
SH[XDO�ORYH�LV�WKH�PRYHPHQW�WKDW�EUHDNV�WKH�UXOHV��DQ�XSULVLQJ�RI �WKH�VHQVHV�WKDW�DEROLVKHV�SURSULHW\��
Time alters. A gasp lasts an hour, a night separates into heaps of  minutes, a conversation from bar 

WR�EHG�WR�EXV�VWRS�DQG�KDV�LW�EHHQ�D�IRUWQLJKW�RU�D�GD\"�2EMHFWV�ÁRRU�\RX�ZLWK�VXGGHQ�PHDQLQJV��D�ZHHG�
EHFRPHV�D�ÁRZHU�EHVLGH�D�FDQDO�WKDW�LV�DQ�RFHDQ��$�VKHOO�VZHOOV�ZLWK�IHHOLQJV��7RXFKHV�HFKR��QHUYHV�PLVEH-
have, hands ricochet. Eyes kindle and melt in a world of  constantly altering surfaces. Love offers a glimpse 
of  the most intimate communication that we have experienced. Everything that’s said about love is true, 
except the happy ending.
    To love under capitalism has an especially bitter intensity. It is to repossess feelings to which we have 
become foreign. Emotions without rules or prices or power attached to them. In love’s bed, mutual sub-
jectivity allows absolute altruism. The precious is given without price, the delight lies in delighting another. 
We recover that which we have been taught to withhold or avoid or simply have had shaken out of  us by 
SDUHQWV�DQG�WHDFKHUV�DQG�HDFK�RWKHU��,W�LV�D�VWDWH�RI �UHYROXWLRQ�DJDLQVW�WKH�GLVFRORXUHG�ÁDWQHVV�ZKLFK�LV�
¶QRUPDO·��VOHHS�ZRUN�SOD\�OLIH��/RYHUV�ZLQ�D�VKRUW�SDUROH�SHUPLVVLRQ�WR�WUDLO�DIWHU�WKH�GLWFK�ÁRZHUV��WR�VWDUH�
through the swirls of  harbour water to the stone and become entranced by the dart and hover of  storm 
clouds. Sexual love cannot be hoarded, accumulated or displayed. Neither moth nor rust can corrupt it.
In general, the individualism so avidly developed in us by the capitalist system is for external application. 
:H�DUH�SHUVXDGHG�WR�GLVWUXVW�RXU�HPRWLRQV�ZKHQ�WKH\�FRQÁLFW��DV�WKH\�XVXDOO\�GR��ZLWK�FRPSHWLWLYH�VXF-
cess. If  we are going to ‘get somewhere’ and ‘make something of  ourselves’, education, not experience 
should be our guide. The adverts school us, the slogans batter us down. Get without giving. Take what 
you can. Look after No. 1. ‘The less you are, the less you express your life, the more you have, the greater 
is your alienated life and the greater is the saving of  your alienated being’, wrote Marx. But even the bour-
JHRLVLH�ÁRXQGHUV�RQ�ORYH�ZKLFK�LW�LV�REOLJHG�WR�KRQRXU�KRZHYHU�PXFK�LW�ORDWKHV�LWV�H[SUHVVLRQ��)RU�ORYH�LV�
D�]RQH�RI �VXEMHFWLYLW\�ZKLFK�DOVR�KDV�RIÀFLDO�DSSURYDO��D�SUHFDULRXV�KROLGD\�ZKHUH�IHHOLQJV�DQG�ÀQDQFH�DUH�
VXSSRVHG�WR�UXOH��/RYH�DOORZV�\RX��EULHÁ\��WR�UHWXUQ�WR�ZKDW�ZDV�RQFH�\RXUVHOI«
    It is not hard to see why such an unruly state of  mind has to be strictly rationed and kept controlled with 
JUHHWLQJ�FDUGV��PDUULDJH�OLFHQVHV�DQG�PDU]LSDQ�FDNHV��,W�LV�XQSUHGLFWDEOH��GLVRUGHUO\�DQG�EDG�IRU�LQGXVWULDO�

“Why do Lovers Break Each Other’s 
Hearts” (1972)

davId WIdGery

“

 Oxford Left Review 75



76

UHODWLRQV��,W·V�WRR�VLPSOH�DQG�WRR�GLIÀFXOW�DQG�GRHVQ·W�FRQVXPH�HQRXJK��)RU�WKH�HIIHFWLYH�JURZWK�RI �
commerce, it should only occur once in life, its emotions must be surrounded with regulations, icing 
sugar and lace, and made as well-behaved as possible. It would be easier if  it didn’t exist, this love, and 
IRU�PDQ\�LW�QHYHU�GRHV��%XW�LW�KDV�SURYHG�TXLWH�LPSRVVLEOH�WR�UHPRYH�WKH�JQDZ�RU�HUDGLFDWH�WKH�LWFK��
6R�LW�KDV�EHHQ�WXUQHG�LQWR�VRPHWKLQJ�TXLWH�GLIIHUHQW��D�PRXOG\��FRQVROLQJ�VRUW�RI �HPRWLRQ�ZKLFK��IRU�
men, is made palatable by bouts of  ‘sexy’ sexuality which must be purchased or forced rather than 
discovered. Sex itself  must be turned into work, with its own rules and games. It is forced back into 
the black sack of  marriage, a contract to feel in a matter whose very essence lies in its voluntary nature.
,W�LV�QRW�MXVW�D�FDVH�RI �ORYH�¶ZLWKHULQJ�XQGHU�FRQVWUDLQW·��DV�%ODNH��RQH�RI �WKH�ÀUVW�UHEHOV�DJDLQVW�WKH�ODZV�

of  trade, marriage and scholarship, put it. Love is buried by love’s forms and sexual love becomes an 
acted insincerity …
    The echoing sense and unbroken subjectivity are made silly and impossible to sustain, for such 
ORYH�QHHGV�OHLVXUH�DQG�PRUH�VSDFH�WKDQ�ÀYH�IRRWEDOO�ÀHOGV��7KDW�NLQG�RI �ORYH�EHFRPHV��LQ�SUDFWLFH��D�
privilege for the rich. The rest of  us are left to read about the affairs of  ballet dancers and the loves of  
princesses. Ordinary love is locked up in its own company, given guards called Jealousy and Fidelity, 
WDNHQ�RXW�LQ�SXEOLF�RQFH�D�PRQWK��DQG�VWLÁHV�WR�GHDWK�EHQHDWK�WKH�79�DQG�WKH�QDSSLHV��7KH�XQGHUVLGH�
RI �ORYH�VXUIDFHV�DQG�SDVVLRQ�QRZ�ZDQWV�LWV�SHQDOWLHV��$�RQFH�HTXDO�ORYH�FDSVL]HV�DQG�LWVHOI �EHFRPHV�
the subject of  the division of  labour. The man is the human being who has to be kept fuelled and 
VXVWDLQHG��ÀW�WR�GR�KLV�VWXII �LQ�WKH�RXWVLGH�ZRUOG��$V�WLPH�SDVVHV��LW�LV�P\VWHULRXVO\�WKH�PDQ�ZKR�FRPHV�
WR�ÀOO�LW��SODFDWHV��DQWLFLSDWHV��PROOLÀHV��VDFULÀFHV��DQG�WKHQ�EHFRPHV�ELWWHU�DQG�PDGH�ORQHO\�E\�ZKDW�
love has become. The labour of  love becomes just another labour.
����/RYH�FDQ�TXLFNO\�EHFRPH�D�VSHFLHV�RI �W\UDQQ\��D�ZRUG�RIIHUHG�DQG�ZLWKKHOG�OLNH�D�GRJ·V�ELVFXLW��$�
word that turns suddenly into a slap, a trap, a threat. ‘Do you love your mummy?’ means ‘reward me 
for your dependence.’ ‘Mother knifed baby to prove she loved it’, says a local paper. Love becomes 
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LQYROXQWDU\��D�V\VWHP�RI �HPRWLRQDO�JUHHQ�VWDPSV��SURPLVHG��VWRUHG�DQG�H[FKDQJHG��7KH�SODWLWXGH�WKDW�
love is close to pain becomes cruelly true, the intensity of  violence replaces the gentleness of  love. Not 
MXVW�EURNHQ�DOFRKROLF�PHQ��EXW�VPDUW�\RXQJ�H[HFXWLYHV�ÀQG�YLROHQFH�VH[\�ZKHQ�WKH�IXQ�KDV�JRQH�RXW�
of  love.
    Violence is the occupational disease of  a wife. Men who would never harm their dog beat their 
spouses regularly. But the slow death of  love is a different sort of  pain, full of  guilt and dread and ex-
KDXVWLRQ��/RYH�EHFRPHV�DQ�RDWK�RU�D�SDQJ�RU�D�UHJUHW��WKH�JUHDVH�LQ�WKH�VSRRQ��WKH�KRRN�LQ�WKH�WXQH��
:RPHQ�DUH�OHVV�NHHQ�WR�IRUJHW��WKDW�LV�ZK\�WKH\�DUH�FDOOHG�VHQWLPHQWDO��%XW�PXOOLQJ�RYHU�PHPRULHV�ZKLOH�
contriving to be lovely-to-come-home-to is apt to produce a mawkish and sickly romanticism, no use 
to anyone. The evidence of  loveless marriage lies concealed and unrecorded in doorstep grumbles and 
corner shop intimacies and smoothed-over-rows in public bars, to be kept from the outside world if  it 
can be…
����+RZ�WKH�HFRQRPLF�VHW�XS�RI �WKH�IDPLO\�PXWLODWHV�WKH�HPRWLRQV�RI �ORYH�DQG�WKH�XQHTXDO�UHODWLRQV�RI �
the sexes and turns a particular pair of  lovers into sparring partners are not the most important crimes 
of  a system which can starve whole continents and destroy and make ugly entire cities. But it is one 
of  the saddest. Feelings which have regulated life itself  are relegated to a mere memory. A glimpse of  
something which has become a taunt. Once mixed up with marriage and corrupted with cash, love is 
EHQW�LQWR�D�FHUWDLQ�VKDSH�ZKLFK�QR�ORQJHU�ÀWV�IHHOLQJV��3HRSOH�DUH�VRUWHG�LQWR�WZRV�DQG�PDUFKHG�XS�WR�
the wedding cake while relatives make bitter jokes behind their backs and hire purchase agents lick their 
SHQFLOV��7KH�IDPLO\�LV�D�FRQYHQLHQW�VHOI�ÀQDQFLQJ�XQLW�RI �FRPSHWLWLYH�FRQVXPSWLRQ�DQG�LQGRFWULQDWLRQ��
the original sweatshop where production and repair and reproduction are carried out by an unsafe, un-
paid and under-appreciated women workforce. For the state is it cheap at the price. How much easier 
than spending on good public transport or comprehensive group care for young children or commu-
nity centres and restaurants which provided much better and cheaper food and entertainment than the 
FRPPHUFLDO�RXWÀWV�LI �HYHU\RQH�GRHV�LW�DW�KRPH�RQFH�E\�RQH��([KDXVWLQJO\��LQHIÀFLHQWO\��H[SHQVLYHO\��
And then sits in front of  the TV to watch still more invented happy families serving out their Shreddies. 
The family provides certain certainties and keeps us all well wadded with stupidities. If  it is breaking 
GRZQ��WKDW�LV�WKH�RFFDVLRQ�IRU�UHMRLFLQJ�QRW�GLVPD\��:H�QHHG�WR�VWDUW�ÀQGLQJ�DOWHUQDWLYHV�DQG�GHPDQGLQJ�
the facilities to make them work, not trying to force the broken pieces back together again.”


