














I have been warned by several friends (who
read the first part of this paper) that I have got to
be very careful to be honest in writing about how I
felt when Ann first decided to have sex-relations
with S——. The whole thing would be useless if I
concealed or distorted my true feelings. So I'll just
say this to begin with: Yes, I was jealous.

Ann invited S— round to our house one
evening (Friday June 1 this year). Before he came,
I went out to get some exercise (I’d been driving a
lot) and buy some beer. I got back to find S— had
arrived early. Through our front window I saw him
there with Ann in the kitchen, opening a wine bottle.
I’d spent most of the day resolving not to be jealous
(I’d never met S— before), but it was no good. My
heart just sank as I imagined them talking intimately
and cheerfully together in that kitchen with the wine
bottle. Anyway, I came in and said “Hullo!” as
cheerfully as I could. We sat down to eat the meal
I’d cooked. The two of them talked together, mostly
about. their common friends and experiences at work.
They seemed so informal and happy that I was
getting increasingly jealous all the time. Washing up
in the kitchen afterwards, I thought to myself: “It’s
all over! She’s in love with him!”” Although Ann had
told me about her “fancying’® S—, she had also
convincingly promised me that she wouldn’t break
politically or emotionally with me. I had believed
her before. But now, for a few terrible moments, I
felt that I had been an absolute fool to believe that.
I came in with some coffee, sat down and we started
talking about politics — whether revolutionaries
should work in the Labour Party. Ann and I had
been Labour Party members all our adult lives, but
S— had been closer to the Socialist Workers’ Party,
and thought the idea rather odd. Ann and I argued
together against S—- . It was all quite friendly and
relaxed, I think. But then I began to think that S—,
stretched out there on the floor with his beer in
front of him, was being a bit too relaxed. The
horrible thought crossed my mind that he was
thinking to himself that he could well afford to lose
an argument with me about the Labour Party — if
the upshot of it all would be his going to bed with
my Ann!

Anyway, S— eventually went. I went with him
to the door, smiled and said it had been nice to meet
him. I supposed that objectively he was nice enough —
— a good-natured, good-humoured person with
political views extremely close on most issues to my
own. I told myself that I shouldn’t allow my sexual
jealousy to distort this objective appraisal of the kind
of person he was, especially in front of Ann. But I
suppose it didn’t really work and it showed. S—
smiled nicely enough and went over to his little old
car. He drove off. Ann had tactfully stayed inside as
he went.
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I came indoors. “Do you think he’s nice?”’ asked
Ann. “Yes, very nice”. I said. “I’m not at all surprised
you like him.” I thought he looked much more
masculine than me, and assumed that in any sexual
competition I wouldn’t stand a chance against him. I
said something like that to Ann, and gave her a weak
smile. She smiled back. We started to wash up some
things in the kitchen and clear up a bit before going
to bed. “Well, what are you thinking?” I asked.
“What are you thinking?” she replied. I felt I couldn’t
answer. It all depended on what was going through
Ann’s mind. I had to know. Did she love me still? Was
she falling in love with S— ? He seemed much more
relaxed and informal than I could be — much more
pleasant company! Had she secretly decided to go
and live with S— instead of with me? I asked her
again what she was thinking of doing. She wouldn’t
answer or even look at me. She was silently wiping
the table-top in the kitchen. The coldness was getting
unbearable, so I tried to kiss her. She turned her face
away. This seemed like the end. I went cold and

" sweaty. My very worst fears seemed to be confirmed

now. “If you behave like this and say nothing, you
really will make me feel anxious!” I protested. At
this Ann almost exploded in a sudden storm of fury.
I felt she had never been more venomous. I was a pig,
a pig. “How dare you say you feel anxious! If I’d
wanted to leave you, do you think I’d have been so
open? Do you think I’d have brought S— round to
see you?”’ She could easily have met S— secretly,
she went on. The very fact that she told me every-
thing meant that she had put me first. Why couldn’t I
be friendly with S—? I had talked all that theory
about women’s liberation, but when it came to
practice, wasn’t I just as bad as all the rest? Ann
started trembling as she said that all men were pigs —
yes, S— included. I felt for the first time in my life
that she was close to hating me.

For five minutes, I couldn’t look Ann in the
face. I stared at my hands on the table-top in the
kitchen where we both stood, neither of us saying
anything at all. I just didn’t know what to do or say.
When I finally looked up, Ann was quietly crying,
heaving and shaking as if her body were being torn
apart. I imagined the turmoil going on inside her, and
felt guiltily, horribly, oppressive. I suppose it was
only then that I stopped feeling sorry for myself and
began to realize what an immense weight of
oppression must have been stifling her for years and
w'iat immense processes must have been going on in
her mind for the past few weeks as she had been
plucking up courage to bring S— round and go out
with him. She seemed really in despair at my attitude.
She just liked S— and fancied him. She was fed up
with me and my possessiveness Why couldn’t she
possess her own body, as I had always said women
should? Why couldn’t she be intimate with S— and
remain faithful and loving towards me?

Anyway, I knew with my head that Ann was
right. I hadn’t got a single argument to use against
her, and she knew it. And I believe she had known all
along that I would have to give in. Almost everything
I had written or talked about in anthropology or in
connection with the women’s movement supported
Ann’s case. Theoretically, I knew that a woman’s
emancipation meant almost nothing if she were
possessed exclusively by a male partner who thought
he had sexual “‘rights” in her. I had said as much









