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the only point where past and future are gathered together 
and the pattern and the meaning of the whole become 
clear. Precisely this timelessness was given now-the spe
cial gift of Kenwood. 

In my student days, alas, I largely took Oxford for 
granted, and failed to appreciate or make use of its time
lessness, its privilege, but I was vividly aware of my priv
ilege now-the special interlude being granted to me in 
this time of convalescence. I felt this intensely. Everyone 
did at the Home. For many-job-ridden, family-ridden, 
chronically worried and anxious-it was the first real 
leisure, the first vacation they had ever had-the first time 
they had ever had time to think--or feel. All of us, in our 
way, thought deeply at this time and, I suspect, were 
profoundly changed, sometimes permanently, by the 
experience. 

In the hospital we lost our sense of the world. It was 
in the Convalescent Home that we first re-encountered the 
world-albeit at a distance, attenuated, in miniature. My 
first morning I had spent basking in the sun, going for 
short exploratory sallies in the garden; I could stroll, with 
my crutches, for a few minutes at this point. In the after
noon I made it to the gate of the Home. This involved an 
incline, and knocked me out completely. Gasping, trem
bling, I sank down by the gate, overwhelmingly reminded 
of my incapacity and inadequacy. Across the road, in 
the playing fields of Highgate, I saw the school team prac
ticing rugger, a sight I normally enjoy. I was surprised 
and appalled at a spasm of hate in myself. I hated their 

health, their strong young bodies. I hated their careless 

exuberance and freedom-their freedom from the limita
tions which I felt, so overwhelmingly, in myself. I looked 
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at them with virulent envy, with the mean rancor, the 
poisonous spite, of the invalid; and then turned away: I 
could bear them no longer. Nor could I bear my own 
feelings, the revealed ugliness of myself. 

I consoled myself, after a fashion, by saying, "This 
is not me-not the real me-but my sickness which is 
speaking. A well-documented phenomenon-the hateful 
spite of the sick." 

And I added, "You may feel it, but be sure you don't 
show it." 

Greatly shaken, appalled, I tottered back to my seat. 
The day was still sunny, but morally overcast. 

I had a similar experience the very next day, when 
as I wandered in the grounds I came across rabbits in a 
hutch. Again I was surprised by a spasm of hate: "How 
dare they frolic, when / am disabled?" And, again, by a 
beautiful cat, whom I hated precisely for her beauty and 
grace. 

I was appalled by these reactions, this venomous, 
bilious turning-away from life, these sudden floodings of 
bile after the exalted, lyrical sentiments I professed. But 
they were instructive, and it was important to face them; 
important, too, to confess them, for the understanding of 
others. And here my fellow-patients were marvelous, for 
when I did confess, shamefaced and stuttering, they said, 
"Don't worry, we went through it ourselves. We all go 
through it-it'll go away soon." 

I hoped they were right. I could not be sure. All I 
could be certain of was my hate at the time. I smiled, 
kindly, at the aged and infirm; indeed I could tolerate 
nobody else. My heart went out to the ailing and suffering, 
but shut itself with a snap at the spectacle of health. 
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