieff
visited Washington and Chicago to see what condition goups there were
in, and whether they could raise money for him. After an anticipated
meeting in early May 1935 with Senator Bronson Cutting of New Mexico
failed to take place because of Cutting's tragic death in an air accident, a
disappointed Gurdjieff returned to France, then disappeared from view

8s If a finger of blame has to bc pointed, I would point it at thc treasurers of the New
York group who, finally, wondcrcd whcthcr or nor their missing money existed at all.
e Louise Welch, Orage uith Gurdjiefi in America, p. 137. C. S. Nott, Orage, p. 53,
though he was not therc, has Gurdjicff crying out: ..I lovcd Orage as a brother.,, Gur_
djieff's own account in Life is Real, p. 151, says a call camc to child's restaurant for
him announcing that a tclcgrarn had bccn rcccivcd from England shortly after 11 a.m.
reporting thc death of Oragc, "my fricnd."
e According toJessie Orage, 13 Novcmbcr, 1981.
& Kerman and Eldridgc, Tlu Liues o;t'Jean Toomer, pp.219-220.
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until September, when he re-established his teaching on a more modest

level in his brother Dimitri's apartment at 6, rue des Colonels Renard-

near the fuc de Tiiomphe-where he was to reside for the rest of his life.se

In Paris, meanwhile, Edith had been hoping still for some sort of securiry

from Gurdjief[ but without any success. So, in the fall of 1935, she took

her courage into her hands and sailed for New York, where Fred Leighton

promised to find her ajob. There she contactedJean, who was livingwith

his new wife in the same house he had visited more than a decade earlier

to see Harold Loeb about publishing some stories. Edith andJean renewed

their friendship under conditions free of Gurdjieff's influence.

Two years later, although Edith had found a position with VI & J.
Sloane, she was at the end ofher resources and had exhausted her possibil-

ities of finding help from old friends like Martin and Rita Benson inWash-

ington, CT, and Thelma Wood in Sandy Hook. In May of 7937, she wrote

Jean sainng that she had a temporaryjob for the summer as part-time cook

and acting coach in a summer camp in Harvard, MA. She was planning on

returning to an acting career in the fall, but needed to place the children

somewhere.$ She consigned her daughter to a camp in New Milford, CT,

and Jean and Marlorie took her son into their family in New York. Two

men had deceived her and rejected the children she bore them. The man

she herself had rejected welcomed her back. Jean Toomer never held a

grudge long, except for the grudge he bore Gurdjieflel
In his autobiographical record, In Memory and a Deuotion and a Hope,

Jean marks 1939 as the end of his involvement with Gurdjieff though he

hadn't seen him for over four years. The date, five years after his marriage

to Marjorie Content, seven years after the death of Margery Latimer and the

birth of his daughter, only marksJean'sfinal decision to abandon Gurdjieff's

way. It came about in the conjunction offour interlaced causes. The first was

the realization that his own ideas for a school at Mill House, based on Gur-

djieffian methods, were no longer practicable, and had not been, really, since

1937, when the conversion of the mill into a large living unit was interrupt-

ed because of his wiG's unwillinmess to bear the huge cost involved, which

* The gap in rccords of Gurdjicff's lifc bctwccn May and Scptcmber 1935, during

which he may havc travclcd sccrctly to thc Sovict (Jnion to cxplore the possibilities of

opcning a ncw school thcrc, is put into contcxt byJamcs Moore, Myth, pp.254257.
'\' 3 Mry 1937.
er In 1959, Edith marricd Philip Lascll in Nyon, Switzerland andJcssic, with her wvo

children, Dick and Ann, and thcir familics, camc ovcr for thc cvent. Ann was eight

rnonthi prcgnant at thc tirnc, and thc fcstivitics brought on hcr labor, so shc staycd a

few days crtra to givc birth in tl-rc Gcncva clinic. Aftcr a fcw wccks of marriage, Philip

was put under mcdical carc again, probably as a rcsult of drug abuse, and spcnt thc

rcst of his life in a succcssion of sanatoriums.
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could only be covered by the generosiry of her father, Harry Content.e The
second wasJean's disappointment with Edith's and Fred Leighton's collab-
oration with Gurdjieff in the spring of 1939, when Gurdjieff made his last
pre-war trip to New York. Though they had invited Jean to join them, he
would have preferred that they renounce Gurdjieff in deference to his feel-
ings; and so he escaped on a solitary holiday to Bermuda. Jean was not in-
sensitive to Gurdjieff's anger ("disappointment" is perhaps too weak a word
to describe his public posture) over Toomer's marriage, for, although Gur-
djieffapproved of marriage as a stage in man's "normal" life before moving
on to the superior life of work on one's personal development which do-
mestic concerns only hinder, he could not bear the idea of someone desert-
ing the work for marriage. Jean knew at first hand of Gurdjieff's reaction to
Orage's marriage with Jessie, recalled in Life is Real (pp.92-95).Jean had
heard from Edith some disparaging remarks Gurdjieff had made about his
own marriage to Margery Latimer, and would rather avoid Gurdjieff than
face him down as Orage had done bravely some seven years earlier.

A third reason was Gurdjieff's obstinate demands on fean to raise
money for the "work," while it seemed toJean, as it had to Oiage a decade
earlier, that Gurdjieffwas withholding secret knowledge from him. Final-
ly, added to the feeling that Gurdjieffwould nor help him move himself up
a level on the scale of consciousness, was his suspicion that some exterior
force-possibly an emanation of Gurdjieff himself-was causing his phys-
ical problems. He had been contemplating a trip to India for some time
and, after Gurdjieff arrived in NewYork, he decided upon it. When Susan
Loeb questioned her mother concerning the reasons for the trip, Marjorie
wrote: "Once before Jean was up against this situation-and Mr G helped
him to pass a certain point-after thatJ. was enabled to proceed under hs
own steam for quite some time. It is for thatJ is eternally grateful to G no
matter what may have happened since . . NoW Jean seems to be up
against something he can't negotiate. He is in some sort of condition that
the doctors of the western world know nothing about. Jean feels some-
thing or someone is causing his physical problems. This condition has
been in effect, in varying degrees, since February a year ago!"e3 It was in

e At this time, Jcan tricd to coercc Harry Contcnt, with no success, by oflering to
found a university undcr his namc. contcnt was morc interestcd in a new woman rn
his life.
er Marjorie Content papcrs, Mcchanicsville, courtcsy of thc cstate of Marjorie Con-
tent. Kerman and Eldridgc, The Liues ofJean Tbomer, notc that in Ncw york, Gurdjieff
was repudiating Toomer much in thc samc fashion hc had rcpudiated orage, and add-
ing financial mismanagcmcnt to thc chargcs. "This new series of accusations and
events," they write, "brokc Jcan's last link to the official Gurdjieff movement', (p.
220). Added to this, in Fcbruary 1938 Marioric had lost thcir babv.
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February 1938 that Marjorie lost her child withJean; and, some years after

his death, Marjorie told me thatJean had the illusion that Gurdjieffexer-

cised powers over the physical well-being of certain people, including Or-

age and himself The conjunction of his physical problems with the loss of

a child may have had him believe somehow that Gurdjieffwas resPonsible.

Gurdjieff had, in the meantime, returned in mid-May to a France

tensed for war. As France was succumbing to the German army in 1940,

Gurdjieff sent word to all his American followers to invite him to the

United States.q After the fall of Paris, there was no word of Gurdjieffuntil

the end of February 1942, when Jean received a circular letter from

Donald W'hitcomb, Israel Solon, and Fred Leighton, asking everyone to

send money to Gurdjiefi, explaining that $200 had already reached him,

enough for a visa to Cuba, and that Gurdjieff approved. The letter sug-
gested Mexco as an alternative, and estimated that $1000 would suffice to
get him there. Jean did not respond and nothing came of the effort, per-
haps because Gurdjieffhad gathered together a French group before long,
and the occupying German authorities were tolerating his activities. By
this time, two other factors intervened to quietJean's interests in Gurdji-
eff. First, soon after the return from India, he had a kidney removed, but
his intestinal disorders continued. Secondly, Harry Content died and left
the bulk of his estate to his mistress. From then on, Jean and Marjorie
were living off capital. The farm income could not even pay the wages of
Ramsey and the Davenports.

In 1945, new attempts were made to interest Jean in the Gurdjieff
work in connection with a new group being re-established by Orage's old
pupils in NewYork. Toomer's reputation was still high in NewYork, and
EdwinWolfe invitedJean and Marjorie to dinner with Sherman Manches-
ter in August of that year to talk over the re-establishment of New York
groups in time for the expected return of Gurdjieff to NewYork, butJean
declined.es

In retrospect, Toomer seems to have gone to Gurdjieff not only to
learn, but, in learning, to confirm certain ideas about himself V/hat
Toomer digested of Gurdjieff's teaching did confirm much of his earlier
thought; and, more importantly, it gave a structural framework and a vo-
cabulary with which he could develop and transmit it. Toomer probably
wanted, and even expected from Gurdjieff as well as from Orage, recipro-
cal respect and admiration as a partner in an advenfure in ideas, but this he
did not get in terms he could appreciate. It is obvious that Gurdjieff's per-

'{ 
Lcighton to Toomcr, Toomcr Collcction, Box 4, Folder 141.

'6 Toomer Collection, Box 9, Foldcr 282.



762 + Snaoows on HeaveN

son and manner spellbound him, but by 1939, if not by the end of 7934,
Toomer felt Gurdjieffwas simply using him to raise money%

I have always felt that, in view of the complexiry of the relationshrp
betvyeen them, it is curious that Toomer's name figures so little in the
many recollections of Gurdjieff by pupils.eT In my own conversations wrth
many who were at the Prieur6 during the time Jean visited-Fritz peters,
Bernard Metz, Jessie Orage, Philip Lasell, Nick Purnam, Lida Gurdjief{
Nikolai de Stjernvall-Jean was uncertainly remembered.e8 Some thought
him a fake, others spoke of him as the Negro who passed as white. I over-
heard Stanley Nott wondering to my mother in 1940 why Gurdjieff had
chosen Jean to be his American "steward," when Jean knew so little of
Gurdjieff's teachings. When I spoke ofJean with Margaret Anderson in
August, 7949, she said she admired him as a writer, but couldn't remember
exactly what his role was with Gurdjieff ry Nikolai de Stjernvall, in conver-
sation with me some time ago, recalled Toomer "as a shadow Few people
even noticed him; or, if they did, they didn't take notice or ask who he was.
He didn't, as so many others did, draw attention openly to himself He
seemed to have a private and secret design."

% Kcrman and Eldridgc, The Liues of Jean Toomer, p,235, say that Toomer rcjected
Gurdjieff thc man by thc summcr of 1937.1939 is thc darc hc givcs himsel{, and hrs
feeling that hc would prclcr not to scc Gurdjicff that spring madc him rcalizc that he
had no furthcr necd for thc man. Thcy rcmark (p. 2a\ that Toomcr's trip to Bermu-
da was a "kind ofrest curc," and suggcst that Bcrmuda had not donc for him enouqh.
so he decided ro go ro lndia.  Actual ly ,  thc tndia t r ip had bccn on Jean's mind lor  at
least two yexrs. In 1937, hc had inquircd about schools in India for Argie, saying that
hc expectcd to bc thcrc within a ycar.
e For example, dc Hartmann, who rccounts thc cvcnts of 1924-26, (Our Lfe, pp.
1'97209); Margarct Andcrson, Tlrc l)nknouable Gurdjief (London: Routledge & Kegan
Paul, 1962); Stanlcy Nott, Tiachings of curd-iief: Journal oJ a pupit (London: Routlcdge
& Kegan Paul, 1961); and Fritz Pcr.crs, Boyhood Bcsidcs thc first, all of thesc works
conccntrare on thc crucial ycars of thc Institutc, 1924-1926. Thc solc cxccption I can
find to the scant noricc ofroomcr's prcscncc at thc pricur6 is in thc privately printed
memoirs of Louisc Gocpfcrt March cditcd by Bcth Mccorklc (The curdjief years, p.
20). ln her description of thc Pricur6 in thc summcr of 1929, shc mentions ',Miss Thv-
lor" and Jean Toomer, "the black zuthor of Cane."
q Fritz Peters, Gurdjief, pp. 16-21,26-29, who joincd the Chicago group for a while,
without mentioningJcan's namc, describcs his tcaching as bcing undcrstood as license
for "free love, adultcry and radical social bchavior." Hc accuscs thc group of reading
Gurdjieff's book "allcgorically." Hc brought thcsc chargcs to Gurdjieff's attenrion,
who thought this statc of affairs amusing, but quitc normal. Thc group leader, he says,
in contrast to Gurdjicff, lacks hurnor!Jarncs wcbb, Harmonious cirde, pp. 4'19420, re-
peats this ridiculous asscssmcnt.
e Petcr V/ashington, Madame tslauatsky,s Monkey (London: Scckcr and Warburg, 1995;,
p. 257, czlls Toomer at thc Pricuri "a mixcd-racc misfit."
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Recently, after rereading recollections of Gurdjiefl I realized the ex-

tent to which memories of the Prieur6 are selective. The permanent resi-

dents-Gurdjieff's large family group and his permanent staff-are

recalled easily, but the transient guests are as easily forgotten. Everyone re-

members who Orage and Katherine Mansfield were, but few could tell me
anything ofwhat they did there. Toomer was less a "celebrity" to incite an-

ccdotes, true or fabled. Luba Gurdjief{ who died in 1995 at the age of 81,
and who had a more generous memory than most, did remember Jean.
She told me how handsome he seemed to the young women and girls who

gathered around him. She laughed, recalling his playfulness and Gurdji-

eff's good-natured joking about the attention Toomer got from his admir-

ers. She added that it was commonly known what high hopes Gurdjieff
had for Toomer in America.



Chapter Six

Beelzebub's Last Sojourn On Earth

Il devient une imitation monstreuse de lui m6me. Il semble que

le p6ch6 de Gurdjieff est de ne s'6tre retir6 U t.TPtioor, 
pauwels

On one level Gurdjieff was a fraud, a liar, a cheat, and a scoun-

drel. He also possessed compensating qualities. ' . . He attempted

to use the friction generated by his negative qualities to strike

fire.
-James Webb

fu Jean was withdrawrng from Gurdjieff's world between 1939 and 1949,I

was moving steadily into it. After having heard stories of Gurdjieff

throughout the war, I spent a good deal of time in my last year of high

school and my first semester in college finding out as much "fact" about

Gurdjieff as possible. I read Rom Landau's Cod is Aay Aduenture, and I tried

to verify his assertions that Gurdjieff was a certain Dordzeiff who served

as a Russian agent in Tibet and zones of Russian influence in fuia at the

end of the 19th century. In English archaeological and geographical jour-

nals of the time, I found mention of that name, and I found the name of

an Ouspensky, P D.'s father I assumed, who was an explorer in the region

of southern Siberia at the time.l None of this information gave me much

more than the same sense of mystery about the man that so many of his

pupils relished. Though his worls were not yet published, I had heard

from Nick Putnam and my mother some of Gurdjieff's terminology, and I

knew a great deal about his teaching fromJean's talks.

In December 1948, Gurdjieff arrived in New York and set up head-

quarters in the Wellington Hotel on 7th Avenue in an apartment on the

11th floor wrth as many pupils as the floor could accomodate.2 Many other

r 
James Moorc, in Curdjief and Man$eld (London: Routlcdgc & Kcgan Paul, 1980)

carefully sifts thc cvidcncc conccrning Gurdjicff's many identitics.
2 This chaptcr was rcad by Dushka Howarth, who has corrcctcd some name-forms

and reminded mc of dctails I had rnisrcprcscntcd or forgottcn. For cxample, I had as-

sumed Gurdjieff had bookcd thc cntirc floor, sincc thcrc was so much traffic of hrs

pupils in thc hallways, but Dushka rcmindcd mc that r\rvo nuns rcmained next door

and complaincd constantly about thc hallway traffic and noisc at night.
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rooms in the wellington, as well as in the Great Northem Hotel on 57th
Street where Gurdjieff had stayed during pre-war visits, were occupied by
the large number of visitors, new and curious as well as veteran rtri dubl-
ous. The principal reason for this trip, unlike his early pre-war visits, was
not to raise money for his Institute, but for the publication and distribu-
tion of All and Euerything. The voyage itself was financed largely by the En-
ghsh group and by Lord Pentland who had been living witn [is-family at
Mme Ouspensky's farm in NewJersey, but only a few of the English cime
over with G. one reason was England's draconian conditions for foreign
travel which restricted the export of pounds to something rike f15 per an-
num. At any rate, there was an abundance of Americans waiting, most of
whom were eager to see the legendary master, and others hesitint before
advance solicitations for contributions.

The huge crowds filing in and out of the wellington were an organiz-
er's nightmare. Jeanne de Salzmann had to establish a selection and o"riorr-
ry for invitations, but unannounced arrivals were more the rule than
exception. Furthermore, receiving scores of guests every day meant adapt-
ing to the circumstances the small living room and a small bathroom con-
verted into a kitchen on one srde of the large corner apaftment G had
taken for himself It meant assigaing certain new pupils,-as well as older
ones, the preparation of meals for between fifry and a hundred and fifty
people almost every day for over t'wo monthi, finding exotic foods in
downtown 2nd Avenue shops and Fulton Street, and r-eservine ables ar
restaurants when G wished to eat out with a select entouraqe.

I came down from Providence in early December on a-morning train
and met my mother and sister in the lobby of the wellington wher"e they
were talking with Nick Putnam. At one in the afternoott, *. all went up to
Gurdjieff's rooms, where Mme de Salzmann met us and said that Gurdri-
9ff was resting and would be out soon. A half hour later he .r-. ou,, ,i*
Edithand smiled: "Ah, good you come.', He gave my sister and me a warm
handshake and sat down in an armchair stuffed with piilows. At two, lunch
was announced and everyone already assembled was able to fit in the
makeshift dining room. To my sister and me, the youngest among the
crowd that day, he said: "Today you eat here, after at childien's tablel', fu
the meal began, Gurdjieff proposed the first toast, which I heard as "Tb
Heometric ldiots." when I sipped my giass of cognac tentatively, he roared
at me: "Ifyou sit at man's table, you drink like min. Drink all!'i The toasrs
rTl*." *", always a scparatc childrcn's tabrc at thc pricur6, and after mears the chil-
dren could leave the dining arca, whilc thc adults talkcd. Most of the children were ar-
ready in bed before Gurdjicffand thc othcrs movcd to another place for readings and
music.
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continued throughout the meal, which was chicken and wild rice for us,

but a sheep,s he"rd fo. Gurdjiefl The meal lasted about wvo hours, and

then we went lnto a salon for coffee, while Gurdjieff went back to his

room. Other people arrived until there were some fifty of us squeezed

into the sitting room. G came back about an hour later, sat on the armchair

set to face thle crowd, picked up his garmouchka, a sort of harmonium

which he held on his knies and played with one hand, while pumping the

back bellows with the other. Someone, later identified as Donald whit-

comb, recorded the music on a wire-recorder, though it seemed to me that

Gurdjieff was just playing around, improvising. "Enough,l' Gurdjieff said

.fte, a half hol. o1. ro, r.td then he left the room. fu we started to leave,

Mme de Salzmann stopped my mother and said Gurdjieffwanted to see

her. When ,he reappetr.d, we left and took a taxi to Grand Central' On

the train, she told us what had happened'o

"Gurdjieff wants us to move to the Wellington right away and stay

there until he leaves in March, and he offers to take us all with him back to

Paris." She paused for our reaction, but she knew the decision was really

hers. I had my college studies to worry about, but I could take my exams,in

January arrd ih.n come back down, though I couldn't afford to miss the

intire second semester. I wasn't committed to Gurdjieff's teaching at the

time, as some of the other young crowd were, but I was fascinated with the

spectacle he orchestrated. Spending time with Gurdjieff was a distraction

fo, ,.r., a shift to a world far away from the sports and studies which had

dominated my life for the past rlvo years. I was also curious about my

mother's relations with Gurdjieff and his crowd, and even more curious

about what there was in Gurdjieff that had attracted and now repelled Jean
Toomer. In short, I wanted to measure Gurdjieff against Toomer; and so,

with enthusiasm for an adventure before me, I decided to go with the

crowd to sit at Gurdjieff's feet for a while'

My mother called J.rn later that evening to ask whether he would be

coming up to New York to visit Gurdjieff He replied that Fred Lrighton

a Nick Putnam jokcd latcr that Gurdjicff had also spoken to him privately to order

him not to.,r. th-" wellington as a stopover on his way to Lida Gurdjieff in Paris. Lioa

had been Gurdjieff's favoritc niece, and hc disapprovcd of Nick's commuting be-

ftvecn wives in Los Angcles and Paris. Things bccamc tcnsc whcn Lida became prcg-

nant with Nick's child in 1947. She had had thc good fortune to be sheltercd in a

marriagc with Russcll Pagc, who not only adorcd her, but had bccome a trusted confi-

d"rrt oi Gurdjicff Nick did nor rcspcct cithcr of his rnarriagc bonds sufficiently for

Gurdjicff's tastc. Although I ncvcr hcard frorn Nick or anyonc else about an earlier

-"rri"g", according to a cablc from Rita Rornilly to Frcd Leighton in December 1933,

Nick had marricd somcone then (Toomcr collcction, Thc Beinecke Rare Book and

Manuscript Library Yalc Univcrsiry Box 4, Foldcr 139)'
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was keeping him in touch with things.s A day or so later, Gurdjieff com-
missioned her to persuade Jean to consult with him about his-American
group and to ask if Mill House could be used as a center, suggesting that
Madame-Ouspensky's Franklin Farms might be another. Je"n iri", ada"rnant
in his refusal and Gurdjieff quipped to Edith with his inimitable smile that
her powers of persuasion naa'not improved over the years. In mid-De-
cember, she and my sister moved into the wellington, and a week later I
deserted my studies to join them on the eighth floor and become one
more anonymous figure in the huge crowd ihat filled his rooms. Except
for a scant few days over the christmas holidays, Edith and petey were in
NewYork. I was there until I returned to providence in Tanuary for classes
and e>rams, and then came back down for the rest of G,s stay.

The frenzied pace about the wellington was dizzying and touched the
entire population of the hotel, especially the beflboys and porters who
scrambled to serye Gurdjieffwhenever he crossed the iobby, expecting and
receiving large tips. I merged invisibly, it seemed to me, with the yiu.g
group who sat for meals in the sitting room two or three meters from the
long able at which Gurdjieff and his old pupils sat, and we were under rhe
{t::ttllly 9ha1Se of a stem brigade-Louise Welch, Edwin and Dorothy
pofe,-Wil Nyland, and Rira Benson, among others-whosejob itwas to
hush the children in the orher room so that alliould hear the Masrer, or.,rhe
old Man," as Nick and Philip Lasell cailed him, speak. only Gurdjieffwas
expected to initiate dining table conversation and he would punct"ually or-
der the toasts. Besides water, the only drink at the main ,rtl. *r, .irh.,
cognac or homemade vodka. The smell of exotic spices and herbs drifting
from the converted kitchen was new to my senses, i, -... the heavy odors
of unfamiliar and disguised meats which produced pungent odo^ th.t p.r-
meated the apartment and leaked out into the hotel .otriiorr. The main'fare
was most often stewed lamb, but on occasion there was sheepshead. camel
sausage' bear meat, and strange fish, such as fresh rturg.on. There were
melons, halvah, turkish delight, and small candies after coffee.

I remember seeing Frank Lloyd wright and his wife olgivanna there.
They kept rooms at the Plaza for their friquent Newyork visits. olgivan-
na had become part of the Gurdjieff entouirg. in constantinopl. ,rl -r,
at the Prieur6 untll 1926.6 other "celebritiesicame to listen atihe table to

5 william P Patterson, struggre of the Magitians (Fairfax, cA: Arctc communications,'l_996)' 
p. 186, says thatJcan met Gurdjicff in Newyork in 194g, after which he con_

fessed that he neither knew himsclf, his wife, his child, his friends, nor his aim in life.6 In private conversation, Dushka Howarth speculatcd that olgivanna,s daughter,
Svetlana, who died at an early agc, was sircd by Gurdjieff onc piece of circumst"antial
evidence was Svetlana's striking rescmblancc * -y ,ir,"..
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Gurdjieff's tossing of insults at middle-aged women and later to his post-

prr.rjid parables hom the couch facing the sitting room where a few sat

tefore him on chairs, but where most of us sat on the floor. At one time or

another, my mother introduced me to Kathnln Hulme, Muriel Draper,

Margaret Anderson, Dorothy caruso, and Solita Solano. There were many

yourig girls in attendance, including Patry daughter of Louise and. Bill

w.l.h, and carolla, daughter ofwim Nyland and Ilonka Karasz, a celebrat-

ed Ne,rz Yorker lllustrator. Five girls there-Marian Sutta, Iovanna Lloyd

vtight, Thnia Savitsky (recently married to Tom Forman and called by ev-

.ryon. there "Ouspensky," after her gandmother), Dushka Howarth,-and

my sister Eve-Gurdjieff had identified as "the calves," who would be

trained to perform and teach the movements (a sixth, Lise Tiacol, remained

in Paris). My mother said that the older women-Jessmin Howarth, Rita

Romilly, Solita Solano, Muriel Draper, Dorothy Caruso, Margaret Ander-

son, and herself, among others-were known familiarly as the "cows'"7

After dinner, "honored" pupils like Stanley Spiegelberg, John Ben-

nett, and Edwin Wolfe read from the manuscript of AII and Euerything, and

Gurdjieff would interrupt occasionally and follow the reading with com-

menti and answers to a few questions before concluding the late nights

with his own music. When G had had enough in the evening, he would

put aside the harmonium and announce that it was time for him to retire,

then fumble in his pockets for fistfuls of wrapped candies which he threw

in front of the children sitting up front; or he would ask me or someone

else at the front of the room to pass them out. One evening, as I started

handing out candies one by one, G bellowed "Nol Like thisl" And then he

took and threw my handful across the room. Then everyone would line up

to say goodbye. One evening when I said goodbye, I added "Thank you'"

"Thank for what?" he asked, and I said "for the education you are giving

me." "How you know what I give you?" Without hesitating, I replied:

"Jean Toomer taught me." 'i\h," said he, lowering his glance. Then, reach-

ing into a jacket pocket, he pulled out some bills and, without another

word. thrust two one-hundred dollar bills into my hand. A few nights lat-

er, as I stopped before him to say goodnight, he asked me a few questions'

When I replied in the affirmative to something he asked, he said sharply,

7 Dushka explaincd to mc thc origin of thc tcrms "cow" and "calf" in this context.

One of Gurdjicff's parablcs conccrns thc cow that looks at a ncwly painted barn door.

She is confused about thc changc in her familar cnvironmcnt, knowing something

about the function of thc door, and cvcntually rcconcilcs hcrself to it. The cal{, who

follows her mother, knows lcss and thereforc follows hcr mother blindly. The "calves"

Gurdjieffdesignated, Dushka adds, wcrc choscn to bc traincd "as the first row for a

future Movcments Derrlonstration."
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'T/hy you say 'yeah'? English 'yes.' If you remember this I give you Mer-
cury car." I was elated with the prospect of an easy prize.s Another day,
Gurdjieff gave me five hundred dollars and asked me ro go to a bank and
get five hundred silver dollars. When I went to a bank, the teller gave me a
strange look in response to my request, went and talked with the manager,
came back and asked me to sign my name on a piece of paper, and then
gave me five sacls of coins. with three in one hand and two in the other, I
trudged with difficulty back to the Wellington.

In the momings, Gurdjieff set up his office as ofold at Child,s Restau-
rant on 56th Street, where petitioners could come, sit somewhere within
his range ofvision and wait for an audience. Some afternoons. the "move-
ments" were practiced at carnegie Hall under Madame de Salzmann's di-
rection, and piano recitals of Gurdjieff's music, a*anged by de Hartmann,
were given by carol Robinson.e Gurdjieff took me along with him and a
dozen others to the Luxor Ti-rrkish baths under the trnox Hotel on two
Saturday evenings. other "trips" included an excursion to Frank's, a steak-
house on 125th Street where, to Gurdjieff's dismay, there was neither vod-
ka, cognac, nor armagnac for the ritual toasts io ,,idiots.', 

After much
persuasion by the headwaiter, he accepted applejack as a substitute, and

3"4 *T given the rare honor as a woman of'pronouncing the toasts.
Gurdjieff ruled that rhe men must down all theii drink in one swallo'rl
while the women were allowed to finish theirs in the course of three toasts.
After a few days, the regular young crowd was assigned asks. It was a fre-
netic pace for a few weeks, and my studies paid a hiavy toll.1o

8 My sister, who spent morc timc drcre than r did during those weeks, told me later
that Gurdjieff had given her a thousand-dollar bill and told he r to buy christmas pre-
sents for evcrybody. It took hcr all day to find a bank that would givc he r change in small
bills, and shc proceedcd to buycnough bricfcascs for cvcryonc Gurdjiefffclilikc hon-
oring. Beth Mccorklc, cd., The curdjiefyears 1929-1949: Recoilectionsif Louise IGoepfert]
March QValworth, NY: Thc Work Study Association, Inc., 1990), pp. Zi_aS, q,ror., 

'iorr_

ise Goepfert March's accurate and vivid picturc of the turmoil during this stay.e rhe musical texts consisr of thirty-ninc movcmcnts (though th.re-*as to be a forti-
eth) and six obligatory exercises. Scc Thomas dc Hafto'ann, Musique pour res mouetnents
de C. I. Curdjief (Paris: Janus, 1950).
o 

James Moore, Gurdjitlf: The Anaromy oJ a Myth (Rockport, MA: Element, 1991), p.
354, lists twelvc toasts, though thc cetcgorics of individual idiots named can vary.
These toasts-usually scven or cigrrt werc sufficicnt for a mcal, though some have
counted_as many as twenry-one-arc not so frivolous as thc word "idiot; suggcsts. My
own feeling is that the roasts, whosc ordcr constitutes a hicrarchy, refer to th'e"particu_
lar "idiosyncracy" of a person which holds him back from ',wholeness,' 

of being and
which chains him to mechanical bchavior. Gurdjieff rcferred to himself as,,uirqu"
Idiot" and orage as the "Supcr ldiot" (I havc no information on what caregory of idiot
Gurdjieff placed Toomcr in). Gurdjieff's and Toomcr,s nicknames fo. hi, people
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I was amazed, amused, and curiously impressed by this circus, partic-

ularly by the diffident comportment of those who had enjoyed circulating

uncomplimentary stories about Gurdjieff years earlier. Now in his pres-

cnce, they seemed absurdly solemn and reverent. I was also surprized that

Gurdjieff seemed to take so much delight in humiliating women publicly,

but rarely men. Curiously, those women he reduced to tears at the table

were all the more reverent and deferent to him because of it. I expected

him to talk seriously about his ideas and methods in the terms of academic

discourse, but he simply made observations, invited and answered ques-

tions. Like Socrates, he could move dialogue to where he would have it go.

What I heard did not seem entirely new to me. I had heard the vocabulary

before, for Jean had often used the same terminology, but the readings
from All and Euerything were beyond me, and I was unable to ignore my

aching knees and nvitching muscles as I tried with less success than others
to remain cross-legged and motionless on the floor. Near the end of his

say, he asked me one evening if I was satisfied with what I was hearing. I

said "yeah" casually, and he smiled and said: 'You lose Mercury car." I was
hurt at first, but my mother told me outside in the corridor that one

doesn't lose what one never had. That was scant consolation, but it didn't
take much reflection to realize that I was never in for a Mercury and that,
in "losing" it, I had become self-conscious about some of my speech hab-
its. It was little consolation to learn years later that "yeah" is closer than
"yes" to the earlier Old English form anyway.

At the end ofJanuary Paul Anderson, acting as Lord Pentland's secre-
tary invited Jean to see Gurdjieff before he left. Three days before the
scheduled departure---{bviating a possible rejoinder-Jean wrote thanks
for the enclosed publicity for Ouspensky's In Search of the Miraculor.rs, said
that he knew of no reason why he should go, and signed offwith "Good
greetings to you and to those others with whom the old fies endure."

Gurdjieff planned to return to France in March, but in February de-
cided he had had enough. The subscriptions to his booh at $400 a copy,
were disappointing. My mother had been assigned the task of soliciting or-

r0 (cont) draw their attcntion to such idiosyncracies. The number of toasts reflects thc

Platonic scale, or chain ofbcing bcwvccn God and man, that is, the orbits ofthe seven

visible planets and the musical proportions thcir distanccs from each other describe.

Perhaps morc to the point is thc fact that drinking and cating were serious ritual occa-

sions for Gurdjiefil What and how onc atc and drank werc important signs for him of

humari charactcr. His mcals wcrc blcnds of aristocratic material and philosophical or-

ders. l-ooking back on thcm now, I can sce how much they rcsembled Plato's Sympo-

siutn, in which thc form and usc of thc drinking cup is a metaphysical bond with the

transcendent. Gurdjief{ likc Socrates, could drink cnormous amounts without show-

ing signs of drunkenness.
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ders and her copy of the "book position" inJune of 7949 had only rwenry-
nine names of those who had paid in full, eight parrial payers ,' md 2il
ple{Se1 for future purchase. She had contactedjean, of.ou.r., but he only
replied that he knew everything in the book and wasn't interested in grv'-
ing to the Gurdjieff "factory." The amount of monev collected was
$13,145. The English toal, with only six subscribers, came to nine hun-
dred pounds.ll Gurdjieff was disappointed, and also tired. He invited the
"calves" to join him on the eueen Mary and those who couldn't leave
right away were to come to Paris as soon as possible. My sister and mother
went together in March and stayed at the H6tel Belfast on Avenue carnot
until their money ran short. when Edith rerurned to the united States,
Petey moved into Ancy Dupr6s' house in the Square du Bois de Bologne,
just off Avenue Foch, a few blocks from the Etoile, where other pripirs
were lodged. Gurdjieff spoke of the calves as his "American" group, iuto..
teachers of the method and the dances. To some of the olJer crowd, it
:..3:d- r: if Gurdjieff was preparing for America what Orage and Toomer
had failed to do. He commanded clearry now the vestiies of orage's
group, the Welchs, Muriel Draper, the Manchesters, Wjfes, Nylarids,
Spiegelbergs, and orhers, as well as Madame Ouspensky's people, fo, h.,
husband had died two vears earlier.

- Mr mother returned from paris in May and in June I flew over in a
DC-4 from Bradley Field, CT,.on a refugee t.rrrrpoi plane, earning part
oj m1' passage as steward and hand}nnao. w. *.i. scLeduled to lii ,t
Gander for refueling, but weather forced us north to Goose Bay, where, in
the early light of the morning, I saw a polar bear at the end of ihe airstrrp.
From there, we flew across the Atlantic toward prestivick, but ended up
Ianding in shannon, Ireland in the late afternoon. Then on toward Lon-
don, landing early in the morning at Bovingdon on a deserted RAF air-
strip. I took a train into London, then a cab, ind arrived at the orage's on
60 oakley Street in chelsea-at eight a.u., armost trvo days after leaving
connecticut. I stayed there for eight days, getting rea.quainted ,ft.. fiu.
years. The Notts occupied the top nvo floori of the houie, but I saw only
enough of them for polite chat. Instead, I was with Ann orage .orr*"rrily,
Jessie was out almost every evening and did not cook meali Althoueh I

1r when the book appcarcd scveral Gurdjicffitcs like paul Andcrson and Anne Frc-
mantle wrote laudatory revicws. In an undatcd New yorre Times rcview (Toomer col-
lection, Box 69, Folder 1565), Gcrard sykcs writcs: "Mark rwain cailed ,The Book of
Mormon chloroform in print.'we havc much bettcr anaesthctics now.,, oscar Ichazo,
"Letter to the Tianspersonal communiry" The Artan, 199't,p.90, judges Gurdjieff,,a
very bad writer with no idea of composition or how to develop and pr.rJrrt hi,
themes."
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pressed Jessie as often as I could about Gurdjieff and Jean over breakfast

ioff.., ,h. was not in the mood to talk much about the old days. She did

repeat the story of her attempt to murder Gurdjieff because of his poison-

ing Orage, bui she had forgiven him and even visited him in Paris before

hii second automobile accident, finding him milder, kinder, even gentle.

She remembered Jean best from New York and said that orage was con-

stantly worried over Jean's independent initiatives that nearly always put

him in hot warer financially with the NewYork group and Gurdjieff She

mentioned Orage's great admiration and afGction for him, and thought

that no one had come so rapidly and easily to an understanding of the

work as Jean had, but that they did not always see eye to eye when it came

to negotiating with Gurdjieff
i.loined Gurdjieff in Paris at the beginning of July in 7949,-almost

trventy-five years to the day after the automobile accident which changed

the pace and direction of his life's work.12 My sister, Iovanna Lloyd Wright,

and Tania, now on a summer hone)rmoon without her husband, Tom For-

man, were all staying in the townhouse of Anry Dupr6, whose husband

Marcel, organist and composer, was also known for his stable of racing

horses, and the George V and Plaza Athen6e hotels in the center of Paris.

Since I had a little room at the other end of Paris in a student residence

near the Place des Nations, I spent my leisure time wrth the "calves," even

spending the night on the floor occasionally when evenings at G's went

past the time the M6tro stopped. Evening meals started around 9:30, and

with readings and talk, most evenings went on past midnight. The number

of people rarely exceeded rwenty in the small apartment, not counting the

Gurdjieffgirls and a helper or tr,vo in the kitchen'

G seemed pleased to see me, and invited me to join his table as often

as I wished. He handed to my sister a roll of bills pinned together-twenty

thousand francs-and told her to give it to me bit by bit for my summer

use. The girls had settled into a routine: mornings free, performing the

movements at the Salle Pleyel on the Avenue des Ternes in the afternoons,

and then to G's at eight to help prepare the evening activities. The after-

noon lunches were usually reserved for receiving honored guests, and

they mirrored the meals at the Wellington-formal and ritual-whereas

the evenings were more interesting for me because G talked more freely,

12 Sce note 22, chaptcr 4 abovc, concerning thc datc. Thc pcriod from 23 July until

Gurdjieff,s death on 29 october is dctailcd by thc joint journal of Elizabeth andJohn

G. Bennett. Our mcmorics do not always accord. For example, Elizabeth Bennett, Des

Idiots 6 Paris (Gendvc: Gcorg, 1991), p. 4, says that shc joincd Gurdjieff in Paris inJan-

rary 1949, when I havc him in Ncw York until mid-Fcbruary. (This book is also pub-

lished in English as ldiots in Paris by Samucl Wciscr, 1991.)
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and his audience seemed to know more of what he spoke than the New
York crowd. After supper and coffee, he would listen to a brief reading and
then would often comment spontaneously on the reading or use it as a
pretext for an illustrative story.

I wrote notes to the talks each evening-or rather, in the early hours
of the morning-and joined them to my diary This is not the place to re-
produce them, but the topic that I remember most easily frornthose talks
is self-remembering, not so much for selGreliance as for awareness of how
to collaborate with others in waking up from "this sleep we call life', and
keeping awake. Intentional suffering, both physical and moral, was only
one way of making oneself sensitive to one's powers of selGobservation
and criticism. G continuously derided the "American" slmdrome, the fasci-
nation of the west for technical gadgets that gave people an excuse not to
think about self-control. 'You must know how mechanism work to make
it useful to yourself Alarm clock useful, but not if you forget to wind up,,
was one of his themes. Every one, particularly wives, husbands, and loveis,
are means of enhancing self-awareness, but the American program for
progress is a program for sleep, not the sleep which revivifies, but tne
sleep of negligence. He insisted that one need not know the phvsics of an
internal combustion engine to drive well, but one cannot drive well with-
out understanding the rapport between man and his machine. To master a
mechanical act such as driving, one must be able to coordinate it wrth an-
other activity. It is not a maner of dreaming of one thing while working at
another, but of doing two things simultaneously, each of which facilitates
the other. In driving, you must feel and hear the motor, feer the gas pedal,
smell the air, see the road ahead and behind, anticipate its obsicles, re-
member the condition of the motorcar when you started, hold an image in
your mind of your destination, and plan your actions. None of iirese
things should lessen anorher, but should be coordinated with them. This
was one of the principles I could understand in the movements, where
each dancer is expected to move different parts of his body to different
rhythms simultaneously. Such exercises of mind and body reduce the
chances of man being victim of accident. The movements also prepare the
body to support the mind's wrestle with Gurdiieff's ideas. oni thins that
fascinated me in them was the conscious tracing in the mind of the b"ody's
movements, something which later seemed to me an aspect of the con-
trolled movements of Oriental martial arts.

I recall that on 18July, a woman whom the person next to me identi-
fied as Lawrence olivier's sister was given the honor of sitting across from
Gurdjieffi but she irritated him with her quesrions. He seemid to answer
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carefully, but she kept saying "certainement Monsieur Gurdjieff" with an

inimitable English intonation. After a toast to the idiots, she asked Gurdji-

cff: "What idiot am I?" He replied without pause 'Yes, eat!, No, better

masturbate!,,She was shocked into silence, but later in the course of the

rneal Gurdjieff asked her gently: 'You understand what mean 'mastur-

bate'? Thinkl" he urged, as if he hoped she would realize that he was ask-

ing her to observe herself, intimately.
On Friday, ]uly 22, Gurdjieff gave me 7000 francs at the table, and

then asked my sister why he had done so. I had no idea mlaelfl but I_sus-

pected that he knew exactly how much he was apportioning to me. "Think

iro* yon spend money" is all he said. The next day, I joined Madame-de

Salzmann'i dance group and spent the night on the floor near Petey, Io-

vanna, and Thnia at Madame Dupr6s' so that I could be at G's at seven in

the morning to help prepare food and supplies for a tnp to Geneva and

Chamonix. I was not included in the party, my sister told me later, but

when she heard of my exclusion, she told Gurdjieffthat if I didn't go, she

wouldn't. V/ith a cursory wave of his hand, he waved me in, and so I went

along as the onlyyoung man in the caravan of three cars that started out a

bit after seven on a Monday morning for Dijon. G drove the lead vehicle,

his black, low-riding, front-wheel drive Citroen, with Iovanna Wright

(who seemed always to be singing softly to herself), Madame Godet, Man-

an Sutta, and Dushka Howarth. Followrngwas Cynthia Pearce in her Riley

with Madame de Salzmann, Tania Forman, and a man whose name I have

forgotten. My sister and I sat in the back seat of a black 1947 Mercury

driven by Dorothy caruso, with Margaret Anderson and Elizabeth Ben-

nett beside her. Peggy Matthews [Flinsch] promised to catch up to us in

Dljon that night in her midget Simca 5 with Lady Pentland.

At two in the afternoon, we all pulled off the road after Sens and had a

picnic on the grass shoulder. The food was rypical fare: spicy salad with

ios of cucumbir, pit6 de campagne, and to drink, of course, cognac. Right

after lunch, Gurdjieff appointed me his "pick-upper," and I helped him to

his feet, pulling too hard on his arms' "Not pull," he ordered with a grin,

"hold arm, I pull!" The Mercury took second position and we took offfor

Dijon, but suddenly the cirroen before us sped up and started weaving all

over the road. Margaret Anderson remarked that it must be time for G's

nap, and, sure enough, his car swerved off onto a grassy verge, and G

seemed to roll out onto the grass, where he lay still. The other cars pulled

up behind and we all settled down to a ritual vigil which could last,,as one

pi.ton remarked, anlwhere from ten minutes to two hours. I climbed

down the slope toward the milky green water of a canal, stripped and dove
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in. Soon Marian, Iovanna, and Tania joined the swim, and we frolicked
until we were startled by a sharp blast of a horn. G was up and ready to go,
and scowled at those who were not ready as well.

Another hour down the road, we ariived at a rairway crossing with the
barriers down. Afier thirty seconds or so, with the orr.nding rriio o"ry 

"distant rumble, G made an abrupt U-turn and went offback"up the road,
saying that going any war was better than not going at all. Dorothy caruso
yas very upset, afraid of getting lost on Gurdjieff s tail, and so we waired
for a freight trarn to pass and then kept strai;hr on for Diion. At the en-
trance to the Grand H6tel de Ia cl6che *e *rit d an houi and a half be-
fore seeing G drive up with Mrs. pearce behind. The hotel *r, ,rot hrppy
with the late arrival of thirteen people who had not reserved ,oo,nr, to,
Dorothy Caruso's name, impressive form, and charm helped n"a ,oo*. C
dismissed us all and went to his room.

- Early the next morning, Marian Sutta came around to wake everyone
for. brealdast. only after we had finished our crolssants and coffee did G
arrive and announce that the bill had to be paid. Margaret Anderson and
P9t9,hy caruso took care of that detail discreetry, ani we r""a.a 

"f 
*a

left for Geneva in the same order we had quit paris. By noor, *. _ir. ,,
Les Rousses, close to the_Swiss border, bui two of oui cars were boiring
over and we found ourselves stopping every few miles to Gtch water for
one car or another. We stopped for lunch on the French side, since no one
had Swiss currency-_My sister and I went with Dorothy *a fufrrg"*ii"a
one restaurant while the others went to another. The proprietir recog_
nized Dorot\ Caruso and, in honor of Enrico, he ..frr.d ;r*; fb,
the truite bleu he served us. Then all three cars passed the coi i. Givrine
3nd y_. coasted slowly down the winding road with the sprendid viewof
LacL€man before us all the way. After a brief delay on th. Rout suor.
due to a flat tire on Mrs. pearce's Riley, we arrived about four in the after-
noon in Geneva. Madame de S{ernvall had been called to arrange for
rooms.

_ When we arrived, she was with G in front of the H6tel Russie, and
explained to us that there was no single hotel that had room for a[ of us. Gturned his car over ro Nikolai to be greased and have the oil changed, ;nd
h-e.decided-to stay in the Russie, while the rest of us were sent o.,ir ro ih.
H6tel Angleterre and the Bristol. G took a nap in his room, the carves
went looking for a coca-cola or ice cream, and ?nia and I walked along
the.lake past theJardin Anglais unril dark, when we realized that neither of
us knew where we were.to. meet for supper. Luckily tt. .on.i.rg. ,iit .
Bristol recalled that a table had been reserved in the Buffet d. h t".. ro,
nine o'clock and we hurried to find everyone arready r, on. tonf ,"ci. up-
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stairs in the station. Elizaveta de Stjernvall was the honored guest sitting at

Gurdjieff's right, and her son Nikolai, now just 30, was down the table

lrear tlvo seatswhich awaited Tania and myself

Gurdjieff was furious, stared hard at us as we sat down, {inished a re-

mark to lfrme de Stjernvall, and then, looking down the table, said: "bad

vibrations in room."-Then he paused, his face softened into reflection and

he started talking about time and clocks, noting that.measuring.time by

clocks is not the same thing as measuring time by the accumulation of

mental energy. There is donkey time and human time, he said. "The don-

key senses ti-. by the vibrations in his stomach, man by the vibrations in

his head. It is better to be like donkey, who never forgets when to eat, than

to be like the man whose mind is not connected to his stomach. This is the

American man.,, I kept my mouth shut except for food.13 when the meal

was finished, Gurdjieff "discovered" that he had no money with him, and

so he announced that everyone should contribute 2000 francs to the "pot."

After supper, Nikolai de Stjernvall took the "calves" and myself,to the Bar

Roos.u.li for a drink, then to the Picadilly Night Club, and finally to a

caf6 frequented by heavily made-up prostitutes. Nikolai suddenly disap-

peared *d, ,ft., waiting to-. t*.nty minutes or more, we walked back

to our hotels. It was after nvo in the morning'

We got a late start for Chamonix'Wednesday morning'la.G assigned

me to Mis. pearce's car as her mechanic and water carrier, and we set out

after noon for the French Alps. The radiator of the Riley boiled over con-

stantly, and I spent a good deal of time looking for mountain streams for

water. Worse, t^ttit had motion sickness and we had to stop a few times

for her to leap from the car and find a convenient bush. Finally she felt

better, but the road became worse as we passed construction sites for hy'

droelectric plants.'When we hit one pothole, something cracked and then

13 Moore, Myh, p. 309, has Mmc de Stjernvall's vcrsion of this setting: "The meeting

eventuated in 
" 

br.oqrr" station buffct, where a Swiss string cnsemble, elbowing at full

pelt, impeded convcrsation." Hc gocs on to say that Gurdjieff called the headwaiter

o1r., ,o L",r" this "masturbation" stopped. Tania and I arrived in the first class buffet,

apparently,just after Russcll Pagc had diplomatically convinccd the orchestra to retire

to'th. r.io.rd class buffct. I can't rcmembcr anything "baroque" about the room. In

his account of the visit to Geneva, Dad.dy curdjief (GenBvc: Georg, 1997), Nikolai de

Stjernvall gives quite a different picture of thc dinner than I remember' I remember a

U-shapediable for all twcnty-fivc or so, whilc Nikolai recalls separate tables. He says

Dorotiry Caruso paid for the mcal, and that Gurdjicffseemed eager to get back to Par-

is right away. Thi picturc in Elizabcth Bcnnctt's ldiots,pp.1,f-15, is closc to mine'

1a dorothy Caruso, cited by Margarct Andcrson (The Unkrcwable Gurdjief (London:

Rout ledge&KeganPaul ,  1962),p.  lSg,givcsanothcrvers ionof  th isport ionof  thc

trip. Bennett says thc dclay was causcd by tnia's sickncss'
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dragged under the car. I crawled under the Riley to find a battery support
rod broken, the battery itself cracked with harf its cerls exposed. i tiJ the
support,rod in place and, amazinglv. the battery still worked. I was a dircy
mess when we arrived, early in the afternoon, at the H6tel des Alpes,
where G had already lunched. Mrs. pearce had the sandwiches fo, orr.
planned picnic, which she had prepared early that morning. He dismissed
us all to go our own ways for the afternoon.

. Supper was very lale 
fa1 evening, and Gurdjieff uncharacteristically

quiet, so we all went to bed after dessert. The nexr day was spent sightsee-
ing. Tania, Dushka, my sister, and I went to the local swiLmin[ pool,
whose freezing water was a run-off from a gracier. we had tea on a"terrace
where a singer wrth the three-man band *ri ,o happy to entertain Ameri-
cans that he sang "I Love You for Sentimental Reasons" three times. we
took the cable car to the top of Mont Themblant in the afternoon, where I
frightened the girls by leaning over a ledge to pick some edelweiss. when
we got back down I saw the slopes fulr of them. The story got back to Gur-
djieffand, as we went to our seats at supper, he laughejand said I was
"real" American. 'T/hat you want flowers for, to .orr., th. smell ofAmerr_
can shit? Why risk self for thing you have no use for?,'

_. Supper was at eight at a long table partitioned offfrom the rest of the
dining room. There was both chimpagne and cognac on the table and, af-
ter the main course, we were served bowls of str-awberries. Gurdjieff was
in a playful mood, makingjokes and laughing. He suddenly pointJd to the
Iarge, full bowl in the middle of the table an-cl said: ,,one thousand francs
to person who eats all strawberries." Dushka and I reached but she beat me
to it, cleaned out the bowl in a matter of traro minutes and handed G the
empty bowl. He gave her a wadded thousand-franc note.ls we had canta-
loupe melon for dessert, and then coffee and cognac. Gurdjieffpointed to
r. 

T.]o1 
ri1{ 

-o-" --V plate and said; .you eat ro ireen, all gieen.'For green
skin I grve 1000 francs." That was worth about ti"o-rnd-oi.-half dolLrs, I
.::kory{ with. rapid expecation, and I volunteered quickly. I dug at the
skin of the melon, but could not clean away everythlng to ifre greJn. The
company got up and left the room while I remained behind dig[ingwith a
spoon. Finally satisfied, I took rhe skin to where he was sinir["ini small
alcove drinking coflee with the others. He looked at the skiir and said:
"No, not all green."

. 
Dushka saw my distress and, when I left the room, she led me up-

stairs to her room where she produced a bottle of green ink. Together rire

15 Bennert has the bowl fulr of raspbcrrics, which is just as likcly for the season in
Haute Savoie, and she recalls that Dushka was onc of ior* to sharc 2000 francs.
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doctored the skin, and I returned downstairs to Gurdjieff and showed him

the all-green rind. He smiled, pulled a crumpled bill from his pocket and

gave it to me. Dushka and I went to our rooms laughing with our success.

Before I got into bed, however, I sensed that G was laughing at me. I

couldn't misread the first-rate-trickster look on his face when he smiled at

a third-rate-trickster. 1t'

Early Friday morning, I got into the lift on the second floor of the ho-

tel to go down to brealdast, and found Gurdjieff there all alone. The lift

descended only a foot or so when it stopped with a jerk. Gurdjieff looked

at me with a halGsmile, as if to reassure me, and then, as if nothing were

more usual to the occasion, began to say that I had to learn how to tell sto-

ries. "Story pay for many things," he said. "I pay you last night, you pay me

soon, but when you know how. You think you are clever, but you are what

Americans call, yes, 'wiseacre.'Your Toomer was wiseacre, clever, but he

wiseacre in a hurry see fast, talk quic\ think slow Lunatic man lose way,

forget to listen. Not remember sel{ forget others. You forget, and no Mer-

aJry car." The lift lurched back into its final three-meter descent, and the

one-sided conversation had ended.
On Friday, we left Chamonix for Vichy around ten, and this time I

was appointed G's mechanic and pick-upper. We stopped for lunch at a

restaurant on the lake at Nantua for lunch. There was only one waitress to

serve our table across the road on the terrace over the lake, and Gurdjieff

told me to get up to help her carry the fish platters. The one I grabbed out

of her hands was almost red hot and I raced to set it down. G was looking

away from me toward the lake, but just as I reached forward with the fish,

I heard him say "stop." I stopped, but the hand holding the platter was in

excruciating pain. My sister and Tania looked at me as if I were crazy. Ap-

parently they hadn't heard G. V/hen I finally set it down, G said 'What

matter?" as I went to my place. 'T/hat's the matter?" echoed my sister. I

had nothing to say. I wrapped my left hand in my napkin and ate with my

right hand. An hour later, on the way to the cars, I looked at my hand, and

it was only slightly red, and I felt no pain.
During G's after-lunch nap by the road an hour or so later, Tania and

I went to look at some horses on the other side of a small marshy pond. By

the time we retumed, we faced an angry MargaretAnderson, who said that

G had refused to wait for us. We got into her car, and after passing through

Lvon and Clermont-Ferrand, we arrived at the H6tel Albert I" late in the

16 Elizabeth Bennett, Idiots,p.20, rccalls that whcn I lcft thc room after my initial fail-

ure, Gurdjieff refcrred to mc as a pcrfcct cxamplc of American cducation: good only

for eating and shitting, but worthlcss for thinking. Hc said that his test would be a

first occasion for mc to work with mv head.
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afternoon. Gurdjieff had left a message for Thnia and myself to see hrm
where he was waiting in the lounge siiting room. He addiessed us srernlv.
accusing us of acting improperly and creating bad vibrations. He orderei
us to remain apart for the rest of the trip. Tinia took this badly and went to
her room for the rest ofthe evening.

G had supper alone and the next morning went out to take the waters.
There were none. There had been a severe diought and vichy was dry. G
stormed back into hotel, ordered Marian Sutta to find .u.ryor. and round
them up for an immediate departure. Then came a second explosion of
rage when G learned that rwo of the girrs, probably my sister and Dushka,
had asked.for orange juice at breakfait. Hi accused tirem of being frivo-
lous, and threatened to force them to stay and wash dishes for the .ist. He
drove quickly, very quickly, back toward Faris, stopping briefly for a rest by
the roadside and then for lunch near pouilly, *h.i. t J.o-plained rhat we
y.f rl! eating too much. He made a brief coffee stop b.io.. arriving at
Colonels Renard, where he announced, after getting out of the .r., th^ih.
would leave for Deauville th9 next morning,-and lhat this trip would be
different. Ir was. when we all gathered at tlie cafii the 

"."t 
,nirnirrg, ;"r,

and all, he smiled and said, "no trip." The same thing happen.a n"oi"..t,
Iater, when he canceled a trip to Dieppe, but that iime wrthout smiling.
His car had broken down.

I was sent to help in the kitchen and to the movemen* "until," G ad-
monished, " you learn eat and move feet." In August, I moved into the
Rena hoteljust a few -:t_..: from G's apartment r.r-d, .*..pt for a four_day
trip back to London and kicester with rhnia and my sistei, I *", ,urilrbl.
as kitchen help, doing chores with the indefatigable afred Etievan, ,.rd ,"t
on the floor in the evenings listening to readiigs. Gurdjieff told my sister
when I was expected. The crowds rt hir rprrtit.nt gr.* throughout the
summel and soon therewasn't roo- .rrough for all olthe yourgi, crowd.
we all took time off to sightsee in paris. Tania and I, and later Alarian and
I, went to the Bal rabarin, where petey knew an acrobat she had met on
the.boat coming over. We saw Roland petit's spectacular ballet, ,,Carmen,,,
at the Th6itre de Marignon and, withJohn cage, we saw Tlnaquir leclerc
dance at the Com6die FranEaise.

In August, G seemed tired by the traffic in his small apartment and he
was quieter in the evenings, assuming a humble posture as an Armenian
rugmerchant. Bennett had arrived from England, and he and Gurdjieff
talked a good deal together. I was conscieniioutiy sensitive ,rr.ugdoua
that summer to the force of character which had so attracted y.rn"y.".,
earlier. I listened to Gurdjieff with an ear runed to hear what I could relate
toJean's own "teaching." V/hile much of the matter was the same. I sensed
an enormous difference in voice, method, and apparent purpose. For one
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thing, Gurdjieffwas more obviously intent on destabilizing, discouragtng,

and ihochng his pupils, as if to turn them away from him as a means of

turning them away from the "negative" of themselves; yet, despite the

shocking language, the insults, and the haranguing, his "pupils," mostly

middle-iged it seemed to me, not only seemed enchanted by him, but

were flattered by and flattered the worst in him.

Another thing which "destabilized" his audience was his language.

I've heard him speak many languages I could identify-Russian, French,

German, English, and ltalian-and others I could not, and he spoke these

languages as if he understood their deep semantic underpinnings as well as

their superficial rhlthmic patterns, and yet he spoke each with a phono-

logical, syntactical, and semantic bias-which included impromptu inven-

tions of words and grammatical formations-that made comprehension

extremely trying. I thought that he did this with the singular purpose of

forcing his listener to concentrate his attention in order to get the mean-

ing. One tired easily under such circumstances, and I always felt uneasy

when someone asked him to repeat something he had said, for that seemed

shameful admission of a lack of attention. Nonetheless, his speech com-

manded attention. His voice was low, but did not have the commanding

resonance of Toomer's. He spoke slowly and carefully most of the time,

and his phrases were rhythmically modulated, though fragmented and

curt.17 His questions and comments were strategically directed; he could

move a discussion to whatever end he had plotted.

Not only his speech, but all of his personal habits on public display

out others on the defensive. People found themselves forced to meet him

strictly on y'lls terms, whether it was the way he ate, dressed, moved, or

drove an automobile; and yet he could reduce himself instantly to exagger-

ated humiliry and modesty. In the midst of almost any conversation, he

would shift mood, look about him with those huge, dark, bear-hke eyes of

his, lower his head slightly and say: "After all, I just old rug merchant." To

questions he deemed trivial or unprofitable, he preferred to remain silent

rather than reply. Wren he shocked people, it was quite obviously to make

them think of things they would prefer not to, and he set words in con-

texts that unsettled usual semantic expectations.

17 Nikolai dc Stjernvall, who livcd with him for thc first seventeen years of his lile,

said that the long convcrsations with pupils that Stanley Nott and Fritz Pcters report-

ed could not have takcn placc. First of all, Nikolai noted, G's English and French werc

not up ro the kinds of convcrsations that Ouspcnsky rccallcd in Russian before thc

war. Gurdjicff himself said, aftcr his 1924 trip to thc Unitcd States, that he "knew not

one word of thc local languagc" (Life is Real, NcwYork: Dutton for Tiiangle Editions,

1975, p.30). Sccondly, whcn G spokc in English or Frcnch, he spoke in bricf seg-

ments. Only in Anncnian and Russian did hc spcak in a smooth flow. This is also

what his secrctary Louisc Gocpfcrt March, rcports in hcr rtcmoirs.
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_ _ Furthermore, by his speech, dress, and postures, Gurdjieff seemed to
do his utmost to maintain distance, as if he would encourase others to
hear the teaching instead of seeing and sensing the man; 

"nd 
yi, when the

performance grated, stung, or even soothed, one was attracted toward the
spectacle of the man more often than to the sense in his message. I can ap-
preciate that he would turn pupils back into themselves as a first and nec-
essary step toward positioning themselves for his teaching, but if he was a
mirror, the image in the glass was often distorted.

, consequently, life with Gurdjieff was like being somewhere in the
midst of a three-ring circus, with too many things going on at once to
know where one stood or what one was to see. No wonde. so manv Deo-
ple seemed unaware of tl'e presence of anyone else in th. group .".ept
themselv.es.and Gurdjiefl, who played clown and trickster. Ei'erything lie
said could be taken as a joke, an absurdiry or a profound observatio"n in
disguise; and yet all the serious pupils were stoni-faced and tense in his
presence. They were either afraid or unsure of themselves, whether even
to laugh 

_at Gurdjieff's jokes; and, above all, Gurdjieff had an enormous
sense of humor, an appreciation of the absurd he found and even incited
all about him. fu for myself, I little understood his method and faintly
heard his message, but I was intrigued by both his performance and the
different reactions ofothers to it.

_ r had only one other private conversation with him that summer, and
that by accident, but it did give me a glimmer of something that I hadn't in
the least perceived earlier. I was on my way down the Ru"e d,fumaille to-
ward the Avenue des Ternes early the morning after Tania left, and noticed
him sitting alone at a caf1 by the corner. He iaw me and beckoned me to
sit down with him and have a cofite. He asked me softly if I had enjoyed
my summer, and I replied with the usual banalities, but added, again,ihat I
was learning a lot about life. He smiled and asked what I was iearning. I
said I couldn't really say, but I was seeing and hearing new things. rne"n I
asked out loud what I had for some time been repeating ,o -yr.i4 assum-
ing that Gurdjieffhad the powers so many attribuied to hi-, "i-Iow do vou
put-."I wrth so many people about you who seem so shallow?" Very slowly
he lifted his head and looked at me with his deep eyes. No smile.

_ 
"These 'people' you call, 'idiots' you *rni r.y, you think they come

only listen to me, hear what I know? No. what I know? I know h# teach
them listen to themselves. They listen radio, phonograph, love-song, type-
writer, and forget listen to self I not hear them, ro i not tell them -r,ri ,"
them they hear. I only teach them remember what they forget. I teach
them hear the music in them. you Americans, you rike noise.lou iabber.
You wiscacre. Like donkeys, you make noise and say nothing, becarir. you
listen to things outside, like own noise eating.
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'You sit with me and eat, you sit and listen to readinp, listen my mu-

sic, do movements. Maybe you hear something, maybe not' All these peo-

ple come listen. Some hear, some not. "q/hat is hear? I tell you' Vhen-you

do ,no.r.*.rrts, you listen to music. You move to music' You think about

movements and you think about music' You do this every day' One day

you do movements and hear music without listening' You hear-it frg*-T-

iide *hen no music playlng outside. This take a long time, hard work. You

do same movement and listen to same music until you no longer hear or

feel with body but with consciousness. Then, you on higher level. It is

same with reading book. You understand inside only when you know ouf-

slde. Outside is noise of world. Inside is music of self Remember Mercury

car? No, you not remember. You remember yourself, not car' You remem-

ber wish of getting car, but you forget self

"Remember ialk in Chamonix? Remember what I say about story? I

tell you story now. A teacher say to someone who want to be pupil, 'Go

away now and observe self come back after you try If youremember self,

I take you as pupil.' That person work hard, think hard, look in mirror,

read books, then he come back. Teacher ask, 'Do you understand now

what means to observe self, to remember sel{?' Yes,' say person' Wrong

answer,' say teacher, and man go away. You see what story say? You like

that person. You talk like Toomer talk, but what talk? You must not say

thing unnecessary That wiseacre talk. Think what you say? You say what,

ot ilry, or how? Come see me in NewYorlg you pay me for summer here

with story there, at Child's. Story is breath, life. Vr'ithout story man have

no self. Now we coffee drink. Good, eh?" He had touched the quick! fu

he fumbled in his deep pockets for coins to leave on the table, I floated

down the street.'u/hen Gurdjieff had spoken to me directly with his inten-

sive tone and look of care, he made me feel not only special' but unique' I

was entranced, but also confused. I had been tricked somehow. In my con-

fusion, I had refrained from saying a word in reply. I never heard his votce

again. He had had the last word.

On August 17, preparations were made for G's trip to Cannes the

next day. I could not go since I was leaving France on Saturday the 20th. I

saw the group offin the morning, but before noon the next day they were

all bach wittr no explanation of why G had turned around. I sailed from Le

Havre the next afternoon on the Cunard White Star, Scythia. My sister re-

turned a few weeks 1ater.18
In early October, Paul Anderson, acting as Lord Pentland's secretary

invited Tean to lunch with them in NewYork to collaborate in the prepara-

1s Petey returned to Francc tvvo ycars later, bccamc a fashion model, and married thc

photographer Jean chcvalier, one of thc foundcrs of EIle rnagazine. Thcy havc a son

and two daughtcrs.
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tion of Gurdjieff's return in November. Jean replied on the 19th with re-
grets that he had not been.able to accept, adding:1'I wanted to convince you
that I have no interest in doing anything about either ouspensky,s o, iu.-
djieff's book at this time. . . . fu you know, some drinl<s mx, some don't. I
must not mixwhat I am doing nowwith the world and works of Mr. Gur-
djie6"tr Meanwhile, Gurdjieff was ill, but kept to his plans, which were
canceled only by his death on the 29th from an abdominal edema associat-
ed with a nephritis he had contracted after his second automobile accident
a year earlier.'.'whenJean heard the news of Gurdjieff's death, he gave
shape to his feelings in a caustic threnody, titled "To burdjieff Dyr.rg"l

Thou Venerene ascending to desire,
Knowing the Buddhic Iaw but to pervert
Its power of peace into dissevering fir.,
Coiled as a serpent round the phailic Tau
And sacramental loafi yet still ilen
To turn the nether astral lieht athwart
The beam ethereal, whereire art thou
Snake and deceiver, Son of the Elder Liar?
Thou hast deformed the birth-bringings of light
Into lust-brats of black imaginings,
Spilling Pan passions in the incarnate round
Of hell and earth. Lords of the Shining Rings
Skilled in white magic, may your skills abou"ndl
Save even Gurdjieff from his hell forthrieht.2l

re Toomer Collection, Box 3, Foldcr 96.
il Oscar lchazo, "Lettcr," pp. 99-100, says: ,,Whcn 

his autopsy was performed, an ex_
tremely cirrhotic liver was found with tcrribly dilated, .ra.i.os.' gastroesophageal
veins. Thc stomach was grossly cnlargcd by thc constant and abusiie irrg.rtioni oF
huge amounts of indigestiblc and lcthar combinations of food and alcohol,"which oe-
stroyed the functions of his pancrcas and produccd a calamitously .o.rrtip","d, 

"*-panded colon " He continucs at grcat rcngth and thcn concludes: ,.The operating
physicians said that it was strangc drat somebody courd bc arive with such an abused
and run-down organism. This was takcn by trrc dcvotcd Gurdjieffians 

", "r, 
.,.rqr,"r-

tionable proof of thcir Master's rcarization. Ichazo docs not say where he got this in-
formation, but it is unlikcly hc hcard it from william wclch, Gurdjieff,s"American
doctor, who was at the sccnc.
21 

Jean Toomer, The Colleaed poems, Robcrt B. Joncs and Margcry Latimer Toomer,
eds. (Chapel Hill, NC: Universiry of North C"rolina prcss, 19gg), p. 103.

Chapter Seven

Gurdj ieff 's Teaching Text

The harmonious develoPment of man:

a man who is really in occupation of his house,

all three storeys of it. 
_Orage

In Gurdjieff the ancient teachings of Lao Tse, Jesus and St. Au-

gustine all have fresh import and find valid scientific suPport.

the implications of this deeper science of Being no longer slum-

ber in secret archives of the temples of the East. Sought by him

they are made clearer to us in writing by one himself a seer.
-Frank Lloyd Wright

Paris had been a marvelous vacation for me, but the moment I moved off

the quay in Quebec, loaded my baggage in the back of my mother's car,

and iettled in the front seat for the long drive down to Connecticut, I

missed something, or rarher, felt that I had missed something. Gurdjieff's

presence-not only his words, but his voice and physical posture-would

not leave my thoughts. On the one hand, I realized that he had showed me

a way to take stock of my potentials, and I could strengthen my conscious

thought to develop them. Without being aware of the implications, I had

already been pushed one step forward to free myself from outer influenc-

es. Already, the previous spring when my mother was in Paris, I had re-

ceived an appointment to the Military Academy at West Point, something

she had planned for me all of my life' I turned it down' and my mother

was very hurt. She brought the subject up again in the car as we drove

across the border into Vermont toward St. Johnsbury. I told her simply

that I didn't want to be a soldier, to which she responded in a tone that was

almost a sneer: 
'Vhat do you think you can be?" I said I didn't know yet,

but that this would be a year to look at my possibilities.

I went back to school with the intent of investigating as much as I

could in my studies. I jumbled up my planned program to include French

as well as Russian. I enrolled in a Music History course and, much against

my desire, my faculty counselor forced me to take economics to fill what

was called a ;'distribution requirement in liberal arts." No sooner had I

gotten senled down in Providence then my mother called me to say that
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Gurdjieff had died. The words seemed detached from any meaning. I
could not conceive of Gurdjieff dead, the body perhaps, but the man? Little
by little, the consequences of his death for me became clear. First of all, it
meant I would not see him in New york later in the year, and my vague
plans to go back to Paris seemed compromised. My summer with him [ad
made me feel my present course of studies was liading me nowhere and
:ven my adjusted curriculum wasn't giving me the satiifaction I expected.
So early in 1950, I went to Pat Kenny, the Dean of Men at Brown, and said
I wanted to quit school. He advised me to finish my sophomore year first
and then to withdraw rather than quit, so that, if I ieciied ht., to return,
there would be no obstacles. Meanwhile, my mother had contacted her
old love,Johnny, who said that he'd have a place for me in the cotton busr-
ness in the summer. My own plans, which I kept to mysell were to return
to Paris-to study philosophy and work with the paris Gurdjieffgroup. I
had read $1ou-sh ouspensky's recenrry pubrished In searchil tttr"uiriru-
!ru, yhrch laid out systematically and clearly Gurdjieff's ideas. fu soon as
Gurdjieff's "First Series" was published that spring, I plunged into it, rec-
ognizing as I went along passages that I had heard airrari6us readings in
New York and Paris. I could hear not only Toomer's words rn it, bui his
voice, and the connection between the ideas of each was obvious to me. I
imagined I could read Gurdjieff through Toomer, while finding in Gurdji-
effwhat had seized Toomer.

To me, All and Euerything; Beerzebub's Thres to His crandson was a tana-
lizing, teasing, and irritatingly difficult text whose vocabulary and struc-
ture deliberately obscured sense. After a short while, I founj Gurd;ieff's
style obstructively dense and digressive, and his science obscure. I didn,t
have the pafience to work through the book and I abando".a *y .,r"go,
ploject to make a systematic study ofJean's ideas along Gurdjieffian liies,
Nonetheless, I knew well that in order to better appreciate Jlan,s ideas, I
had to know more of their connecrion with Gurdjieff's. I uianted to have
something of that relationship in mind when I next talked with Jean, so I
worked up a sort of summary of ideas in the book and held rt-fo, some
time before discarding it as unsatisfactory. My synthesis didn't make the
text any clearer to me, but I have mulred over those ideas through the
years, and the summary that follows could be considered a matrix io, th.
teaching I received from Toomer and Gurdiieff

It would be a thankless task ro try to ,u.n*rrize the book as a whole,
but I can locate many of the ideas in it that pervade Jean's teaching. To
those who know the book well, I apologrze for the nJrro* p..rorrrl"p.r-
spective that follows. I address it more to those readers, like^myself years
ago, who are unfamiliar with Gurdjieff's "system. " rn The Huati of ciming
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Good (p.45), Gurdjieff explains that he based,his book on legends he had

i,*rail, his'childhood, 
"ni 

h. made Beelzebub his hero in order to expose
;ffi;; i"..t, of -y ideas." The breadth of the book as a whole conjoins a

orv.hologi."l history of the world from its creation to 1921'with instruc-

il; il;.dr.rr.g ir,. deteriorating condition of current human affairs.

That deterioration is seen most cleaily in the degeneratiol 9f m.an's moral

and intellectual status in the modern world, particularly in the United

S,".t, *fti.ft Gurdjieffsaw as the emblem of a present and disastrous pro-

..r, 
"ia."rior"tion 

of personal and social values. The setting of the book

J r tptl.tftip in whictr Beelzebub, returning to his home planet Karatas

(crrti^lf *im an exile imposed upon.him.for questioning authoriry' lec-

iur., hi, grandson on the creation and maintenance of the Universe' in-

.i;;G;f. history of our world's science and moraliry' His principle.topic

" 
*iruift. people of the Earth have lost the facility to see the real' and why

;;; a;;;i.. in unrealiry. The intent behind his account is a preparation

"iirrt 
gt""Jt* . ,.at.tt the situation by teaching the esoteric lore of

,.f-p.if..tion no longer generally*available to people of Earth'l

in his exposition io fiassein,-Beelzebub finds it necessary as a histori-

cal background for his psychological instruction' to recount the origrn-ofall

;;;"t. fire principle oith.it *iinttn'ntt in time' and the causes of their

;.g.?.;;il 
"" 

hr"rr. This exposition, in the chapter rrtled "The Holy

Pli'net Purgatory" contains the nucleus of Gurdjieff's:g-pl.* philosoph-

iJ ,yr,.*1, in Wet*inn that informs the entire book'2 The planet Purgato-

f ititt. core of the universe through which the pulsatiols gf eletlhinq in

iir...or-o, pass. In the begnning,-'ll btingt.*tre united with the Sun Ab-

,olrt., ...rtor of all life, U"ut rftei a univerial calamity, they could no long-

er blend with their primal source' So this planet was made for a certain

number of them as a central receptor of concentrations of everything in_the

universe. Though it contains a biiss of vegetation and atmospher,e' and al-

;;dh it is the?avorite haunt of the Absolute, the inhabitants of Purgto-

,v, *t" rrr". earned their place there by perfection oftheir higher reason,

-n .*ai.,g to the opening chaptcr of Meetings with Remarkable Men' A R' orage'

trans. (London: Pcngurn, leZ:;, Curdjleff's basic modcl for thc seeker of hidden lorc

is Gilgamesh, whose trials and hardships to obtain thc wisdom and prophetic lore of

Utnaiishtim werc thc topic of songs hc hcard his fathcr sing in Kars'

, orag. claimed that hc had rcad lhousands of books on philosophy but that Gurdji-

c f f , s . .TheHo l yP lane tPu rga to r y ' ' su rpasscs thema l l .By . .Pu rga to r y ' 'Gu rd j i e f f
means the entire cosmos of Jntologrcal valucs. "Hcaven" and "hcll" arc concepts he

renounces as the "twaddle" (All and Euerything, p' 803) of those who'-in ignorance'

supposed a binary opposition bctwccn things ln Lfe k Reat (New York: Dutton for

Tiiangle Editions, 1975), p 161' Gurdjicff rccommcnds thc chapter to those who

would understand his idcas'
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endure the most painful of torments.To explain this apparent paradox, Bee-
lzebub then recounts the genesis and process of the universe.

Before the creation of life, there wis nothing but empry space occupied
by cosmic ether and the sun Absolute thar was tf,. lo.u, orin. E"ar.r*or,
one_of many epithets for that which others call ,,God." Thl, ,.rii.nie ofGod and his agencies was held stabre, without any influence from outside,
by a- principle of inner independent forces that consisted of two interrock-
ing laws: the Law of Seven and the Law of rhree. After a while, however,
God realized that the sun Absorute was diminishing by a n"* 

"iri-., 
*aso decided to create a universe whose operations wJurd immunize the SunAbsolute from decomposition due to the efitcts of fime.

The Iaw of Seven, also known as the Law of the octave, describes
seven centers, or concentrations of graviry in a line of force, or ,,cosmrc
ray" The Law of Three describes . tiird oith..e united fo...s-on. fosi-tive, another negative, and a neutral third that reconciles them.3 The oneblends with the other ro activate the middle, which itself b..o-., ,t. por-
live rn a higher triad or the negative in a lowe., and so, betrveen viorrdCreation and World Maintenance, an intermediary force is set.

In order to have this structure of things move to his profit, God ad_justed the two laws so tha.t creared things #ould flow into ,rr. p..r.*. orthe sun Absolute and mainrain its exis#nce through time. He'did irri, uyhaving the functions of these concentration, of en.".gy, *niJ 
"f..rr.J--dependently, made dependent on outside forces so iti.t tt. 

"riiir.i 
i"a.-pendent maintenance of the Sun Absolute became altered into a mutuale,xchange of force with a[ created materiars. The energy ;..d.d;;;fi."

this perpetual 
.exchange was released by artering thelistances u.n"."r,centers of gravity. The resulting 

"ry--.iry.rur.i, .o_p.rrr-",ofn"_ 
"fenerg-y that produces new rycres of automatic .ffru..r..l ;i;;;,;;;,"

outside stimuli. The process of these new creations, depending ,i'", irr.amount of external vibrations they absorb, produce further .onl.rrr*io.r,
of different internal and external propo.tio.r, of force.a
. T.n,after changing the function of the laws, God directed their ac_tions from the Sun Absorute ourward into the space of the uniu.rr. by ,n

' Toomer quotcs Gurdjicff's analogy: ,,wc 
can havc no brcad without baking:Knowledge is thc water, cmotion the flour, and suffcring thc fire" (Toomer collec-tion, Box 68, Folder 1539).

" Russell Smith, Cosnlr Serrels.(Sangcr, TX: privatcly published, 1993), has exposedthe entire mathematicar systcm bchind thc Law of Scvcn and the Law of rhree. Thereis a striking similarity in this rcrcascd cncrgy with carnot's physics of Entropy. no. ,.-cent.essays explicating aspccts of,4/l and Euerything, sec All and Euerything bi ^na aUand Euerything 97, ed. Seymour B. Ginsburg et al,irocccdinss ofthc First and SecondInternational Humanitics Confcrcnccs, n'og',o, Rcgis, 1996 and 1,997. For earlicrviews of Gurdjieff's life and teacrrings, ,". Mi.h.l dc'salzmann,s cntry in tn, rrr*ao
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cmanation of his own force known as 'V'ord-God"'5 so that' in a- chain of

.orr..rrt rtlorrs of energy, this emanation would flow back into the Abso-

lute. Once this was accomplished, the effects of the changes in the laws

carried on the Processes of the universe automatically' and th3 effels;f

changes in the laws continue, so that each of the concentrahons ln tne

universe operates according to the altered laws of Three and Seven' For

;6i;, ,irond-o.d., ,u,i,, o' cores of solar sptems' become^ first ele-

ments in new formattons generated by the Word-God' and so forth' in a

chain of formations that fills the universe'

Eachoftheseconcentrationsemitsradiations,oremanations;and.be-
wveen each concentration of energy there is an intermediary force thatbal-

;;;;;-,h. p"th and pull of masses]or, ultimately more important' mediates

;;;;;g. of eneigy between the seven largest "independent" concentra-

;i;;;;i#tgy, ,rrd ii.us between all of them' The Emanation of the Abso-

iu,. Su", k t"owt as the Word-God, is the agenry of cosmic operations'

ih.r, th... are emanations from each second-order sun' planets' the.tnigro-

cosmos, the tetartocosmos, all planets, and, finally' the common radiations

of all second-order suns. All these cosmic emanations constitute an issuing

of everything from everything and an entering again into *trythtlg:'-, 
,

In'the Jreated world, the lowest of animals' such as worms and tn-

sects, are ,,one-brained beings." Animals are "two-brained," or tvvo-na-

,,tt.i, *n." their physical or planetary body acquires sentiment or

.-o,iorr. A human being, a microcosmic reflection of the universe as a

*t ot., is capable of acqui"ring a third, or higher-being podyl reason' When

this body of ,."ron ,rr....d,ln perfecting iiself into Objective Reason' the

+ <"A Oai" of Religion. Colin Wrlson, The War Against Sleep : The Phitosophy of Gurdjief '

off.r. J ,yrrr#ris o'f Gurdjieff's 
,.systcm," but V/ilson admitted relying heavily upon E.

J. Gold, People of the Secret: SectetThlks tuith Mt C'inwhich Gold's G is himself, end

ih. ,yrr"- i, S,rn. fnitip Mairct dcscribcs Gurdjicff's system and his aim-in h-is intro-

duct iontol 'R.Orage,:c<i i i_ lo<iv.WebbcloscsHatmoniousCirc lewi thabr ief lookat
thesourcesofGurdj ief f 's thcorct ical idcas.Moore,whohaslecturedonGurdj ief f in
university classrooms, grvcs a bricf cxposition of G's story of creation and of his entire

"system" in MYth, PP 4V62'
5 Logosin the'Bibic, rnd sperma.tologol in the language of thc Alexandrian philosophers'

6 ln'Gurdjieff',s "The Strrggi" o? the Magicians," the Magician says to his pupils:

..The chief idea of th" 
"*porition 

is as folloris: that what is above is similar to what is

b.low 
"nd 

that what is below is similar to what is above' Every unity is a cosmos' The

lawsthatgoverntheMegalocosmosalsoruletheMacrocosmos' theAr iocosmos(?) '
theDeutercosmos,thelvl'esocosmos,thcTiitocosmos,andothers'inclusively'downto

the Microcosmos. Havtng exactly studied one cosmos you will know all th-e others ' ' '

and for each one of us ,li. 
"""tt" 

man of all is oneself Knowing yourself completely

yo, ' * i l lk , ,o*al l ,evenGod,sinccyouarecreatcdinhis l ikeness' ' (ToomerCol lect ion,

Box 69, Foldcr 1564).
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triadic structure is capable ofseparating itselfso that the higher-being part
can leave physical mass and emotion and unify itself with the creaioi in
the Sun Absolute, thus fulfilling the divine purpose of Creation. Those
higher-being bodies that fall short of completing rheir perfection and that
do not unite with God, can join with other concentrations where their be-
ings are needed in the rycle of evolution and involution; and, in succes-
sions of such rycles, they continue until they achieve perfection.

To perfect reason, a person must acquire a certain amount of inde-
pendence from external cosmic causes by adhenng to the operations ofthe
Law of Seven; that is, through knowledge of his or her place in the totality
of creation. Human reason is a positive or affirming force, the nervous
system is a negative or denying force, and the thorax/heart, or breathing
apparatus, is the neutralizing or reconciling force. correspondingly, thii
triad is Gd by three nourishmenrs. Food and drink feed the body; 

"ii 
e.at

the lungs and heart; and the cosmic substance in the air that periects high-
er consciousness feeds the mind. Each person has an innate lamination of
sense and reason, both of which can be nurtured to strengthen the collab-
oration between them. The perfection of reason constitutes obiective
Consciousness, the hope and aim of Creation.

. only the person who has developed harmoniously can separate his or
her centers to free thought from incitements of the body and the senses.
The separ,ation of objective Reason is a result of freeing ieason from sub-
jective influences, and of locating one's essential .go-ih. proper "gravity
center" or "I," if you will. This process leads to either a union with God, if
completed, or to a union with other cosmic concentrations, if incomplete
when one's planetary or natural body, dies.

So, there are three possible ends for single durations of life. The man
who has not moved himself at all toward higher consciousness-toward
acquiring a soul to move toward God-returns to the substance of the earth
from which he came, for the body is time-bound and decomposes whether
or not soul and objective Reason conjoin with it. The one who has acquired
a soul, but not aftained the union with God, unites with other cosmic con-
centrations in a process known as metempsyrhosfu, or rebirth in another form.
Either he or she will fail to move in this new life toward separation and re-
turn to earthly substance in death, or he or she will continue to be reborn
again and again until achieving the separation, for the soul cannot decom-
pose, and it remains in the solar system unless and until it perGcts itself in
a reason which,engenders "sacred" substance.T The Hindu might recognize
this as a move from cycles of Karma to the otium of Nirvana."
7 P D. Ouspensky, .4 Neu, Model of the IJniuerse (London: Routledge & Kegan paul,
1938), pp. 80-81 and The F-ourth Way (London: Routlcdgc & Kegan paul, 1957), pp.
41'3-437, distinguish carcfully bctwccn recurreflce and. re-incarnation. The first is manr
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Those who succeed in attaining higher-being bodies-identified with

Obiective Consctousnes;;;h;t;ti6n with tf,e Absolute and immor-

;ili;. ffi;;;;'; oi-*'-p'vchosis' once the planetary bodv has died'

asecond-gradecosmtct-,*g*..' ' i ' 'ggravitationalattractionmovesthe
soul, if it e>csts, to another L"tt' oigttuity' or concentration of energy'

while the body decomposes; and, by iitt '"-t 1aw' it reloins its phy-sical

source in the earth. The astial body, however' formed of radiations from

"ifr., 
pf"""t and suns, dtto*po"' 'nd goes in different directions' The

hisher-being body cannot d.ro-por. andso exists until it perfects itself to

ia:;. \inir. aJing this, it is immune from harmful influences from ex-

,.rni ,oo*.r. ffr. Ito,.t one moves toward Objective Reason and higher

being, the more one is independent of these sources' or planetary lorces'

,ra itt. less, therefore, subject to accident' vagaries ofphysical and emo-

t[rr"il.r.ia..tts, unhealthd vibrations from oihers' and so forth' In other

*o.dr, one can make oneself "relatively" immune from accident'

The modern-thinking person is caught, therefore' in "the terror of the

,l*"tiorr," the terror of t t"out, or Objective Reason' not yet achieved'One's

,i-. on ealth is a period in which one must work toward achieving Objec-

tive Reason. One must, in briefl know oneself and knowwhere one is' The

oro..r, of self-discovery involves self-observation and self-remembering'

;;;;;;iy inuolu.r'ruffering, since one musr firsr discover what one is

not beforediscovering wh at one ;an be. "Intentional suffering" is, most gen-

ltrfiy, .n. pain of tryiig to perfect oneself.by purging "sin"; and' m:i-t 
1,"'

ticularly, ii is the suffering caused by a self-observation rncrted by anotner

person's negative action.

t 1t"*1 611 ;,r either absolutc rcpctition of onc's lifc, born on thc same day' ctc' (the ag-

ony of the hcro of Ouspensky's Tlre Strange Life,of luan Osokin' rccently staged as an

op.r" in NewYork, is that hc "thinks" that thc chancc to return to an carlier point tn

hi, o*. life will neccssarily allow a positivc chancc to a highcr form of consciousness'

H" 
"nfy 

rcpeats his carlicr crrors *ith th" addcd agony of knowing that he is trapped

in an inevitability) or, a rcpetition in which onc changcs somc things' but not the end'

ascension or descent ,.t p.o."" oflifc and, finally' a rccurrence in which one ascends

io 
"r."p. 

the vicious .y.1. attd rrovc on to anothcr planc of being' Re-incarnation is

U.i.rg iorn again into 
" 

diff.'""' timc and body' ln Plato's Meno 81a-e' Socrates also

,p..L of ,".It.r",-,.. and rcincarnation, agrccing with Gurdjieff that in earlie.r extst-

.'rr.ar, -"r, had knowledge now lost, 
""d 

ih"t onc can draw out what our souls knew

in former lives. Hc 
"*pl"i,,, 

that thc soul is immortal' born many times' and that it

con ta i ns thcsumo f theknow lcdgcacqu i r cd i n fo rmc r l i vesso tha ta l l know ledge i s
recollection and remembcring is iccalling from previous cxistenccs what lies ahead in

the soul. (Plato: Colletred Dialogues'Edith Hamilton and Huntington Cains' eds New

york: paniheon, 1g61). Thc triadic spiritual gcography of christiandogma.has Hell as

the ultimate loss of substancc. It is u.rrot"h"d and untouchable by God's bond of

grace, since thc cosmic rcach of God cxtcnds no lower than Purgatory'
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Beelzebub explains to Hassein the history of the falling off of our ini-
tial perfection on Earth in a number of crucial, or axial, events. The firsr
was the disappearance of Atlantis, another was the rise and dominance of
Babylonian civilization, the third was a moral decline brought about by
Roman civilization, and the fourth is the technology and mechanization of
thought in the present age. Before this catena ofevents, things proceeded
^ G94 had planned. Three-brained beings existed until they Jeveloped an
astral body to mediate their reunion with God; but, this natural balan.e
was upset by defection of the harmonizing vibrations necessary for hu-
mans to develop their astral body, and the flow of attractions and repul-
sions, normally activated by the difference in distances between the oibrts
of the planets and benveen the notes of the octave, was deflected so that
people ceased to unite with God automati.cally. k a consequence, humans
became subject to the same natural laws governing one- and trvo-brained
beings; that is, to the inevitabiliry of death. Furthermore, the duration of
human life diminished progressively

Thus- the goal of human life is divided. Either we can complete the
process of perfection in accordance with the Law of Seven in the time allor-

1ed u1, or we can perpetuate the species before the physical body perishes.
In order to accomplish the latter purpose, nature divided humans i.rto t*o
sexes to produce offspring.8 Nonetheless, despite our intellectual degener-
ation, we have not lost completely the old knowledge of how to perfect ob-
jective Reason. That is, we possess the information necessary to enrich the
brain wrth higher-being a{firmative force and to coordinate its functions
wrth the negative force resident in the spinal column (mirroring the active
relationship between secondary suns and Absorute Sun, or pro"tocosmos),
and these two centers are able to work together as a harmonizing principle
for everything existing and being born. The third being-center, ,h'. tr.utot-
izing for_ce, is an independent center in the breast having to do with enrich-
ing the flow of blood in concert with both heart and lungs.

over a period of time in the past, however, the colliboration of these
centers deteriorated because the knowledge of the function of the spinal
marrow diminished as grades of human denial ounveighed shades or arfir-
mation' Major natural catastrophes accelerated the disappearance of
knowledge of these things. The destruction of Atlantis had aiready deci-

o Bcelzebub digrcsscs bricfly at this point to dcscribc a planct whcrc thcrc arc three
sexes which merge togethcr by rnutual attraction-almost growing inte 6x6h 61hs1-1s
make a child who reflecrs his triadic sourcc. In plato's syftiposium, "lggd-1g"!d, Aris_
tophanes says that mankind oncc had thrcc scxcs-malc, femalc, and hcrmaphrodite-
and that Zeus, in fcar of thc powcr of thc hcrmaphroditcs, split thcm in t*o to isolate
thcir sexual identiry
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mated the number of those possessing "sacred knowledge"; and' though a

,'-JL ,rrr-U.r of the formei residenis of Atlantis knew how to use the

ffi..fooa, and knew the way to higher consciousness, the destruction of

th! cootirr.nt led inexorably to our Ioss of higher*being sustenance' As a

result,fewwereabletoabsorbhigher-bodyfoodconsciously'Some-time
i;;; *. lost both the need for aid knowledge of this food, and labored

;;dr; secure substantial food for the physical body' Consequently' striv-

G'ar perfection all but disappeared inthe helter-skelter of banal survival,

;"? *,i it intentional thought and aims for life higher than physical and

emotional gratification. At fiist, nature tried to compensate for thn loss by

.rrri"g intlnsive shocks, or calamities, to reactivate automatic assimilation

of actii. elements in the cosmos, principally by dividing and localizing

them in the vibrations ofthe sevenindependent classes ofthe law ofthe

O.arr..t Though life expanded throughout.the universe by cause-of this

general diffusiJn, ..rrt..i of gravity became less independent' and flows of

energy more weaklY directed.
"Urrfortunrt ly, a second catastrophic loss of knowlege occurred when

Babylonian scienie structured the universe and its parts in dualistic

terms.lo From this came the error of binary oppositions such as good and

; n"Uytorri"n astrology, as it is latcr schematized by Ptolemy' contains the basis of this

,,law,,That is, the distanccs bctwccn thc orbits of the seven observable movingbodies

in the heavens-Saturn, Jupitcr, Mars, Sun, Vcnus, Mcrcury and the Moon-are rn

harmonic proportion do, si, la, sol, fa, mi, re-^nd the /o that begins a new octave can

be.associaied with Earth. Thc schcmc also defincs the order of the hours of the day

and the days of thc week. This "scvcnfoldncss," as Gurdjieff called it, is but one small

aspect of tlh" L"* of Scvcn. Thc important point herc is that our tonic scale is not

*irol" to.,", and thc diffcrcnccs in tonal distancc reflccts the altcrations God had to

make in order to incitc compcnsatory flows of cncrgy'
r0 Zoroastrian and Manichean doctrincs arc hcavily dualistic, but the Western world

has been most influenccd along thcsc lines by Gnosticism, which insists on the clear-

cut division bewvccn flesh and spirit that pcrvades christian thought. Like Gurdjieff's

"system," Gnosticism contains notions of a suffcring from which certain initiates

could escape to aworld of highcr bcing; and it also makes hcary use of sccret symbol-

ism. The New Testament is cspccially full of secret symbolism' One could point to

the obvious case of the Apocaiyps", and Ouspcnsky, The Fourth Woy (pp' 406_4'10)'

demonsrrates neatly thc erotcric codc in thc Lord's Praycr. There is consi'lerable dif-

f e renceo fop in i onas to thcsou rcco fGu rd j i e f f ' s . . s ys t cm . ' 'Somehave foundSu f i
myst ic ismU.hir rd i t ,othcrsPlatonism,Hindumyst ic ism'Stoic ism'Gnost ic ism'and
Esoteric christianity. ln personal correspondcncc, william Patrick Patterson reminds

methatBorisMouravieff,ouspensky,curdjizfetlesJragtnentsd'unenseignementinconnu
(B ruxe l l es :Syn thdse ,1957 )p .8 ' r c t o td t " conve rsa t i onw i t hGurd j i e f f i nwh i chhe

asked: 
..Is the system you.r?;..No." . . . .,From whcrc did you take it?" Gurdjieffre-

plied: ..Perhaps I stolc it." oscar lchazo, "Lcttcr to thc Tianspersonal community,"

ih, Ariron, 1991, pp.88-90, denics anything original in Gurdjieff's teaching'
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evil, sin and grace, light and darkness, heaven and hell, strength and wis-

dom, thought and feeling, etc. So gew the notion that human moral ten-

dencies gravitate toward either diabolical or divine sates, an idea

comparable in some resPects to Augustine's description of the soul's natu-

ral gravitational pull toward its creator; but, out of this notion grew the

conception of ourselves as images of a god whom we resemble and who

resembles us. Such subjectivism prompted us to envision God in Person-
alized terms rather than as a cosmic force, and it encouraged passiviry and

a despair that human will was not up to the task of self-perfection' Hence,

we assumed that unifring with the Absolute requires a gift received from

without, rather than from a task performed within. In effect, humans had

lost mastery of themselves as independent forces.
Later in the Roman period, the conscious conjoining of the sexes to

produce children was ignored in pursuit of empty pleasure and uncon-

scious reproduction. Thus, not only did we lose knowledge of perfection

of reason at this stage, but we lost something of the sense of purpose in

using sexual energy to perpetuate the species in successive rycles of gener-

ation. The failure of collaboration of the nvo lower centers of being led to

illness, or "sin"; that is, a defection ofthe process necessary for the task of

perfection.ll Put another way, when conjoining of sperm and egg is im-
peded by the negative vibrations of empty pleasure, or of interruption of

pregnanry, then the power to use our biological potential in the service of

Objective Reason and union with God is deflected.
Error, waste, and sin are the three coordinate destabilizers of the

function of planets and, although many higher-being bodies had already

assembled about God, the others who had completed the perfection of

their reason were blocked and unable to unite with God, not out of fault in

themselves, but because of impediments in the degenerated processes of

cosmic laws. On the other hand, because their "soul bodies" had evolved

out of the effects of laws of nature--death and decomposition-they could

not remain on the sudace of Earth. So God made and assigned them a

place called Purgatory where they would have to su{Ibr in a continuing ef-

fort to purify themselves of the effects of sin and disharmony that manifest

rr P D. Ouspensky, ln Search oJ the Miraculous (New York: Harcourt Brace and World,

1949),p.357, interprets sjn in Gurdjicff's work as a dcsignation for waste, something

not necessary. "Sins," he says, "arc what kccp a man on one spot ifhe has decided to

move and if he is ablc to move"; and, "sin is what puts man to sleep when he has de-

cided to awaken." Thereforc, onc with no aim at all does not sin [Compare Saint

Paul's letter to Romans (5:13-14) in which hc declares that when there was no law

there was no sin]. Sufi thought has man (humanity) rcsponsiblc for the restoration of

his soul to consciousncss.
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6. Calm self-contentment in the use of what is not personallv de-
served.

7. The striving to be what one is not.

The greatest global destructive manifestation of all of these is war. In a
smaller but equally telling manner, the raking of life in sacrificial rites and
in blood sports are signs of depravity because, as Beelzebub insists, we
should love everything that breathes. There is no hierarchy of life-value in
the universe, even if there is a hierarchy of living forms. Sexual activity for
pleasure instead of for either reproducing one's own kind or, on a higher
level, as a means of strengthening one's "being-body," is wasteful, "me-
chanical suffering."

Beelzebub explains as well that the teaching of four great messengers
from above-Buddha, Christ, Mohammed, and Lama-have been distort-
ed, and that the secular structures of religious institutions on Earth at
present debilitate rather than enhance the spirit.ls The major distortion in
the past was the conception of a binary opposition in religron between
good and evil. Originally, good and evil were active and passive principles
that were reconciled by a third principle that converred the tension be-
wveen them into energy for self-development. A correlative error was the
attribution of demonic character to visible beings who seemed to live
longer than others, while giving angelic sratus to invisible forces which
seemed to favor human beings.

In short, we are diverted from the proper role of self-perfection by
false prophets, hasnamusses, wiseacres, the kashireitleer (Divine Book) of
Lentrohamsanin (Lenin-Tiotsky), etc. Earlier in his discourse to his grand-
son, Hassein, Beelzebub had rephrased rhe essence of the biblical Jictum
when he advised: "Do unto another as you would do unto your own.,' To
illustrate the relative values ofthe functibns ofour three centers, Beelze-
bub explains that faith of eonseiousness is freedom; faith of feering is weak-
ness; faith 

9f body is stupidity. Hope ofcoruriousness is strength; hope offeeting
is slavery; hope of body is disease. Love of consciousness evokes tle same in
response; love offeeling evokes the opposite; love ofbodli depends on type
and polarity

Beelzebub recalls to Hassein his association on Earth with a certain
fuhiata Shiamash, whose mission to Earth consisred of both definins the
"terror of the situation" among mankind and of transmitting knowledle in
aLegominism, or written code, in which he prescribed five ,,strMngs:,'

15 To these, Beelzebub adds many othcrs of sccondary rank, such as "Saint Moses."

1
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Striving to have in one's ordinary.being-existence everything satis-

fying aid really necessary for one's planetary body'

Striving to have 
" 

.onr,,,tt and unflaggrng instinctive need for self-

perfecrion in the sense of being'

th. .onscious striving to know ever more and more concernlng

the laws of world creation and world maintenance'

+. ift. striving no- tn. beginning of existence to pay for artsing and

individualitJ, as quickly 
"i 

po"i6lt, in order afterward to be free to

iignr." rs much a, possible the Sorrow of our Common Father'

5. Tie striving .l*,y, to assist the most rapid perfecting of other be-

ings, both tiose similar to oneself and those of other forms' up to

the degree of self-individuality'

In all, the immediate goal of all positive striving is simply to live a.happy

inl, rie i" *rrich untappin.r, i^n be converred to service of an ultimate

happiness. fu Mullah Nassr Eddin, another of Beelzebub's friends' says'
:.d":;;J;-rppi".r, for man can arise exclusively only fromsome unhap-

oit.rJ 
"tro 

..rl'rhr, he has already experienced'" Suffering' then' is-an.es-

;;;il;"p in ou, ..rlirrtion of self and in our work on self for perfection'

There is a considerable necessary component of suffering in Gurdji-

ef f 'smethod;but,whereasGurdj ief frubbedrawtheemotionsaswel las
it. ptlti.tf senses of his pupils, brage and Toomer sought to soothe the

sprrit whrle probing the inteflect withlhe same message: W-e cannot speak

it. 
"t,ft 

urrril *. iealize that we lie; we cannot awaken self-awareness un-

til we understand that we are asleep; we cannot achieve individuality until

we discover the extent to which we are mechanical; we cannot speak of self

until we reconcile the various and contradictory "I"s in us; we cannot ob-

,.-. ourr.lues until we stumble in the dark of our own blindness' Even

,-orrg Orrg.'s and Toomer's pupils, it has occcasionally seemed that the

i;;."".. ulon probing the negaiive aspecrs of oneself breaks down pride

oir.lf by ,n irrdllg..t.! in masochistic exercises with only vague promlse

of restoration. Many would simply prefer to stop short of what the Apostles

and the saints knew, that suffering L knowledge and knowledge suffering'--^- 
C"tJ:i.n"'s teaching techni{ue was. Socratic; he played sa{!V ana

t l.ki.r, inviting doubf skepticism, and self-reflection as purptives for

cosmic illrr.rr. firc atitiott., who told people that they didn t know what

;;t;h";ght they knew, Gurdjieff would have.his pupils doubt-everything

iit.i' aia "ttot kro* by'personal experience'.He was both Marysas and

npJff", witch and -i"r.j,lugglt' 'ni Htngtd Man' and teacher of dances

upon the water.



Chapter Eight

Returnitg To Toomer

The Gacher is one who brings tools
and enables us to use them.

-TheWayward and the Seeking

I'm leaving the shining ground, brothers,
I sing because t ttljih. 

Blue Meridian,,

Poppy was much in my thoughts in the winter of 1949-1950 after my re-

turn from France, but I knew I just couldn't sit down with him and dis-

cuss Gurdjie{f I had to draw him out along Gurdjieffian lines. I stopped

by once or twice after visits to Madame Ouspensky's farm in Mendham,

NJ, where many of Gurdjieff's pupils congregated after Gurdjieff's death,

but when I withdrew from college inJune of 1950, instead of going to Par-
is (I didn't have the money anywa, I succumbed to my mother's wishes

and went to work in Houston. I feared it would be some time before I

could return to the Mill House. In Houston, while training to be a cotton

merchant, I lived in a series of boarding houses before renting a house

with a group of young Scandinavian apprentices in the cotton business.

A year later, in the summer of !951, I returned east on vacation,

bought a little car and drove down to Mill House. I was given my old

room, now with a wall of bookcases filled with philosophical and psycho-

logical texts I couldn't remember ever having noticed before. I found Jean
quieter and slower of movement than before. In the mornings, we took

slow walks and some afternoons we sat in the kitchen, listening on the ra-

dio to Philadelphia Athletics baseball games, during which Jean would

comment on players' styles. His favorite was the left-handed pitcher, Bob-

by Schantz.
We walked and talked about Mill House and the counrryside. He told

me that he and Marjorie had decided to sell the house eventually, but they

would first give up the farm so that he could spend more time writing. In

the front sitting room, he spoke to me about how the process of learning
to love life and to love God starts even before birth, that an unborn child

can feel and receive love as well as start a process of self-knowledge, but he

didn't say much more. He seemed more tired and stooped in his posture
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than I had ever seen him and, after a few days, I decided to leave to have

time on my way to Houston to see old friends' My first tlop.Yas Ocean

City,NJ,where'Margiewasworkinginarefreshmentstandwithafriend'
Vt;'hj;"pper togetf,er and talked and laughed about old times. She was

her old cheerful, Jrref..e sell looking forward to college in a few weeks' I

ri.pa tfttt night on the floor in her shired room, and drove the next day to

Chapel gitiNC to see an old highschool friend. A day later I was in Pan-

"-r'City, 
Ei. visitlng the mother of the poet Charles Henri Ford' whom I

had seen much of in wesrport in the company of Pavel Tchelitcheffwho

had lived in our little red house before us. From there, I drove nonstop to

Houston.
I had no direct contacts with Jean between July and December' al-

though my mother told me of several conversations with him, both on the

t.l.ptorr.'"rrd during visits to New York' The principle topic' ynfgrtu-

,rrr.ly, *", my problJms in Texas. I was ill-suited for the cotton business

,"a rrra gotten myself involved with a girl from whom I found it difhcult

,o .r.rp.l In his usual bemused tone, Jean told my mother-not to-let her-

self geioverly concerned in a problem that was. mine to work out' He gen-

tly ulpbraidei her for having tii.d too often to direct me, and reminded her

that she had persuaded me to go into the cotton business in the first place'

Finally, i -"d. a cowardly retreat from Texas just before-Christmas of

1g51, leaving Houston at midnight and driving nonstop- all the way to

Spr.ir, GA, irhere, after twenry-four hours-on the road without more than

gasoline stops, I ran out of gas in the middle of a cold night. I slept-fitfully

indhalf-frizen in my.", ,rir. a gas station.'Waiting for it to open the next

morning, I went into an old Inn where a huge woman was stirring a caul-

dron of-hominy over an open fire. Fortified with hominy, toast, and bacon,

and my car wiih gasoline,I drove to Virginia for a good night's sleep in a

motel. In the cold morning after, my battery couldn't turn the motor over,

and it was another hour bifore I could get someone to give me a push. It

was late in the afternoon when I arrived at the Mill House. 'T/here were

you?" poppy asked. ,qw/'e expected you last night." I told him that I had run

out of g"titt Sparta, GA, and had to spend the night in my cartle leaned

back in"his chalr wlth a laugh and said: "Did you? Hmmm. well, in that

darkness I first felt myself biackAhab." l was confused by the riddlein his

words, but let it pass. it was only sometime later that I realized what Sparta

had meant for him thirty years earlier.

Jean seemed tired, and I'was eager to get home again and prepare for

readmission to Brown; but I needed some balm for my moral wounds. So,

during a walk over rhe familiar fields south of the Mill House, I raised a

quesriln that had been on my mind since my brief summer with Gurdji-
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eff. I askedJean if he knewwho my father was. He gave his deep and play-

fully mocking smile and said, "should I? Isn't that a matter to raise with
your mother?" I replied that she was suspicious of my resentment and eva-
sive, saying things like, 'You'd know him if you saw him." He asked me
what I thought was my goal in wanting to know, and I replied that, first of
all, I wanted to satisfii my curiosiry and to have a firmer sense of my iden-
tity. At this, the smile straightened, and in a voice so stern that it stiffened
my back, he said the followrng:

"Listen boy, are you looking for a name or for a person? If you are
looking for a person you have to ask yourself whether the person wants to
be found, and you have to respect the possible negative replies. Besides,
what do you think that person has to do vnth you? Blood strain is an acci-
dent which binds people together long enough for them to decide whether
they like each other or whether they've had enough of each other. This 'fa-

ther' of yours is a ghost. Looking for the flesh only puts you in the posi-
tion of wanting to get away from the ghost. The flesh only disappoints the
thought. You have a father in you. Do you want to risk losing the father
you have for the chance of finding a father whose person will not only de-
stroy that image, but will lay a claim on your conception of fatherhood?

"But, maybe you are just looking for a name. You've changed yours al-
ready to your mother's, and the bond between that name and your mother
is essential. Your father's name, no matter what it is, would just be another
claim on your so-called identity. If you want to face someone in order to
say, 'Okay, that's him,' then let's forget both image and person, and start to
reformulate what a father means to you. Say that to your mother and you
might get an answer. If you say, 'Gee, I'd like to know who my father is,'
how is she to understand what is really on your mind? How is she to know
you are after anlthing else except what is hidden in her mind?

"We have no choice in the name given us when we are born, but we
have a choice of what value we can put into that name, or what names we
can fit to our own conceptions of self Before you can be what you want to
be, you must want to be what you are. Names and the parents who use
them are chains, identity bracelets worn on the spirit. Some people wear
their names or their looks like ornaments, but the ornament is a gift from
someone else. Feel your name, and feel yourself as a son, and then ask
yourself whatyou really want to know, and why. If it is for a sense of iden-
tity, get this out ofyour mind. This is ego and vaniry for one thing.'Worse,
it is selling yourself short.

"Do not for any reason look for what is the same between your self
and another. t ook for what is different that can be drawn toward same-
ness. Names and family, like club memberships and school programs, are
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ourward signs of this identity you menrion. what I would have hoped

you've learned from me is that being tn entity is of greater value than join-

ingan identity. Look for your difference, not sameness. Draw others to you

rathet tha.t join them. The search for identity invites exclusion. An entiry

invites inclusion. You were born with a particular essence which has a par-

ticular place in the universe. Going about your job of living, you accumu-

late names and opinions of others like clothes. Take a good look at them,

and then throw them away and make your own. For material, instead of a

name and a person you would call 'father,' look for the place in this world

you can operate as you, Polo, without labels like a can of soup. Use every-

ihing about you ro find that place. Think of what I've told you for so long.
i'Don't'look for claims on yoursel{, and the worst to seek and hardest

to quit is the claim of blood. Everything I've taught you is dire_cted to free

yourself from such claims so that you can reclaim yoursel{ for yourself

tlo home tomorrow and look carefully at your mother, not at the outside

you always see, but those things inside her which have held you together.

arki"g hlr to provide you with a father puts a claim on her. Forget that;

yon r"tt find who your biological father is in a number of ways, if you in-

sist, but don't do it in a way that gives another a claim on you."

I was back in Westport the next evening without questions for my

mother. InJanuary I was readmitted to college and plunged into my stud-

ies with a commitment I had never been able to apply to anything before

in my life, and things started to go very well. Early in the summer of 7952,

I sailed to France with a trunk full of wedding presents for my sister's mar-

riage to the French photographer and publisher, Jean Chevalier. The ship

wai a C-3 cargo ship converted to student dormitories; but, without the

weight of a cargo for ballast, it rode high in the water and many were the

students who suffered seasickness. Luckily, I had traveling companions.

The son and daughter of Louise and Bill Welch were on board, and Patty

and I sat late on deck talking about Gurdjieff Her rnother was training

Gurdjieff group leaders in the New York City area, and Patty, who had

only ieen Gurdjeffbriefly in 1948, wanted to know more about him' She

*", *rr-, attractive, and intelligent, and her questions, more incisive than

my answers, gave me a hint of how people "outside" the work understood

Gurdjieff's ideas.
In Paris, there was a joyful reunion with the Orages who had come

over from London for the wedding, Dick with his finacde, Anne-slim,

tall, and elegant Ann-and Jessie in extremely good form. They were stay-

ing in a family hotel in Montparnasse. My mother arrived by plane two

days before the wedding and we moved into Alice Delamar's flat on Rue

Gitle-Coeur, overlooking the Seine and Notre Dame. Every night was a
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late one with the Orages, who wanted to profit from the occasion, since

ih.r. *.r. still tight torr.trry restrictions for English traveling abroad.

Ann, arguing that time was too precious even to sleep, kept me uPJwo en-

tire nigf,ts *ttti"g the left bank, watching the sun lightup Notre Dame as

\V. toJk coffee with workmen and prostitutes in caf6s facing the river, be-

fore taking an early M6tro to Montparnasse. The first morning, as we

walked up'the M6tio steps close to her hotel, a passerby took one glance at

her and at me and muttered "quelle jolie pute'" Ann smiled'

One Friday, my mother took me to Natalie Barney's evening salon on

the Rue Jacob and renewed past acquaintances. when Natalie asked my

mother how she had reacted to Gurdjieff's death, she replied coolly that

she didn,t feel any particular emotion. Another day we had tea wrth Ma-

dame de Salzmann in her Rue du Bac apartment, where she explained the

Rue colonels Renard apartment would be preserved as a museum, and

asked my mother if she would participate in the operation of the proposed

Institute that was almost in place in New York city. From Madame de

Salzmann's it was a short walk to Man Ray's apartment and studio on Rue

Feron, where he was living with his young and attractive California wife.

At the civil ceremony at the Town Hall of the 7th arrondissement,

Madame de Salzmann was a witness for the bride, and Anry Dupr6 gave

her away . The reception took place at the apartment of Alice Delamar,

overlooking Notre Dame and the Seine, the same apartment my mother

had lived in briefly almosr thirry years earlier. The wedding guests includ-

ed a broad spectrum of my mother's and sisters friends in Paris, from Man

Ray and the acrress Sophie Liwak to Hubert de Givenchy, who had de-

signed Petey's wedding gown. My mother spent another afternoon with

t ri'"dr-. de Salzmann,-.hil. t saw the Orages off from the Gare du Nord'

The next morning, visibly upset about something, my mother said to me:
,.There's no reason to stay here any longer. I've booked passage for us on

the Ile de France sailing in two days."r

It was only the beginning ofJuly, and I found a job tending the beach

bar at the Samford Yacht club to fill out the summer and earn some

much-needed money. In the fall, because of rry school record, I was able

ro persuade the Financial Aid Office to give me a full tuition scholarship.

Meanwhile, Margie, now preferring to be called Margot, had graduated

from Endicott College in Massachusetts and had taken a flat on East 52nd

Street in Newyork -ity to study acting, modeling and sculpting. I visited

her on occasion in New York for a movie and a meal, and kidded her re-

I Since she had met Solita Solano for tca, I can only surmise my mother's mood was

a consequence.
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lentlessly about her adoration for Marlon Brando, of whom she had even

made a clay head. "That's about the consistenry of his brain," quipped I'

She, in turn, would kid me about my stuffy intellectual posture and my

habit of inserting obscure words into my conversation. She always had a

word ready to t.it -.. Once it was "perspicacity," which I could define all

right, but one evening she hit me with "eleemosl'nary" and I cnnged' I

mit Jean sometimes in the city on late afternoons, when he was in New

York for "meetings." During one supper together in the Oyster Bar, he

told me that he worried about fugie's refusal to take her own potential se-

riousl;r I did not reply, because I knew fugie to be bright and vivacious,

hesitant to display her thoughts before her father, where her words were

susceptible to analysis. qwhen you consider who her father is, and her

mother. .," he said sadly, as if to himself. This was the first moment in

my relations withJean that I saw how emotionally vulnerable he was. The

confidence made me feel closer to him, but it saddened me to feel that he

was not completely free of the weaknesses he had worked to correct in me.

The meetings he was attending in NewYork were with the Gurdjieff

group. He had accepted an invitation to Mme Ouspensky's in Mendham

on 13 January 1953 to celebrate the Russian New Year and Gurdjieff's

birthday. There he spoke wrth Madame de Salzmann. Five days later, he

wrote Mme Ouspensky to say: "Mr. Gurdjieff once said to me, 'Toomer,

you do not know how your subconscious is related to me.' I did not and

do notyet know But I feel, I have an idea, I have felt it ever since 1924. It

has never left me. I don't think it ever will. He was and is the one being

above all others whom I loved, in a way feared, and venerated' I cannot

conceive of my life wrthout him and his teaching, and the life he made

possible."2 A day later, he wrote John Bennett to recall the evening at Ma-

dame Ouspensky's and ask if they could talk.3 Jean's own notes from this

period reveal a heightened arxiety over the health of his mind and body

which undoubtedly prompted him to re-enter the worka To his subse-

quent request to assume the direction of a group, Mme de Salzmann put

him in touch with Louise Welch, one of Orage's pupils from the twenties,

2 Toomer Collection, Thc Beineckc Rarc Book and Manuscript Library Yale Univer-

siry Box 6,Folder202.
3 Toomer Collection, Box 1, Folder 13.
a fbomer Collection, Box 64, Foldcrs 1461-1 477. lnluly 1953,Jean records that the

Gurdjieff Foundetion people-Edwin and Dorothy Wolfe, Bill and Louise Welch, and

Rita Romilly, do not think "too well of Bcnnett. He's becn out of the work too long."

Actually, Bennett had becn out oftouch with Gurdjicffbcwveen 1923 znd 1948, a pe-

riod which he himself de scribcd as a 'rslccp," but hc formed enthusiastic groups in

southern England aftcr Gurdjicff's death.
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for retraining. He never mentioned this fact to me, and I personally did
not notice any change in his public sell his humor and generosity of spirit
during these years. Kerman and Eldridge, in their Liues, attrlbute his re-
turn to Gurdjieffin 1953 to the influence ofJohn Bennett in NewYorh
remarking that, in listening to Bennett speak, he felt that Gurdjieff had
taught new things during and since the war, things that he had withheld
from Orage and himself in the 1920s. In June 1953, Jean wrote a long let-
ter to Mme Henri Tiacol in Paris, asking her to explain how Gurdjieff
trained her in the 1940s. After a Gw meetings in NewYork, Bennett invit-
ed him to join his group in England, butJean didn't think his health was
up to the move. More importantly, fugie had just come of age that sum-
mer and was exerting her independence in a way thatJean was not sure he
could control with grace.s

Nonetheless, in July 1953, Jean was outlining new courses which
would integrate Quaker ideas into his Gurdjiefiian teaching. That same
month, the Bucks County Workshop fusociates invited Jean to participate
in a lecture series. Stanley Kunitz was to give lectures on literature, Roger
Marin on music, Dorothy Spaeth on dance, and Jean on philosophy. His
bibliography ranged from C. S. Lewis to Ouspensky and Bennett. He was
encouraged enough at the reception ofhis ideas that he thought they could
be used as a core for a new Gurdjieff group teaching. fu he explained to
Fred Leighton: 'You know back there in 1924, and from then until I left
the work-or it left me-I was continually in personal contact with people
in the worh at Prieur6, in NewYork, in Chicago-Now no. . . . But now
we read each other. . . . I knew this before. Now I know it as a fact.6

I let a year pass without seeingJean, though I continued to write oc-
casionally. My universiry work was going very well. Well, yes, things were
going well on that level, but on 9 November 1953, my best friend swal-
lowed potassium ryanide he had made himself in the chemistry lab. I fell
into a deep depression, partly because I felt he had killed himself on a lark.
He wanted to prove to himsel{ I thought, that he had the power to take his
own life, and so did it without any good reason. I was tortured by the
"why" of it all and, to get this out of my mind, I plunged into work harder
than ever. I was a residence monitor in a freshman dormitory head waiter
in the Refectory and had a history of music research grant. I wrote for es-
say prizes. I was president of a fraternity and member of the student gov-
erning board. I had no social life whatsoever. I wrote Poppy in late fall to
ask him if I was doing the right thing in occupying myself outside in order

5 Lcttcr to Marjoric Content, 25 August 1953. Toomcr Collection, Box 8, Folder 245

" 11 August 1953. Toomcr Collcction, Box 4, Foldcr 141.
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to obscure thoughts of my friend. In a brief but strong note, he said that I

should rather move him inside my mind instead of having his memory wa-

ver on the margins of my consciousness. 
'Vrite stories about your experi-

ence together. Observe yourselves together. His image bothers you now

because you haven't given it a firm form to deal with. Do it, and you will

be stronger by his presence in you. Let me see what you write, ifyou like."

So I wrote, sta)[ng up late nights after completing my assigned study to

write a series of poems and short stories about him. Immediately, it

seemed, I felt at ease with thoughts of him, and even his presence in

dreams joined my consciousness. He was no longer either "dead" or ab-

sent. I s;nt Poppy one short story. He didn't reply, but when I saw him the

next time, he said, smiling, "So, you've started to observe yourself at last!"

After I graduated, in lateJanuary of 1954, to fill up the time untilJune

graduation exercises, I drove to Florida where my mother's old friend, Al-

ice Delamar. had oflered me tvvo months of sun and rest at her home in

Palm Beach. I broke that stay with one trip north in the early spring for job

interviews and to prepare a commencement address. On the way baclq I

stopped to see Jean. He looked fine and was full of energy' We took walks,

nowwith Mickey's grandson, Smokey, a big shaggy police dog. Poppy tired

quickly in the evening, but we sat as usual with a glass of ale mixed with

stout before a television set in the kitchen, to watch the Yankees, to whom

his baseball allegiance had shifted. Now his favorite player was Gene

Woodling, the Yankee outfielder, because, as Jean said, "you can see how

he watches the ball make contact with the bat."
I passed up job offers and joined the army in August with plans to en-

ter the fumed Forces Language School in Monterey, CA For basic train-

ing, I was sent to Fort Dix, NJ. Once I qualified for weekend passes, I took

a bus Saturday afternoons or Friday evenings to Doylestown, where Jean
would pick me up. For four consecutive weekends, I enjoyed the happiest

times I can remember with Jean and Marjorie. Margot came down from

NewYork a couple of times, and she had girl friends over Saturday after-

noons to ride with. On one Saturday evening, Jean challenged me to con-

coct a cocktail in honor of Mill House. With what I was able to find in the

pantry and cellar, I made a concoction of dark Jamaican and light Puerto

Rican rum, shaken with lemon and lime juice and the white of an egg.

Tean called it his "Rum-Yum."7

7 Perhaps I ovcrestimatcd my bar tcnding flair, or my drinks had too much punch'

Since lwrotc this, I havc sccn inJcan's papcrs a diary notc to this wcekend to the cf-

fect that Argic and I camc down for thc wcckcnd, but thatJcan regrets not rcmember-

ing much of thc cvcning.
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In my old bedroom, now library | read Psychopathia Sexualis, t-d -T

intrigued-by the varieties of "searches for the possibilities of one's bodily

mechanisms undertaken in desperation without being copscious of the
'senral result' "(as Jean phrased his reaction to my wonderment). He re-

marked that "in matters of sex as well as in matters of social behavior, there

are those who will do everything they can to escape noticing themselves.

The slave is he who would rather have decided for him what is too much

trouble to learn how to do, and do better, by himself"

My affection for Jean those days was boundless, and we hugged each

other hard before going to bed. After one Saturday evening beer and a hug

goodnight, Jean said, "Goodnight, my son." I cannot remember a single in-

stant ofsuch happiness at any time earlier in my life. I felt that I had finally

achieved a long-awaited potential, and had found my real father. He called

me "son" two or three times more the next day, after which Marjorie re-

marked with obvious pleasure, "Did you hear what he called you?" I smiled

and I told her that I had never realized before how much I loved Jean'
After I finished basic training, I was transferred to Fort Sam Houston

in San Antonio, TX for eight weeks, and then on to duty at Fort lewis,

near Tacoma, WA. The fumed Forces l,anguage School was under con-

gressional investigation, so I applied to the Counter Intelligence Corps,

6ut five weel$ later I received orders to report to the fumy of Occupation

in Germany. V/ith a thirty-day leave at my disposal, I returned to the East

Coast. After a few uncomfortable days with my mother, I decided to go to

Washington to see if my Connecticut senator, Prescott Bush, would help

me to have my orders changed so that the application I had put in at Fort

kwrs for the Counter Intelligence Corps could be processed. Jean and

Marjorie offered to let me stay wrth them as long as I wished before re-

porting to Camp Kilmer, my assigned port of embarcation. Jean told me

that he had been amused to have been visited by the FBI in relation to my

application to Intelligence. I had given, in typical political naivet6, the

names ofJean Toomer and George Seldes as recommenders of my charac-

ter and patriotism.
InWashington, I couldn't get to see either Bush or any of his aides. A

secretary told me to leave a note with my complaint, and to go home and

wait for news. I returned disconsolately to the Mill House. I was already

extraordinarily depressed from the events of the months since my last stay.

First of all, in San Antonio I had made contact with the girl I had run from

tvvo years earlier, and she had put pressure on me that I had not even half-

heartedly resisted to take up where we had broken off Then my duty, at

sooty, dirty and wet Fort Lewis was a succession of kitchen police, guard

dury and nightime dispensary dury All during this time, I was receiving
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calls from Texas asking for an invitation to join me; and one night she
called to announce abruptly that she could wait no longer and was marry-
ing someone else. I was both relieved and confused, not so much about
her as about myself

Relaxing at the Mill House, I went on a reading binge. I settled in the
front sitting room to continue reading out of Jean's library. I absorbed
myself in the The Brothers Karamazou, a book which only intensified my
manic-depressive state, moved to Conrad's Heart of Darknas and Victory,
and I sank deeper into depression. I took down the blue-bound Cane from
the high shelf on the gallery by the upstairs study, and it hypnotized me.
Dostoievski, Conrad, and Toomer suddenly blended themselves in my
mind and I snapped suddenly into a manic state. I was indescribably high,
and everything seemed so good about me that I floated completely clear of
both the past and future. It seemed that for days I was alone withJean and
Marjorie in a private and privileged universe, and I felt a heightened sensi-
tivity to everything they said and did.

All this time, Jean was soft and thoughtful in manner, and spent brief
stretches reading in his chair next to mine; and while he napped on the
couch across the room, I would go to my room to read. I even started to
write a bit, so full was my mind of ideas I wanted to put into some order.
We took short walls about the property with Smokey's son, Whity, an old
dog now who spent much of the day dozing fitfully on the scatter rug at

Jean's feet in front of the fireplace, frequently jerking his legs and heaving
his multicolored mane. Jean would look over his glasses at him and re-
mark: "He's still chasing rabbits."

Marjorie often sentJean and myself to the Farmer's Market to shop.

Jean drove carefully and well, and we walked down long aisles of produce,
loohng, judging, comparing opinions on ripeness and freshness. He en-
joyed listening to sales tallq often replying simply: 'You don't say," before
moving to another stall. He shopped thoughtfully and considerately, and
with a nvinkle in his eye, he would turn to me and say, "Let's get a bottle
of rum."Jean seemed pensive, too. He and Marjorie were to move in a few
months to the barn. There was a new road made of the old tractor path, so
that they would not have to drive past the Mill House to get there. He
talked optimistically about the new arrangments, how Marjorie would
have her studio and he a work room. The old house and mill were too ex-
pensive to maintain, and there was no family to fill their spaces.

One afternoon, a radio crew came up from Philadelphia to interview
him before camera in the front sitting room, with their equipment in front
of the fireplace and Jean in his leather chair on the right. I sat and listened
from the couch close to the entry and I think fugie was there, too. This
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was the first time I had heard Jean speak "publicly," but the language was

familiar, and he spoke with the soft but intense tone he had always used

with me in serious moments. My mind was all over the place at the time,

but I remember some of the thingS he said in the course of that afternoon.

In general, he spoke of the moral condition of man and his future after the

war-. He talked of the need of man in general to develop a fresh and har-

monious relationship with his environment and with his neighbors based

upon self-awareness of the needs of his spiritual being. Someone asked

him about the atom bomb, if it had marked a turn in history' Jean smiled

and said that all tools were good when their potential was realized. "If man

comes across something new, if he invents a new machine, it takes some

time to explore the thing's potential. It is vital in any relationship betrveen

a man and the mechanisms about him that man never cease to increase his

mastery-not over the thing, for that would be a collaboration on equal

terms, but over /rrs own activity with it. The ability to split the atom and

harness its energy should incite us to split ourselves from spiritual poverty

and engage ourselves directly with God. Unfortunately, we know more

about the atom now than we know about the food we eat, more of the uni-

verse than of Him who created it. We risk accelerating this going at things

backrvard, from the essential to the nonessential."8
During these days, Marjorie noticed my shifting moods and felt it

necessary to engage me in social activities.'We visited her daughter, Susan,

a couple of times in V/ycombe, where Susan, now married to "Sandy"

Sandberg, invited me to a square dance as a diversion from my obvious

worries. I played with her children, but my mind was everywhere at once.

One afternoon while Marjorie was shopping at the Farmer's Market, I

took the initiative and asked Jean, just after he had raised himself from his

nap and settled into his chair, if I could talk with him. Again, his face

shaped itself into that exquisite inviting smile of already knowing what was

in the air, and he asked me with intended deliberation what I wanted to

say. I related first my disappointment at the way my military career had

gotten under way, and then told him briefly about my old problems in

Texas that had resurfaced as a new problem. I explained toJean that one of

my anxieties concerned my inability to say "I love you" to a girl out of feel-

ings alone, and now I felt guilty that I could not say what that girl told me

she wanted more than anything else in the world to hear. I could not say it,

8 Only recently, in reading papers in thc Toomer collection, have I found reference

to this interview. "Operation Pcacc" enlistcd sevcral promincnt citizens to record thetr

impressions about thc Cold War. On the 18th of April, Jean wrote thanks to the

Doylestoutn Daily Intelligenter for having madc his recording "readable" (Toomer Col-

lcction, Box 2, Folder 44).
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I went on to explain without waiting for a reply, because I was afraid to

commit my personal values-no matter what my physical desire-to a sit-

uation in which I could not "believe." I said that I couldn't say to the girl

that I loved her because I didn't believe I could love her, since she wasn't

the kind of girl I felt I should marry. This refusal to say "I love you" had

hurt her, and she insisted that I couldn't be so affectionate with her and

not love her. She wanted the words so much that I finally gave in and used

them without any conviction. I felt I had blasphemed, entrapped myself

with a lie. The phrase itself suddenly seemed dirty to me. Once I used it,

she lost all of her physical attraction for me, and I Glt even the more guilry

for my change of heart.
The situation to which I was referring no longer existed, but I found

myself caught betvveen feeling guilty that I had not done the right thing by

her, and feeling guilty for the strange exhilarating mood I found myself in
for having escaped her. I ended my dis.yointed confession by sainng that
what was bothering me at the moment was my emotional "high." I Glt
wonderful, despite reason to feel terrible. Should I question happiness, or
just enjoy it in ignorance ofits causes or e{ltcts?

Jean never let on that he knew anything of my Te><as advenfure, nor of
anything else I alluded to. He leaned back in his chair, took a deep breath,
wrinkled his brow, and cocked his head, then spoke to me uninterruptedly
for a longer stretch than he had ever done before. I have no idea how long
his speech lasted, for I was hypnotized by the music of his voice, the inten-
sity of ia tone, and the penetration of his words.

"So you feel badly having told someone you love her? That is good,
because shame of your weakness is a sign that there is strength somewhere.
Don't worry about feeling weak in weak situations; but don't be weak nvice
in the same situation. and don't be weak in crucial circumsances. And
where are you now? Well, you can't improve the past, but you ffiust remem-
ber it in order to improve yourselfe Ifyou feel happy now and don't know

the reason, it is only because you are not in touch with your centers. One

is sending you siglals and at least you feel something is wrong, even if you

can't read it, and you are doing something about it now.
"First of all, you feel ashamed about words because you do not know

what they convey. You were trying to make a girl feel better by using them,
but since you made you rself feel worse, s/ze felt worse. What you had tried to

e P D. Ouspenslq, makes this point forccfully inThe Strange Lfe of luan Osokin (Lon-

don: Penguin, 1960), the story ofa young man who is given the chance to correct Past
mistakes by returning to his boyhood, but over and over again, cven with the knowl-

edge of the future conscqucnccs of his acts, hc rcpcats his samc mistakes, simply be-

cause he cannot change his rcaction to circumstanccs.
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do, of course, is to move love from a physical to an emotional level. But in

you, both of these levels are subjective. There is a third level which is ob-
jective and conscious, and that level contains the love which comes from

ihought. Conscious love controls the other two, just as emotional love

gives value to physical sense.
"Loving at any level is an activiry that cannot exist wrthout return, for

one loves for being loved and is loved for loving.ro Actually, it is harder to

receive than to give love, for the reception, more than the giving, sets the

standards, shapes, and values of love. You could not loue because you

couldn't reeeiue love, could not even recognize whether what you were

called on to receive was love at all. Ideas-and love is an idea that func-

tions like an organ in human beings-must be firmly attached to values.

You must move the lesser to the greater value when you exercise love. You

must look into yourself as receiver before you look into the other as giver.

You must have self-control-awareness of that value of love in you-and

then concentrate on transmitting or attaching it to the value of the.other.

You cannot really love until you are sure of that bond, and that its value is

part of both of you. So that, whatever awareness you bring to the other,

the other will bring it to you. To point out faults in the other will lead the

other to see and point out faults in you, and your 'love' will exist on the

level of fault instead ofvalue.
'You must not reduce love to this. Tension in love is fine if it is pro-

ductive; conflict is destructive. Love is precisely a force to neutralize con-

flict. Tension, however, is the symptom of an inner yearning for a lost

balance. It is the occasion to look carefully at oneself, at the balance of

one's centers. Love can only exist in essence once there is a balance of

sense, feeling, and reason. So, ifyou do not see reason when you sense and

feel, you are not in balance. What then? You can exercise self-discipline

and renounce the love; or, you can look for the reason. It is never absent;

it is simply hidden, too small to be noticed; or it is disguised right in front

of you. It is the size of the reason which counts, for it must be large

enough to conain the size of the sense which is contained in feeling.

Looking within yourself for reasons is to scan the limitations of your rea-

son, but this is good. To see a wall is to realize there is a way around or

over it.

10 I have sincc secn notcs my mothe r took at a Gurdjicff talk on 24 May 1923 at the

Prieur6 that containcd thc following: "Every lifc rcprcscnts God. Who loves the rep-

resented also loves thc rcprcscntcr. Evcry life is reccptive to love, feels it, is sensitive

to it. Even a dead picked flowcr undcrstands whcther it is loved or not. Even uncon-

scious life rcacts to lovc and this lovc is rcflcctcd in many ways."
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"Or, look at it this way, tension is the process of any art, and there is

an art in loving as much as a loving in art. That tension, for example, is like

the tension between the sculptor's idea and the shapeless block of stone

before him. He has to turn the potential of this relationship into an actual-

ity by his art, and art requires consciousness as well as passion'.The-sculp-

tor eirds up by selling his art, in other words, by renouncing his physical

possession of it, but holding on to his conscious posession of it.

"So with love for a person. Ifyou love only physically, you are actually

loving your own body in its particular circumstances' The woman does

not r-ally matter to you, possession of her does. This love is merely the

body's desire for a thing, whether food, drink, activity, or a woman's body

Thi; is animal love. Fine, as long as possessing, like eating food, serves all

of your centers, all of your being. There is food that is poison and food

that merely passes through you without nourishing the body. Physical love

is caused by two things, one exterior and one interior. The exterior is cir-

cumstance, the conjunction of two bodies in space and time, and the cr-

cumstance of seeing and desiring what is seen. The inner cause is a

complicated chemical process over which few have control.
"Emotional love is a desire to possess another person's feelings, if not

his body as well. This is what most people are thinking of when they use

the word 'love.' It is sentiment, but it is not really thought of the other

person. It is thought of the other person's feelings toward yoli. It is selfish

love, because the concern of emotional love is being loued tather than lov-

ing. It is a love manifested by self-expression, like saying'I love you,' and

writing romantic poetry. You have to ask yourself in these cases: What of

myself is worth expressing? What does it do for the other? Emotional love

incites doubt, fear, and often hate in the other.
"The love which joins body and feelings with thought, the love which

joins love of person, love of life, and love of God is conscious and objec-

tive. It is a concern more for the other than for the self This is Christian

love, and it joins the experience of the one loved with the experience of

the lover, so that both become one essence. To love objectively, one must

grve up oneself Who loves life loves its creator. All life is receptive to love,

even a picked flower feels whether it is loved or not. Even unconscious life

reacts to love. Good and bad feelings toward another reflect the good and

bad feelings comingfrom the other.
"Like everything else essential, love is something that must be

learned. Unless it is learned, it is passive, the love of one enslaved to cir-

cumstance. The love that is learned, that which is an expression of objec-

tive thought, is active. Passive love has no value, because it never leaves the
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person loving.ll Active love touches the essence of the one loved, and

lherefore returns as a value to the lover. This is what Christian love is, and

it is the love at the basis of most religious systems. If you love only when
'it' (the other) loves, the love does not come from you, but you only mir-

ror'its love.' This passive love is mechanical and will attach itself to almost

anyone, even to those you think you shouldn't love. One must be trained

for real. or Christian, love. One is not born with it. There is no best or

only time for training. If someone shows real love, he has acquired it. But

it is difficult to learn, and impossible to learn in the process of loving di-

rectly'in the raw,' for the other 'it' will block learning.

"Remember, you learn to love someone by stages. You have to learn to

love things first, and you will then learn to love life. You cannot love a per-

son without loving life, without loving God. Life and God are everywhere,

even among plants and animals-for where there is life, there is love. All

life is a representation of God, and so is all love. He who receives love, re-

ceives its giver. Even flowers, which have no consciousness, feel the love

you are able to give them.
"How, then, does one love? If different people sow the same seeds in

the same soil. the results will be different. Man is like soil, but uncon-

sciously much more sensitive to what is sown in him. Even animals are

sensitive. They thrive or wither depending on the person tending them.

Some become ill and die, hens lay fewer eggs, cows give less milk. Even a

cowwill give more milkwhen loved. You are more sensitive than that cow

but unconsciously, and so if you feel love toward another it is only because

something in that other has reminded you of something in yourself that

you love, and you lack the consciousness necessary to either reject or de-

velop the feeling toward conscious reason. You can't do this without prac-

tice, and you should not, as you have done, try to love before learning to

love. You learn to live before learning to love, and you learn to love life be-

fore you can love other persons and God. A plant will receive love, and an

animal will dumbly resign himself to it, but a person will not be able to

participate in its essence until he has learned how to transmit love.
"So, then, what to love? You must begin by changing your attitude to

the outside world, to learn what should be loved and what should be

avoided. This learned, you will be able to love 'objectively.' So, it is better

t1 Gurdjieff regularly spokc of sclf-lovc-distinct from "conscious egotism"-as "tit-

illation" and "masturbation," and callcd it an irnpediment to his own teaching. True to

his methods, he recommcndcd "masturbation" to thosc hc felt were not aware of thc

commitment of sclf ncccssary to cntcr a coursc of study with him
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to forget about the good and bad and begin to choose for yourself One

way to leam this is to acquire and explore different attitudes toward things

and toward yourself If you like something, find reasons to dislike it, and

vice versa. But, what are you observing in another with feeling of good or

ill? You should observe in others precisely those things you observe in

yourself in the process of acquiring consciousness: posture' gesture'

movement, expression, and voice. These things are the outward represen-

tations of hidden sense, emotion, and thought. Once you learn to control

these, you will control their inner manifestations. So, observe these in

things around you. Start with plants you like or dislike, then with animals,

and then with people you do not yet know You will be surprised at what

you discover to like in one thing but not in another, because what you will

be liking is not one thing, but the harmony of many things. Do this seri-

ously and you will see many new things-discover many Americas' as the

French say. Plants and animals have similar emotional bonds benveen

themselves, but you can make your human relationships conscious only

by training.
'You must learn to observe 'her.' You could not love that which was

not receptive to love, and your feelings for her could not make her recep-

tive. Your thought might have . . ."
I remember that he paused here, and I waited for him to continue. I

heard Marjorie arranging things in the kitchen after a while, and I looked

over at Jean to see that he had sunk back in his chair, his head back and

eyes closed as if in deep thought. After a minute or so, I was sure he had

dozed off, Perhaps he had finished what he had to say perhaps he had lost

the thread of his thought. After a minute or two, I left the room without a

word and went up the front stairs to my room, where I wrote out a sketch

of what he had said because I wanted to find in my notes the conclusion I

did not yet hear. I recall how calm and alert to his voice I was up in my

room. There was something in the music of his voice that kept the words

alive and, as I wrote them down, I began to understand what they meant,

or at least to think so.
I said nothing to him the next morning, though I had questions to

ask. After breaKast, he said he was going to take a walk with Witty and

asked if I wanted to come along. We strolled the old paths. Little had

changed, and he seemed to be in a good mood. It was a brief walk, ten or

fifteen minutes at best down around the mill to the stream, across it on

rocks placed carefully years earlier, along its banks to the bridge, and back

along the drive. We didn't say much, though he would call out to Witty

now and then to stop him from romping out of sight over the ridges' He

pointed out some changes I hadn't noticed, spoke about the widening and
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paving of the road that he thought a mistake. Back at the house, after he

hung up his thick jacket in the front hallway, and went into the living-

room, he turned to me with a a broad grin and said: 'T/'ell, you skipped

away yesterday. Perhaps you had heard enough, but we haven't finished

yet. Sit down, we have yet to get to the heart of the matter.
'You've been having trouble observing others, observing yourself, but

particularly remembering yourself It is only a beginning to step back to

look at your relationship with your mother and and now with a girl. By the

way, you remember Fritz? He had some problems just like these once, and

he came to me for advice. I worked hard with him on them, but," he

laughed, "oh my goodness, nothing came of it, and he almost had me think

his problems after that were my fault.r2 Put that aside; your problem hasn't

really changed since you were a boy. You simply can't free your thought

from the weight of your emotions.You've been able, I thin( to separate

your emotions from your bodily needs, but you still react to outward in-

fluences in ways that hold you back from realizing yourself You worried

about your father even though you didn't know who he was. Now you

worry about a girl even though you have no more to do with her. You have

still to learn how to forget. I don't mean how to lose something from your

memory but how to get unprofitable things out of the way when they

bother you, or how to convert them to useful things.
"Let me tell you a story. There was a man and a woman who truly

loved each other. I mean truly; that is, they each evoked the best of the oth-

er in their love. It was a love that contained both of them together. You see

what I mean? They did not love from each of themselves alone, but /o the

totality of them together. She died. What could the other do? What did he

have to do? He really didn't have to do very much, you see, because all of

his thoughts of her, his love for her, were still intact in the totaliry of their

mutual love. He had only to hold on to that. Well, that is not so very easy,

but they had a child together, and he brought the child into that love, and

he brought that child up to love herself within the totality of a love that

still included the mother, and that love can expand to include others."
'Yes, but how can somebody forget the pain of losing something

loved," I asked.

12 Fritz Pcters was lcft by his mother in thc carc of hcr sister, Margaret Anderson,

who, in turn, left him with Gurdjicfffor short pcriods bctwcen 1924 and 1926. After

Fritz returned to his mothcr in Chicago, he had scveral amatory adventures that

turned out badly for him, of which my mothcr kncw because Fritz confided in her

during his stays with us during thc war. Thc oneJcan referred to concerned a young

girl whose father suggcstcd that Fritz marry Hc finally did, and then had an automo-

bile accident shortly aftcr.
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"There is no true happiness that is not based upon an unhappiness ex-
perienced and converted to use. Unhappiness is like pain. You make a
friend of it by using it, and letting it use you. You must learn to trust pain,
It is the same with what you feel is pleasure. There is positive pleasure, and
that is the pleasure that becomes part of your knowledge of self This
makes the best of sexual relationships. But, there is, more often, negative
pleasure, the pleasure that weakens knowledge of self detracts thought,
binds reason to feeling and physical sensation. This kind of relationship
makes you forget your sel{, your 'I.''When you feel pain in remembering
something in the past, even past pleasure, you have to erase the past."

"How can I erase the past without erasing what I learned in it?"
'You don't understand yet, do you? Observing the past is like observ-

ing someone else, or even yourself You separate yourself from it, measure
your distance from it, look at it objectively as long as it is necessary to see
what is not you in it. Only then, when you see difference clearly, can you
move it into you. You transform things past into your present self That is
what my story meant. You can only make unhappiness into happiness by
bringing it into yourself This is what the word remember really means. By
the way, have you seen China yet?"

"No."
'T/ell, walking to China is the same exercise. You observe, then bring

what you've observed into yourself Then you can find the profit in the
enterprise, any enterprise. You know why, in all my life, no one has ever
really hurt me? Simply because how I receive their thoughts and acts out-
weighs whatever they intend with them. You don't have to convert people.
You have to convert their physical, emotional, and rational impulsions in
you. This is what reciprocal relationships are all about. It doesn't matter if
she or another has more weight of moraliry or thought. Everything merg-
es together when you actutlize a relationship with another, or even with
things. You, and others with you, will be able to transfer energy, make
your experience part of theirs, and make theirs yours. This is what I am
doing now"

"lVhat you are doing now," I quipped, " is reading me better than I
can read myself "

'Yes, yes, boy, exactly, and now we really understand each other. A
cause for celebration. How about a Rum-Yum?"

I felt much better, now; and worries over my Army career and my
woman problems faded in the glow of good feelings. Marjorie felt them
as well.

The nex afternoon, Jean and I left together on the train to New York
City. He was going to see his doctor and then Fred Leighton before going

RrruRNrNc ro Toov-ER + 217

to a meeting, and I was going on to Connecticut to say goodbye to my
mother before reporting to Camp Kilmer for transport to Germany. Jean
was in a suit and tie, as he always was when he went to the city from
Doylestown, though he looked too small in the suit and his shirt neck was
far too large. 

'We 
made small talk during the brief trip, and I hugged him

goodbye in the grand hall of Grand Central Station.
Two years later, in the summer of 7957, I was mustered out of the

army at Fort Riley, KS. I drove east with my mother and we stopped at The
Barn, Jean's and Marjorie's apartment in the old hayloft. We had tea with
them, but there was no conversation and Ma{orie seemed uneasy with my
mother. Jean looked extremely tired, his body physically wasted, but his
eyes still bright and his broad smile intact. A summer later, on my honey-
moon in the midst of my graduate school studies, I bumped into Marge
quite by accident at the Salzburg Festival, and we all took rooms in the
same country inn. She was full of good spirits and I noticed how much she
had grown into a mirror of her father. Her humor, her laugh, her deep
eyes, and especially her warm smile were replicas of his.

On a hot summer afternoon a year later, I stopped at The Barn on the
way to Chicago. Jean was asleep on his couch when I arrived. His body
looked emaciated, like nothing more than a loose arrangement of bones.
Marjorie chatted with me over a cup of tea, but her hearing had deteriorat-
ed and I feared speaking too loudly, so after a while we sat silently waiting
for Jean to wake up. He stirred finally, but continued lyrrg on the couch,
turned his head and smiled. "Ah Polo, it is good to see you," he said, and
then turned his head and stared at the ceiling for some time. With obvious
effort, he finally got to his feet, came to the kitchen-dining area, sat in his
chair, and asked me for my news. He was nothing more than eye, smile,
and voice now, but these were still magical in their charm. He went back
to bed almost immediately after supper and, after chatting about family
matters with Marjorie, I went to bed, too. In the morning, I left before

Jean rose from bed. I had seen him for the last time.
I continued to write sporadically to Jean and Marge after my move to

Switzerland, but each letter to Poppy was answered with a brief note from
Marjorie saying that Jean appreciated hearing from me, but could not re-
ply personally. In earlyApril 1967,my mother called to say that he had died
on 30 March 1967. The fact seemed unreal to me. I wrote a long lewer to
Marjorie whose reply mentioned that Cane was reprinted, and that his pa-
pers were at Fisk University. Little by little over the months that followed,
the bare fact of Poppy's death imposed itself on me, and I fell into a depres-
sion that I tried to hold within myself I even took down from my shelves
Ouspenksy's The Fourth Way to see what Gurdjieffsaid about death.
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I found finally that I could putJean Toomer out of my mind by mak-

ingwhat I remembered of him part of my own consciousness, my remem-

brance of self He visited me often in dreams, usually with a broad smile,

shining eyes, a faint odor ofshaving soap on his rough unshaven chin, and

a voice full of life, consoling my wonder at his presence in a short phrase

like, 'You see, Polo, you and me, we know what love is." The past few

years he is speechless in my dreams, communicating in a language of

touch, once even through his moustache. Curiously, when we are together
he is a head taller than I am, though I am well over six foot. One April,

several years after his death, I returned to the United States on sabbatical
leave. My mother had died in lateJanuary and I was putting her affairs in
order in the house that she had lived in, and that I now rented and lived in
for a few months, when the phone rang. The caller asked for Edith, and
when I reported her death, Susan Sandberg identified herself, explaining
that she was in Westport to attend to some of her father's affairs. Harold

[,oeb, with whom my mother had played bridge several times over the pre-

vious fewyears, had also died.
A few weeks latel I drove down to Margot's house in Pineville, PA"

for a sort of "family" reunion. Marjorie was there in very good spirits,
alongwith Margot's children, Michelle and Philip. I made rounds of Rum-
Yums, and Marjorie and I talked more openly and less self-consciously
than we had ever done before. She was feeling nostalgic, but did not men-
tion either my mother or Harold Loeb. She preferred to talk about my time
at Mill House. She said, with her typical pixyish smile, that I must have
thought her something of a witch then, and I replied that she had good rea-
son to think of me as a brat.13 Then she became very serious and said that
she was very pleased that I had turned out well, and that Jean had been

13 It is not an altogether flattcring portrait of myself as a young boy that Marjorre

sketches in her corrcspondencc with her daughter Susan, and two excerpts from

among many indicate well cnough thc trials I causcd Marjorie. For example, 11 Dec.

1938. "Polo has no trouble with his studics as far as I know. . . . In other ways-at

home here-he's absolutely maddcning-not really bad-but careless literally and to

a high degree. By litcrally I mcan carc-lcss without carc for anything or anybody cx-

cept one Polo. I don't believe I've evcr mct such a complctc egoist of that age. Also he

won't stand up and confcss to anything-lies like a troupcr about such matters. He

says yes to everything and hasn't cvcn listcned to what you said! He loses something

almost every day, but he'll nevcr tcll you until you discover it yourself His clothes and

other things are all ovcr thc floor. Ifyou don't policc his bath, he doesn't wash at all,

etc. Every adult in this household is occasionally driven mad by him-yet he contin-

ues to look like a perfect angcl, and impresscs cvcry ncw pcrson that way-and at the

same time he's not really a bad boy, nor mcan. Hc's quitc a casc. Edith secs so little of
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pleased with me as well. She confided in me that those first years in Mill

ilour. had beenvery hard for her. She had foreseen things very differently

from what they turned out to be. She andJean had had such a good chance

to form a colony ofartists there, but he had insisted on his teaching. "I dis-

liked all of thoie Gurdjieff rypes," she said, shaking her head, "parasites,

making meaningless pronouncements, so full of themselves, but without

anything to give others. Jean wasted his time with them. I never under-

stood wlat hi was trying to do. There were so many other things we might

have done together."la
In my silent confusion, I felt suddenly very sad. The sadness was not

just in therealization thatJean and Ma{orie had had different hopes for the
-Mill 

Hour., but that somehow I had not wanted to sense that difference.

13 (cono him that she, of coursc, likcs to makc hcr short visits pleasant. Therefore shc

corrects nothing, beams at him, and all is beatific. Howcver I remember times last

winter when shc was almost out of hcr mind with him. Maybe this is better-now he

can think of his mothcr as someonc who is always swect, loving and never cross." Lat-

cr, 6 Feb. 1939. .'My chicf trial is Polo. He really is a most diflicult case. I haven't yet

reached the point when I can thank fatc for providing such an occasion for me to con-

tend with myself-but I recognizc that therc is the opportuniry. . . . It is really sad-he

has the potential of bcing a swcll kid . . . And yet, everybody that meets him (exclusive

of those that have lived with him) cxclaim about how affectionate he is (. . , without a

bit of affection exccpt possibly for his mother and cspccially when they don't live to-

gether)" (Marjorie Contcnt Papcrs, Doylestown).
, lr, 1995, I read in the brief summary of her life by Ben Lifon and Richard Eldridge

excerpts from Marjorie Content's journals in which she vented anger against his treat-

ment of her in front of his "studcnts" from Wisconsin (p. 35)'



Chapter Nine

Shadowing Gurdj ieff Arrd Toomer

I felt cerain I had brought
The gods to earth and men to heaven

-"The Blue Meridian"

. . . what if Earth
Be but the shadow of Heav'n, and things therein

Each to other like, more than on Earth is Thought
-John Milton

My feelings about Gurdjieff have remained mixed since my earliest mem-

ory of him. First of all, in my imaginative memory he played a diffeient

roie with everyone, and his various guises before me concealed his "real"

self, if he had a single one. I understand what Orage meant when he insist-

ed repeatedly that he did not regard Gurdjieff as a man. Even though I

knewhim best in his old age, I sensed reserves of mind and body in him

lying under his many disguises and the trickster roles he played' I saw him

seveial times in baths in the last year of his life, and he had a powerful

frame that belied 83 years and questionable health. His muscle tone was

not slack, but prominent. He was heavy, but not flabby or soft, except un-

der the eyes and jowls. In speech, despite the agony of comprehension he

caused in his auditors, he displayed no gestures before me that bespoke of

a slipping ofverbal control, a loosening of memory or dislocation of ideas.

He was easily able to recapture stray thoughts, images and words by a con-

centration of mental will.
As a person, he was as unreadable to me as his book. Even the linear

narrative of his Meetings With Remarkable Men hides layers of deeper texts.

Nonetheless, Gurdjieff didn't seem to concern himself with what others

read of him, and it even seemed to me at times that Gurdjieff went out of

his way to dissociate his teaching and his writing from his own person.

Toomer, on the other hand, as Essentials and A Fietion and Sone Facls dem-

onstrate, labored patiently to have himself understood as a person, and to

align the person with his teaching and writing. Jean was never a mystery to

me. I have never known anyone who opened himself up to others as hon-

estly as he did.
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Since I had not gone to Gurdjieff specifically for the 'Work," I was
open perhaps more to the man than to his teaching. Through Jean, I un-
derstood his basic premise about harmony of being, but was not sensitive
to a disharmony in myself that required personal attenrion at the time I
went to him. On the other hand, I never understood what my mother
wanted from him. It is clear that she, like Jessie Orage, was fascinated by
Gurdjieft I am sure she quite consciously intended to have a child by him,
but I can't for the life of me guess why What Orage wanted from him was
a formulation of the secret knowledge about man's original and ultimate
place in the universe that he was persuaded Gurdjieff possessed. Jean
Toomer sought confirmation, appreciation, and reinforcement of what he
sensed of himself and his relation with the world. He drew people to him-
self, and even Gurdjieff was drawn to him. Gurdjieffwould rather repulse
people, and yet something in him attracted almost everyone in his pres-
ence. Even after Jessie repudiated him in her strongest terms, she Glt a
strange attraction to him. Despite the pain my mother suffered from his
apparent indifference to his fathering a daughter, she would not, or could
not, hold herself from returning to him.

Gurdjieffhad reason ro dislike me, but he didn't express a dislike, and
I'm not su_re Gurdjieff expressed liking or disliking of people in any con-
ventional fashion. I even entertained the thought at times that he liked me,
simply because he saw so well into me. His chastizing me for thoughtless-
ness cleared the air. Nothing more was ever said, even if the cause for his
disapproval had not been redressed by me. From my point ofview, I found
no compelling reason to dislike him as a person, though I understood my
mother's reasons for saying "he was not a nice man." He often ,,actedl,

slovenly and rude, and, though he looked elegant in his weil-tailored suit
and camel hair coat, he didn't seem to pay attention to his image, whether
in appearance or voice, nor was there ever anything aloof or arrogant
about him. He displayed himself as humble and self-effacing at times; and
his expressed humilty-"I only a poor rug merchant,', and ,,1 only a teach-
er of dances" (this is the final epithet he menrions for himself in the fore-
word to All and Everything, p. 50)-seemed both sincere and self-effacine.
He acted many roles, but he never "put on airs."

When he bullied people, it seemed obvious to many witnesses what
he was doing, but it might not have seemed so obvious to his victims. I felt
uncomfortable as a witness to his reducing someone to tears and his nvist-
ing the point of his insults ro the quick, though I could reflect later on his
therapeutic purpose. V/hat continued to bother me the most, however,
was his apparent patience with and tolerance of so many people of little
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understanding who wanted to hear his "wisdom" and experience his

"magjc" of being. It seemed to me in his presence that he was forced into

being something of a personal counselor. People besieged him at his caG-

offices in hopes of hearing solutions to their psychological problems. In

1949, when I heard of his death, Nick Carroway's summing up at the be-

ginning of Fitzgerald'sThe Great Catsby came immediately to mind: "Gats-

by turned out all right at the end; [but] it was what preyed on Gatsby, what

foul dust floated in the wake of his dreams."l
Many people deserted him, the way people drifted from Gatsby. It is

ironic that, in the last fifteen years of his life, when Gurdjieff attracted the

greatest number of followers, the Prieur6 had been lost, the Institute dis-

iolved, and almost all of his closest followers and the most talented pupils

who had followed Gurdjieffto discover answers to larger issues-the place

of man in the time, space, and material of the universe-had left' Ouspen-

sky says that he left Gurdjieff because he was being led to a religious abne-

gation of the world.2 The de Hartmanns left because the Work interfered

with their marriage; and, while Orage bore his wife's discomfort, he'could

not bear being denied the knowledge he felt Gurdjieff had promised.

Toomer's final renunciation was incited largely by a feeling that Gurdjieff

was affecting his mind and body negatively.
Despite the proliferation of teaching groups and instruction in the

dances, no one of the post-war groups appeared to me to have the authori-

tative knowledge, influence, and gift to carry things further. Even when he

was alive, I felt that Gurdjieff was to many a topic more than a teacher.

Forty years after his death, his place in New Age thought has brought his

name and certain aspects of his teaching to a broad public, but perhaps too

much in the inappropriate context of extraterrestrial wisdom and cosmo-

logical therapy, and not enough in the categories ofpsychology and theolo-

gy that his teachings touch directly.
My summer with Gurdjieff allowed me to understand and appreciate

more of my relationship with Toomer, if not something more of Toomer

himself. What I had found, I admit, surprised me, for in many essential re-

spects, the men were very much alike. For one thing, while Ouspensky

and Orage developed their own teaching on Gurdjieff's system, they re-

duced his emphasis on practical activities, while Toomer, in his emphasis

on physical activities in andem with mental concentration, did reprod'sce

in Bucks Counry something of Gurdjieff's insistence on harmonious de-

1 F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Creat Gabby (Harmondsworth: Pcnguin, 1963), p. 8.
2 P D. Ouspensky, ln Search of the Miraculous (Harcourt Brace and World, 1949), 375
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velopment.3 Having been touched by both of them, however, my impres-
sions are affectively slanted. In retrospect, I feel that Toomer placed a
higher value on a personal and even intimate relationship between teacher
and pupil. In my case, he strove to make me sensitive to the good, and the
good was associated closely with the delightful. Like Gurdjieffl he savored
life in its variegated forms. Like Gurdjieff and Orage, he was a sensual as
well as sensuous man. He trained the mind to sensitize the body's partici-
pation in the possibilities of life, and he trained the body to heighten the
mind's appreciation of the beautiful and pleasurable. Like Gurdjief{ but
unlike Orage, he stressed physical labor to push the body toward its limits
in order to sensitize and bring it into closer collaboration with the mind.a

He was not, as Gurdjieffwas, thought to either hold back a "secret"
knowledge or concern himselfwith extensive preparation ofhis audience to
make them ready to receive his wisdom. He wanted to share instantly and
fully everything he knew Where Gurdjieffand Orage alike thought that the
work of self-development was easily blocked by the distracting presence of
women and sexual activities, Toomer gloried in combining them. For Gur-
djief{ untutored woman is "man's handkerchief," but in "conscious" col-
laboration with man she mediates growth of both into wholeness. Orage
put more emphasis in his teaching on sex as a function ofwill than did Gur-
djieffi who spoke about sex independently of the "sex result," which is both
children and a bond between man and woman. Gurdjiefftaught and prac-
ticed sexual relations free ofboth sense and reason, and, therefore, free of
moral commitment. For Toomer, on the other hand, love for a woman
shapes energy into a collaborativejoy ofcommitment. So do spofts, talking,
eating, and drinking, though these are as fully intransitive, or reciprocal, as
love for and of another person. So, he invited personal interactions as a way
of enriching himself in league with his pupils, and he reached to others with
a respect, admiration, and love that he expected to receive in retum. He was
as giving and receiving with men as with women.s From both, he sought
admiration and the occasion to admire others.

3 Rudolph Byrd, Toomer's Yearc with Curdjieff (Athens, GA: Universiry of Georgia
Press, 1989), comparcs carefully thc teaching mcthods of thc two, and points out sig-
nificant similarities.
a After his kidney operation in 1940 and thc slow but inexorable decline of his
health, which caused him almost pathological distress in the carly 1950s, he spoke less
ofthe physical devclopment ofthc body.
s Gurdjiefd, in an intcrvicw with thc Madison, Wisconsin Capilol Times, 12 Septem-
ber 1934, explained that thcrc are thrcc classes of men: "Thosc who take what they
can get, those who gct what thcy can takc, thosc who gct what they can get" (Toomer
Collection, The Beineckc Rarc Book and Manuscript Library Yalc Univcrsiry Box 68,
Folder 1544).
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Orage, it is said, was like Ouspensky in stressing the role of mental
exercises to control senses and the body in service, rather than in mastery
of the mind in a collaborative quest for a higher consciousness. It was Or-
age's "mentalism" and lack of "doing" that Gurdjieff denounced. Orage
bilieved less than Toomer that teaching could function as personal dis-
course or interaction, but rather stressed, as Ouspensky had, the formation
of a group working together as a brotherhood for a common goal from
which each participant could profit according to his needs and abilities. He
believed in collective intellectual exchange in order to make, secure, and
enrich individual human relations. The group was a stepping-stone to a
school. and the school a whetstone for a culture.

In his later years, if not before, Gurdjieff disdained a teacher's insis-
tence upon reciprocity, perhaps because he prefened in his teaching not to
expose or feature "himself" He and Toomer alike relished playing roles,
and both were master tricksters and shape-shifters. Both could be visibly
absent and invisibly present, but Gurdjieff could be more easily blind,
dea{ and insensitive when it served his purpose, and more piercing with
his vision into the life core of others if the occasion called for it. Toomer
was, perhaps to a fault, sensitive to everything in the space benveen him-
self and others. No matter the shallowness of any thought I expressed be-
fore him, he would listen, and then slide me toward understanding with
the oil of persuasion rather than the rasp of contention.6 I never for an in-
stant in Jean's company thought I was being "tested" or "examined." He
made me feel worthy of being noticed, and I was always flattered to be felt
within his gaze. He made me aware of the imporance of observing myself
from ftrs privileged perspective.

Toomer, like Ouspensky and Orage, developed a system of thought
based upon Gurdjieff's teaching and, although he made voluminous notes
and delivered hundreds of lectures, he did not publish his methods.T l am
tantalized by the question: To what extent did others, besides Gurdjieff
show in their person and in actions with others the profit of their knowl-

6 This is, of course, my own cxpcriencc. Kcrman and Eldridge, The Liues of Jean
Tbomer (B*on Rouge, lA: Louisiena Statc University Prcss, 1987), citeJean's shocking

of his wife, Marjorie, in an attcmpt to changc thc dircction of her thought. In his re-

view of Liues, Rampersad remarks that when Marjorie opposcd him once, "he slugged

her" (NewYork Times Book Rcvicw 30 Aug. 1987, pp. 7-9). lt is as hard for me as it

is for others who knew him wcll to conccivc of Toomer "slugging" anybody, no matter

the provocation. Violcnce was simply not in his naturc.
7 Many others havc dcvclopcd diffcrcnt schools incorporating aspects of Gurdjieff's,

and have written about thcm. John Bennctt is pcrhaps thc best known of these. Rudol-

ph Byrd and Robcrt B. Joncs havc done thc most to promote Toomer's own psycho-

philosophical thought.
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edge? The three might agree that the question is dilatory for as both Orage

and Gurdjieff insisted, you enter the work to su{fer in your person, not to

display yourself as an example of anticipated results. Toomer, however, de-

lighted in being and displaying what he taught, and delighted in what he

called the "downright pleasure" of being, while Orage was carefully and

cautiously cerebral even in his pleasures. Nonetheless, it has seemed to me

that all three-and I cannot weigh the importance of the observation-by
the force of their personalities, attracted more people toward their persons

than toward their work, and all three reaped a greater harvest of personal

attention than response to their knowledge. Both Toomer and Gurdjieff
had a sense of humor that they displayed openly and often. Both could and

did laugh at themselves with gusto. I was exhilarated by Toomer's pride of
self, saddened by his disappointments, but unceasingly mystified by Gurd-
jieff's magical mix of humility of gesture with pride of wisdom. Gurdjieff
inspired admiration and sowed rancor. I loved Toomer; I have never
achieved the level of consciousness necessary for loving Gurdjieff8

Gurdjieffl I suspect, would not care what people thought of him as
long as his work survived. Toomer wanted personal respect and affection
as a value-marker of his teaching. He has suffered unjustly, it seems to me,
from extant biographical accounts of him which demean his public and
domestic postures as sage, husband, and father. I loved Toomer as a boy
and love him now, even though between then and now I have been re-
minded again and again of the myth about a Toomer who wrote a great
book of black experience called Cane, but who refused to advertise the
bond benveen the blood within him and the particularity of the life he
wrote into that book. This myth implies a Toomer who cultivated a public
image to hide a private knowledge of self Books that discuss the life of

Jean Toomer contribute in very different ways to that myth of the man as
an evader of his essential self Byrd's syrnpathetic study,Jean Toomer's Years
with Gurdjief (1990), counters the myth, but like my own memoir draws
attention to it. The systematic biographical research of Kerman and Eld-
ridge compiles information and opinion from many informants who knew

Jean in what Gudjieffians call "The Work," and others who knew him in
Mechanicwille after Toomer had left Gurdjieff and had started a new life
with Marjorie Content. With the passing of time, while his novel Care has
gained in appreciation, the gap between an appreciation ofhis art and the
image of his character has grown wider.e If fame is measured by the quan-

8 I recall Fritz Peters saying that hc "loved" Gurdjieff Gurdjieffdisdained love as a

feeling independent of reason.
e For example, Alice Walker, cited by Byrd, Toomer's Years, p. 62, says: "Keep Carc's

beauty but let Toomer go."
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tity of people who know about you, rather than bythe numberand quality

ofthose whoknow you, then Toomer is by critical consensus famous as a

writer, but by dubious report, infamous as a person'

Toomeris daughter, Margot, and I feel betrayed by much of what has

been said and appa:rently thought of Toomer by people who did loj 
know

him personally.-Ii is clear to us that many of the negative views of the man

are based on information that has been slanted to fit what some would llfre

to think of him for one reason or another. There are sorne minor facts in

current biographies that we can correct, but I think it more significant to

the record or;.rn Toomer to expose my experience under his care as a fa-

ther and teaclier, two functions for which he has been charged particularly

wrth failure, if not with goss and willful mismanagement'

A disharmony of being is a current critical charge against the man that

I cannot remove, 6ut I would soften the terms of that charge by recalling a

Jean Toomer whose private life was marked by concern, generosiry-and

iov. fo. those abouf him.to Though Jean Toomer himself would have

looked disapprovingly at writing that serves only to expose one's own nar-

row view oiihingr, he saw profit in reshaping circumstances in a quest for

an ,,objective truih" that serves self by serving others. "6t your doing be

an exercise." Toomer said, "not an exhibition."rl A reader of an earlier draft

of my recollections of Toomer asked, if I loved him so, why did I have so

liule io do with him after 1955. The answer is simply that he encouraged

me to leave old relationships aside in the pursuit of new. He knew that I

had a life to shape on my own and that each time I came back to him, I

would come back better to know and love him.

Well then, what can I say finally about the man, Jean Toomer? [/hat

was it in him that so profoundly marked my consciousness that I am driv-

en to write about him in these terms? The biographical evidence alone is

misleading. The testimony of those who knew him needs to be placed in a

context that brings out more of him than his circumstances. Even my own

recollected "facts" are liable to be deceptive. For example, I cannot docu-

ment the gifts Jean gave me, or the parlor games we might have played'

r0 In the preface to The Liues ofJean Tbomer, p. xiv, Kerman and Eldridge make a list of

contradictions in Toomcr: "He claimed to bc an archetypal American, yet all his adult

life he used an assumed Frcnch namc. Hc was cgalitarian but aristocratic, could be

tender and callous to thc srmc pcrson, wanted to lay out his whole self before the

world but was a highly sccrctivc marriagc partncr. He declared a mystical attachment

to the soil, yet seldom got his fingcrs into it. He was black and white and abdicated

from both gfoups. . . ." I can't rcconcilc all ofthcse, but "Jean" was short for "Eugene"

and never reflected for him or othcrs the Frcnch form of"John," and he certainly got

his fingers into the soil in the days I was with him on thc farm'
11 

Jean Toomer, Essentials (Chicago: Lakeside Press, 1931), p' ix'
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Besides Disney's Snow White,I can't remember films, plays, carnivals, or
fairs he took us to. He probably did take us to many, but if I forget those
events, it is undoubtedly because my presence tlvith him overwhelms the
recollection of my presence at events with him. I can't recall any specific
occasion when he offered me a kiss, a hand to hold in a crowd, but I am
sure he did so. I can't even remember xking him for these things, but I
certainly never felt that any mark of affection {vas denied me. In other
words, I never missed his affection or yearned for it, because bonds of af-
fection were so sure betlveen us. I have never known anyone so genuinely
generous with his love, and so confident in the love of others for himself
What seems complex in long retrospect of this shared affection is simply
the lack of images of it. when precisely did he ever take me on his knee to
embrace and comfort me? The times I did run to him for help were always
rewarded with a firm hug and, best of all, an e).traordinary expressive and
enfolding look from his eyes.

He was equally generous with his inexhaustible stock of humor. He
cavorted, gamboled, danced, and played. He exploited any occasion to
"horse around." He was an example for me of what it is to love life deeply,
reverently, and joyfully. He could make a sip of ale an ecstatic moment.
Even watching baseball on television was more than an entertainment to
pass the time; it was an exercise in observation and commentary He found
things of interest and fun everywhere about him; and he was atle to speak
these things into psychological significance for others. Even at the age of
six or seven, I felt this commitment of spirit to everything he did, and I
have tried to emulate it. I was not alone in this aura of roomer's humanity.
fugie and I were privileged heirs ro it, but the whole community about
him shared it. Neither she nor I ever quesrioned the individual or collec-
tive fathering he gave us. Neither of us remember a hand lifted in anger,

fet_al9n9 a hand striking. His word was chastizement enough, but it neier
belittled or berated either of us. oh yes, he cajoled, threitened depriva-
tions and restraints, taunted and teased, but never without an indiiation
that he was acting on behalf of our better interests. we were not boy and
girl under his heavy wing, but two beings in his watchful care.

Only now do I find myself reconsidering these things at length criti-
cally, and not only because of public impugning ofJean's role as a father,l2
but in order to measure more meaningfully the influence of that role on
my own life. His daughter and I, for the short time we spent together in

f2 Kerman and Eldridge, The Liues oJJean Tbomer, pp. 362-j65 suggest Toomer's pa_
rental mismanagment of his daughtcr. She has never spoken a word against her fatirer
to me, nor I to her. We have always collaboratcd in our lovc for him.
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Mill House, received the same treatment, though we may have been shaped

differently by it. IfJean waited for others to initiate intellectual exchanges

wirh him, he could expect me to make the move more easily than fugtt't'

She was characteristically reticent to display her mind before her father,

particularly in public. She was stronger willed than I, and saw no good rea-

ion to do so simply as an exercise to please her father. On the other hand, I

looked forward to such exchanges. They made me feel special in his eyes,

and I had, at the fime, no other eyes to shine on me. In his eyes and words

lay the charm that was his deep fund of love. fugie did not have to earn her

father's love. He adored her simply for her being, and she adored him. He

put no price on love, and set no tasl$ for us to ment it or conditions for ex-

pressing it. He refused no one who came to him for affection.

While some have considered that Jean's view of himself as a teacher

compromised his role as a father, it has always seemed to me that he com-

bined the two roles successfully. He was loving and understanding to my

mother, Fred Leighton, Gorham Munson, Georgia O'Keefe, and indeed

to everyone with whom he entered into close relationships, despite the

occasional hardships those relations brought him. Even those in the Gur-

djieff circle like Louise Welch, Nick Putnam, Daly King, Sherman

Manchester, Stanley Spiegelberg, Stanley Nott, Philip lasell, and Payson

[.oomis, who questioned his association with Orage and Gurdjief{ or per-

haps were envious of it, never uttered in my hearing any negative judg-

ment of his character. Like Gurdjieffl but to a different extent, he expected

people to extend themselves to his terms of communication. Unlike Gur-

djieff however, who maintained an enigmatic distance from most, those

who made the effort with Jean were rewarded with his glft of affection.

The fact that few men and women who had known Jean well ever lost

their admiration and affection for him after they parted company is evi-

dence of the appreciation of those with whom he shared intimary. Who

did not likeJean? And why not? No one I have talked with who knew him

well-even Mabel Dodge Luhan, Waldo Frank, and Gorham Munson,

who may have felt let down by him-denied an affection for him to the

end. He was admired by Steiglitz and Georgia O'Keefe, even though his

appeal for Georgia was a potential threat to Alfred. He was an enormous

influence and friend to his stepson, Jimmy, and to those who worked with

him at the Mill House, particularly to Lin and Don Davenport and their

families , and to those associated with him in Chicago, even to Fritz Peters

13 I knew her by the family names "Argie" and "Arge" when I lived with her. She later

preferred the name Margie, and in the fitics or sixtics asked to be called Margot. con-

texts of reference suggest to mc which nalne to use.
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who slighted Toomer in his boola, but who turned to him in need as a
friend and counselor.la

I think so many loved Jean even in difficult circumstances because of
the undeniable commitment he demonstrated for the well-being of others.
I once tried to discuss a philosophic point I had presumed to be in Dos-
toievski's writings, and he said very directly and seriously: "Do not con-
fuse philosophy with objective thought. The philosopher forces his fears
and doubm into a system in order to control them. The good teacher is a
psychologist at work to liberate thought from systems so it can join with
spirit. The person means more than an idea. Ideas not organically part of
the life of a person have no value for me."

fu this declaration illustrates, Jean's sryle of serious speech was apho-
ristic. He spoke habitually in aphorisms-not as a social posture or stance,
but simply as an art, his own method of inviting an audience to look at or-
dinary things in extraordinary ways. Aphorisms were intellectual bridges
to allow his interlocutor to meet him in the middle of a thought. I grew
used to his aphorisms from such a young age that they seemed the natural
style of the man I loved, and the aphoristic sryle has become part of my
own verbal behavior, much to the occasional dismay of my family and
friends, who hear more silliness than sense in them. Had I met Tean
Toomer much later in my life, I might have been set aback by his language.
Perhaps it has seemed to many others as part of a pose as a sage, but his
verbal style was an expression of a deep care for those with whom he ex-
changed ideas, and of his care for their affection in return. These cares
were not distinct considerations, because he conceived of the feelings of
others for him as an extension of his feelings for them. Conversation was a
jeu parti in which aphorisms served as chess pieces on a board of ideas.

It is undeniably true thatJean Toomer displayed himself often as a di-
vided man, wayward and seeking. He expressed himself in ways that sug-
gested that there were many Jean Toomers living many lives, often in
conflict, but I think this only seenr so because the oneness of the man is so
elusive. I never sensed disappointment in self in Jean. He seemed always
to be enjoying his life. Lifon's and Eldridge's biographical summary of

fa lt has always bothcred mc that Fritz Peters, whom I kncw well between '1939 
and

1949,fek free betwccn 1931 and 1934 to askJcan for advicc about his love life and hrs
own writing, and aftcr an automobilc accident hc turncd first to Jcan to ask for money,
whichJean sent immediately (Toomcr Collection, Box 6); but, although this was their
last personal contact, Petcrs savagcly criticizcd Jcan's teaching in Gurdjief Remembered
(London: Victor Gollancz, "1969), pp. 16-29. Luba Gurdjicff told me that Fritz had
called her to ask what shc thought of his wvo books. Shc said that she simply laughed
and said they were clcver lics. Hc hung up in angcr and ncver talked to her again.
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Marjorie Content's life notes that, in his letters to Marjorie, he "relates ev-

erything to himself" (p. 28). I would not deny it one instant, because he

saw himself as a magnetic center that must absorb all in order to radiate all.

His almost obsessive quest for admiration was balanced by his almost ob-

sessive yearning to admire others. He sought intimary with everyone, and

everyone I knew in his company felt his sensitivity to their thoughts and

needs and profited by it. He did not have to reach out to those who needed

him, because they came to him. Indeed, playfully with me, perhaps more

seriously with others, he would scrutinize, criticize, and even mock the

terms in which those needs might be expressed, but he never withheld
himself from them. He showed himself before his daughter and myself as

a man not only confident in his wholeness, but exulant in it. He knew

and relished his magnetic power.

Jean Toomer, like Gurdjieff, was a trickster. He was canny as a fox,

leaving false trails everywhere and laughing at the hunters who would

catch him and stuff him into their own taxonomic categories. There w.as a

riddling challenge in almost everything he said. He tested people continu-
ously, but with a design charged with affection and fun. Those with whom
he could not have fun did not count heavily on his scales of humanity.
Even in his most serious moments with me-at least those moments 1
took seriously-he poked fun at my unquestioned assumptions. He
looked for play in return, and it was not often enough that I could return
him measure for measure.ls

In reciting these things in order to explain why I loved this man, I am
grasping at straws. I did not love him because of his relations with the life
of the world, but because of his commitment to mine. I cannot easily ra-
tionalize the presence ofJean Toomer in my life, accurately measure its ef-
fects, or even understand why he gave so much of himself to me, when I
could give so little back to him. I do not know the "truth" ofJean Toomer,
but I am sure that his bond of love with his daughter, and no less his bond
with me, was none the weaker or firmer because of an assumed concep-

ls In perusing his papers long aftcr thcsc lincs wcrc written, I realized how much an-

guish Toomcr held within him during thesc ycars about his physical health. From the

early 50s he kept a journal rccording his physical condition, particularly the pains in

his abdomen that terrified him. He also regrcttcd what hc thought was a misjudgment

of his writing, which suggests to mc that hc had had hopes of being "rediscovered"

and reappreciated. lt is sad that, soon aftcr he dicd, Cane was, indeed, rediscovered by

the critics and bccame a touchstonc in the growth of Afro-American literature. I

haven't noticed in his journal cntrics, howcvcr, anything suggesting insecurity in his

domestic life. Marjorie was cxtraordinarily attcntivc to his needs during this time,

even though she may have disapprovcd ofhis rcturn to Gurdjie{fian teaching.
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tion of himself as a teacher-father. Perhaps he did see in us an occasion to
"experiment," but one cannot with much chance of success fake affection
and concern to children. fugie has told me many times and in many ways
that her father never failed her in her need.

For me, his conception of himself as a teacher never got into the way
of his role as a father, and he did not play alternate roles with fugie and
mpeH lfJean had a program for us, he never advertised it. He improvised
with us, leapt into our activities and thoughts when he saw an opening,
but never scheduled or planned activities along any ideological lines. His
parental genius lay in seizing the moment, making a remark, improvising
an aphorism, a criticism to fit the specific instant. He "read" us well, even
if-though I was never conscious of it-he lay in wait for, and even incited
occasions in order to speak to us about things that concerned him.

Yet, though he treated us as full beings in possession of reason, we
were but children, and his easy flow in and out of our activities might not
have worked as well later in my life, though it seems to have continued to
work its magic in fugie's. It is apparent in the writings of others that his
"taking in charge" the psychological development of those already grown
up did not always achieve the results he desired, and his attempts to trans-
form those with whom he had sexual relations were probably ill-advised.
Nonetheless, for all the time I knew him, he was indefatigably optimistic,
and if others abandoned places in his circle of attention, they did so with-
out expressed rancor. This seems to be borne out by the biographical re-
search of Kerman and Eldridge, where the affair between Jean and Waldo
Frank's wife seemed to Waldo to be a greater threat to his friendship with

Jean than to his marriage with Margaret.
fugie's and my collaboration with Poppy was both physical and ver-

bal, but it was never mere "entertainment." We played croquet regularly,
took walks, played basketball. Every conversation was a contest in the
sense that she and I knew that whatever we said was listened to, and
whatever he said was an invitation to learn. Jean's attention to others was
extraordinary. He did not interrupt, look past us inro the distance, or dis-
play any sign of boredom when we spoke to him. The sense that whatever
we said "counted," and that we were being treated not as children, but as
responsible persons, gave me a sure sense of trust. It took me several
years to learn to be suspicious of others who would only pretend such in-
tense confidence.

In those years, he doted on his daughter, his face beamed whenever
she was in his sight, and fugie's love for her father was never shadowed in
my presence by e4pressions ofhurt or slight. It is true thatJean enjoyed a
particular position as a parent, for his wife Marjorie commanded almost
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all domestic operations, including discipline of the children.l6 Besides oc-

casional eruptions ofanger for being disturbed during his nap,Jean never

scolded or punished us, and his rare expressions of disapproval were so

gentle that one might feel he would not for a moment cause us grief, In

my own case, looking back from afar, I have never for a moment imag-

ined there might be reasons to criticize Jean's behavior with me, though it

was easy 2s I grew older to find fault in my own role with him and in my

mother's role as a parent to me. Perhaps this is because I was at an "ideal"

age to profit fromJean, before the years when my own artificial sense and

pride of self would question his wisdom and rebel against his confident

authority. Perhaps imperceptibly, I have built in my mind my own myth

of the man over the years. Looking back from here and noq during all

those years from 7937 to 1959, the image ofJean Toomer never lost its

sure lines.
Then again, what did he, finally, teach me? It was not the aphorisms,

the wise counsel I heard him pronounce to Lin Davenport, Jimmy Loeb,

and others. What he taught me was the surety and joy of conscious love.

He did this by his person, his smile, his eyes, his voice, carriage, and firm

stride over the landscape. While I was with Jean, I felt the affection be-

tlveen us, and he never at any moment ever made me feel less loved than
another. Jealousy was a foreign concept in his presence. He spoke to me

seriously, as if I were a special person, and his language was distinctly pri-

vate, only for me. I felt then, as in memory I feel now, the personal value he
infused into such relationshiPs'

It is easier to suppose error than measure success and how can I be
sure in my scale of measure what his presence has meant to my life? Dur-
ing a period of some five years after leaving Mill House, I was more or less

unable to adapt myself socially to my new surroundings, and I found my-

self soon disliking the image I saw of myself This situation lasted for some
years. I could hardly blame the situation, however, on Jean's prior teach-

ing. I had failed completely to maintain a balance between my various

selves without surrendering what I wanted to think of as my "deepest"

self. In giving me the means to understand myself, Jean had, inadvertently,

given me the means to misconstrue the world outside of Mill House. I had

left a Utopia for another state of being, and then had built an imaginary

world around me as a buttress against that reality. Had I been able to ex-

16 Marjorie's voice was cvcn more self-controlled in her chastizing, and I never knew

her to strike either of us. The brief biographical summary of Marjorie's life, based on

papers in Susan Sandberg's possession in Doylcstown, revcals more tension between

her and Jean than I or Argie felt. Nevcrthcless, Marjorie, who had divorced two hus-

bands earlier, remained marricd to Toomcr for thc last thirty-thrcc ycars of his life.
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plain these things to Jean then, he would have smiled and said: "But Boy,
what I have said to you time and time again was precisely to show you how
you can thrive in any world, not be passive to circumstances, but seize
upon them and shape them for your own good."

More than with the sense of his words,Jean taught with the quality of
his voice and its conviction of the truth it spoke. He expressed such confi-
dence in the force of his ideas that it was impossible for me not to share
that confidence. I felt in him an extraordinary wealth of spirit. If Gurdjieff
had it as well, it was tantalizingly difficult for me to recognize it under the
shifting guises of his gestures and speech. Then there were Jean's eyes. To
see his eyes while listening to his voice was to be transported into the
world of his spirit. It was a hlpnotic experience for me ever since that first
evening in New York City when he offered me a roof to dance upon. It is
an experience that is relived in thoughts and dreams.

So it is Jean Toomer, the man, who holds fast in my memory. Jean
Toomer, the teacher, is an abstract conception I had to confront later in
life. Looking with as slight a bias as possible at the public record of his
teaching, I would have to say that he certainly wasn't the teacher he hoped
to be. From his Harlem and Chicago beginnings as a leader of Gurdjieff
groups to his Mill House talla in the 1930s and 1940s, his teachings had no
sustained success. In my own case, perhaps, the force of the man over-
whelmed the sentence of hiswisdom. I realize nowthat, as aboy, I never
had to try to grasp his message. I listened admiringly to him. I recall words,
but until I grew up, his wisdom was something both obvious and inscruta-
ble. Perhaps his teaching worked on me like a medical aperient, entering
my tissues surely but imperceptibly He imbued me with a power to love
life; or, perhaps it is truer to say that he taught me how to find that power
within myself He gave me an example of how to touch others deeply.

The man, in the long run, overwhelms the lesson. Perhaps Gurdjieff
was a more sucessful teacher because he refused to allow a single "genu-
ine" personality to exhibit itself in his teaching. He was everything-
clown, rug merchant, dance master, storyteller, cook, musician,
alarmclock, even demon-but never a plurality of things at once, or the
same thing for long. Jean sought to be always evefrthing he taught. fu a
child, I could not help but admire and love him for this commitment, and
that love may even have saved me from other instructions that would
have harmed me. In the long run, then, I can see myself as not worthy to
be a pupil ofJean's, spellbound as I was by his manner and myopic to his
mafier.

By the 1950s, if he hadn't done so earlier, Jean must have realized the
grim truth of his limited success as a teacher outside of his household.
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Why else would he return to Gurdjieff's teachings in the mid-50s? The vi-

taliry of the groups after Gurdjieff's death must have made Jean aware of

the necessity of detaching his own teaching from the life of the teacher.

Perhaps it was the same with his writing, for the fullness sought in the

writings of the 30s and 40s was never achieved, though he never lost his

expectations for his art. He had lost, however, the marvelous and marvel-

ing eye of the narrator of Cane, because he was looking at a different and

deipiritualized world. I cannotjudge if he belonged less in the white world

of Paris, Chicago, NewYork, and Bucks County days than in the dark and

marvelous world of Georgia nights. It is simply that his inside eye, observ-

ing himself, could not sustain the interest of others' Essentials, despite its

occasional beauty and frequent sharpness of observation, lapses too often

into a self-celebration that irks the reader who does not hear the voice and

see the countenance of the writer. Nonetheless, Esentiak, the single work

which has drawn the admiration of many Gurdjieffians who have never

read his fiction or poetry, reveals the most Gurdjie{fian side of Toomer's

thinking. Michel de Salzmann, the current director of the Gurdjieff foun-

dations and the leading teacher of Gurdjieff's system since his mother's

death, wrote some fifteen years ago that the writers in whose works "the

tree [of Gurdjieff's works] has borne fruit" are Orage, P L. Tiavers, Ren6

Daumal, Maurice Nicoll and Jean Toomer.l7 More than one follower of

Gurdjieffhas told me that Essentials carries to the general public the force

of Gurdjieff's aphorisms in "fuousing of Thought" (which opens Beelze-

bub's Thtes to his Crandson) nd in the Prologue to Lfe is Real

Toomer loved himself with the exuberance he would have others

share with him in that love. That love, he felt, included everyone within

his circle of regard, and indeed Jean was a beautiful man, much loved and

admired; but the world of his intimate circle failed him, for the struggle to

understand what those close to Toomer knew as a surety led many to with-

draw from the hermeneutic challenge with a glib judgment that he was a

poseur. He was no fake,18 but he was naively optimistic about his capacities

to communicate and transmit to others the extraordinary belief he had in

both himself and them. He believed he could change the world, and saw

his own role as an agency of the Creator. He knew himsell but tended to

overvalue others. I felt, during many sad years of struggling to adapt to and

integrate myself into the society of my peers, that he had overrated me,

and I could not help but feel for a long time that I had not lived up to his

17 "Footnotc to the GurdjieffLitcraturc," Parabola 5 (1980), p.98.
18 Kerman and Eldrigc, The Liues ofJeanTbomer, p.381, citc Marjoric Content's accu-

sation of Toomcr as a fakc carly in thcir lifc at Mill House.
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expecations for me. Curiously, I did begin to adapt in just the way he sus-
pected that I would, through physical efforts in sports, but he never
pushed me toward career goals. When I told him in 1957 that I wanted to
become a teacher, he just nodded his head. I didn't realize it then, and it
took Marjorie years later to make me aware that, as far as he was con-
cerned, I had justified his teachinp. His hopes were even higher for his
daughter, and she grew up with the weight of their burden, and she, too,
pleased him.

I've tried to understand and express something of Toomer's qualities
that surpass his limited role in my own life. If I am forcing the account
here to the positive side of the moral ledgeq it is because I cannot find
fault in a man who so loved the world that he could not accept the fact that
the world found less to love in him. He wanted others to love life with the
enthusiasm he brought to loving life and them, and not all did. Jean
Toomer was a deeply spiritual man, spiritual in his atachment to a harmo-
ny bet'ween man and everything that touches his life. He refused to sepa-
rate into spirit and thought his own deep commitment to harmonious
engagement with things and people, but lield them together as one force.
That was the way he immersed himself in Gurdjieff's teaching, in tradi-
tional Christianiry, as well as in the Sociery of Friends and in Dianetics,
and that is why he felt that God was a real presence within us that could be
addressed as a friend. So he did himself evoking the cosmos to

Send thy power to the stones
That they may grind, that we may live,
And do it excellently.le

1e 
Jean Toomer, "The Blue Meridian," inThe Collected poeras, RobertJones and Mar-

got Toomer, eds. (Chapel Hill, NC: Univcrsity of North Carolina prcss, 1988), p. 68.
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