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The cataclysm has 
happened, we are among the ruins, we start to build up new little 
habitats, to have new little hopes. It is rather hard work: there is 
now no smooth road into the future: but we go round, or scramble 
over the obstacles. We’ve got to live, no matter how many skies have 
fallen . 

sky is falling 
-

(sky – many skies) -

-
-

is falling have 
fallen -

-

And the rainbow stood on the earth. She knew 
that the sordid people who crept hard-scaled and separate on the 
face of the world’s corruption were living still, that the rainbow 
was arched in their blood and would quiver to life in their spirit, 
that they would cast off their horny covering of disintegration, that 
new, clean, naked bodies would issue to a new germination, to a 
new growth, rising to the light and the wind and the clean rain of 
heaven .

run 
in the blood  -

 

a spoke in a huge wheel that, turning, at last erects me, here 
and now. I have been in the dark; I have been hidden; but when 
the wheel turns (as he reads) I rise into this dim light where I 
just perceive, but scarcely, kneeling boys, pillars and memorial 

spoke of the 
rising wheel

to be a spoke in a 
wheel

a spoke in a huge wheel
spoke of the rising wheel

-

Human beings are all vines. But especially the idealist. He is a vine, 
and he needs to clutch and climb. And he despises the man who is a 
mere potato, or turnip, or lump of wood 

-
couch potato -

-
-

 Anyhow  
I feel great groping white hands in the air, wanting to get hold  
of the throat of anybody who tries to live, to live beyond money,  
and squeeze the life out 

 grope in 
the dark
white hands, in the air. 

-
But once you start 

the mental life you pluck the apple. You’ve served the connection 
between the apple and the tree: organic connection. And if you’ve 
got nothing in your life but the mental life, then you yourself are a 
plucked apple […] you’ve fallen of the tree 

-
He felt the devil twisting his tail, and 

pretended it was the angels smiling on him. This state of falsity had 
now brought on that crisis of falsity and dislocation, hysteria, which 
is a form of insanity .

-
to 

smile on someone (about the angels)
to twist tail (about the devil)

-
-

-

-

-

-

-

-

-



19

ISSN 2409-1154 

-

-
-
-

-

-
-
-

-
-

-

-


