
Excerpt	from	Figs,	by	DH	Lawrence	

The	proper	way	to	eat	a	fig,	in	society,	
Is	to	split	it	in	four,	holding	it	by	the	stump,	
And	open	it,	so	that	it	is	a	glittering,	rosy,	moist,	honied,	heavy-petalled	four-
petalled	flower.	

Then	you	throw	away	the	skin	
Which	is	just	like	a	four-sepalled	calyx,	
After	you	have	taken	off	the	blossom	with	your	lips.	

But	the	vulgar	way	
Is	just	to	put	your	mouth	to	the	crack,	and	take	out	the	flesh	in	one	bite.	

Every	fruit	has	its	secret.	

The	fig	is	a	very	secretive	fruit.	
As	you	see	it	standing	growing,	you	feel	at	once	it	is	symbolic:	
And	it	seems	male.	
But	when	you	come	to	know	it	better,	you	agree	with	the	Romans,	it	is	female.	

The	Italians	vulgarly	say,	it	stands	for	the	female	part;	the	fig-fruit:	
The	fissure,	the	yoni,	
The	wonderful	moist	conductivity	towards	the	centre.	

Involved,	
Inturned,	
The	flowering	all	inward	and	womb-fibrilled;	
And	but	one	orifice.	

“I saw my life branching out before me like the green fig tree in the story. From the tip of every 
branch, like a fat purple fig, a wonderful future beckoned and winked. One fig was a husband and a 
happy home and children, and another fig was a famous poet and another fig was a brilliant 
professor, and another fig was Ee Gee, the amazing editor, and another fig was Europe and Africa 
and South America, and another fig was Constantin and Socrates and Attila and a pack of other 
lovers with queer names and offbeat professions, and another fig was an Olympic lady crew 
champion, and beyond and above these figs were many more figs I couldn't quite make out. I saw 
myself sitting in the crotch of this fig tree, starving to death, just because I couldn't make up my 
mind which of the figs I would choose. I wanted each and every one of them, but choosing one meant 
losing all the rest, and, as I sat there, unable to decide, the figs began to wrinkle and go black, and, 
one by one, they plopped to the ground at my feet.” 

Sylvia Plath, The Bell Jar 



	

	

 


