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​
PREFACE

 


At a time when the works of Anaïs Nin
(1903-1977) are appearing digitally, it is appropriate to offer
readers a full range of selections from her catalogue in the same
format.

However, there is perhaps an even more
compelling reason for producing this book, noted some fifteen years
ago by Gunther Stuhlmann, Nin’s literary agent and collaborator in
the editing and publication of her famous diaries. Stuhlmann
proposed a book that would “introduce a new generation of readers
to the writer Anaïs Nin rather than to the ‘personality’
which has been distorted and denigrated in recent years by
so-called biographers… I visualize a handy volume which creates an
overall view of the many facets of Nin’s work and ideas by
drawing on her actual writing.” In other words, he imagined
a sort of “autobiography” that included diary excerpts, critical
writing, fiction, and other forms of Nin’s writing organized in a
way that would reveal her life as a writer. Stuhlmann’s
proposal was typed up, placed in a folder, and filed away under the
title The Portable Anaïs Nin. Illness resulted in his
untimely death in 2002, and the proposal remained unseen for
several years.

A few years ago, Stuhlmann’s wife, Barbara,
found the folder and sent it to me, believing that it contained the
seed of a valuable book, and the late Rupert Pole, the Trustee of
The Anaïs Nin Trust, backed the idea. The catalyst that allowed all
of these ingredients to generate a reality is in the form of
Benjamin Franklin V, who has been at the forefront of Nin study for
more than four decades. His selections and annotations fulfill, and
perhaps even surpass Stuhlmann’s vision.

Franklin’s philosophy of chronologically
arranging diary passages, works of fiction, critical essays, and
interviews in their entirety has resulted in a multi-layered
book. On one level, there are representative excerpts from the best
of Nin’s writing; on another, there is a clear view of her growth
as a writer, whose life experiences and relationships recorded in
her diary evolved into her fiction and overall writing theory;
finally, readers new to Anaïs Nin will be enabled to make informed
choices when further exploring her work.

The Portable Anaïs Nin, as Stuhlmann
predicted and Franklin has affirmed with this edition, is “an
invitation to an engaging literary adventure trip, which could, and
should, gain an entirely new audience for Anaïs Nin’s work.”

—Paul Herron, Sky Blue Press

[TOC]


​
INTRODUCTION

 


Anaïs Nin was never more popular than in the
early and mid 1970s. After decades as an all-but-ignored fiction
writer, she gained acclaim with the publication of the first volume
of her diary in 1966. As more volumes appeared, her recognition
increased, both because of the nature of the books and because
their publication more-or-less coincided with the rise of
second-wave feminism. Many readers viewed Nin as an idol, as the
ultimate woman, as one who apparently succeeded in a man’s world on
her own terms. She lectured at colleges and universities, where her
books were taught; was interviewed frequently; corresponded
voluminously; wrote blurbs for and introductions to other writers’
books. She received scholarly attention through articles and
monographs. Her fame spread: her books were published in England,
and elsewhere in translation. In 1973, the publisher of Nin’s
fiction, the Swallow Press in Chicago, acknowledged Nin’s
reputation by publishing Anaïs Nin Reader, which contains
selections from Nin’s published writings. By then, all the fiction
Nin intended for publication had been published, as had her
criticism; four volumes of the diary were in print. From this
material, the editor of the Reader, Philip K. Jason, a major
Nin scholar, made judicious selections. Since the publication of
his book, however, the number of Nin titles has approximately
doubled, with eleven new volumes of the diary and two books of
erotica being most important. Now, the time seems right for another
sampling of Nin’s work, not only because of the existence of this
new material or because almost forty years have passed since the
publication of Jason’s book, but also to encourage a
reconsideration of Nin’s writing, which no longer attracts the
dedicated readership it did in 1973.

In 1914, at age eleven, Nin began keeping a
diary as a letter to her father, who had abandoned the family; she
continued it for the remainder of her life. From this enormous
document, Harcourt ultimately published fifteen volumes, the first
two in conjunction with the Denver publisher Alan Swallow. All are
represented here by selections that present a complete event or
scene. In these excerpts, Nin writes about family members, friends,
analysis, sex, abortion, music, dancing, writing, and death, among
other topics.

The diary occasionally presents two versions
of events. This is so because sensitive material omitted from the
first two volumes (1966, 1967) is included in the posthumously
published diaries covering the years 1931-1939, books presented as
“unexpurgated.” These later books (Henry and June [1986],
Incest [1992], Fire [1995], and Nearer the
Moon [1996]) were published specifically to present the
previously withheld material. For episodes published in
substantially different forms, I use the “unexpurgated” versions.
For example, I include a selection about Nin and June Miller (dated
January 1932) from Henry and June, which mentions Nin’s
husband, Hugh Guiler, and her cousin, Eduardo Sánchez, instead of
similar material (dated 31 December 1931) from The Diary of
Anaïs Nin, 1931-1934, which does not.

The word “unexpurgated” suggests
completeness, openness, frankness. Indeed, the four volumes of the
diary so identified include graphic descriptions of the author’s
relationships, most notably with Henry Miller and Nin’s father.
Forthright though these revelations seem, they might not be as
complete or accurate as “unexpurgated” implies. This possibility
exists because, as biographer Deirdre Bair notes, in 1920 Nin
“began a lifelong pattern: as she wrote new [diary entries], she
constantly revised the old.” Bair also observes that in the 1940s,
Nin rewrote all the diaries, an action that constituted her “first
consistent and complete reinvention of her past.”[1] This is not to
say, though, that the diaries—expurgated or unexpurgated—are untrue
either in their general depictions of events or emotionally.
Rewriting need not alter basic truths.

Two principles governed the selecting of
fiction for this book: I wanted entire works or complete sections
of books rather than a few pages from here and there, and I desired
pieces that represent Nin at or near what I think is her best.
The House of Incest, her first book of fiction, is, in my
judgment, her most accomplished one, so I include it. How to
represent Nin’s erotica, written in the early 1940s but not
published during Nin’s lifetime? Because some of the diary
selections included here have strong sexual content and I do not
wish to overemphasize this aspect of Nin’s work, I reproduce one of
the shortest erotic stories, “Manuel.” From the non-erotic short
fiction, I include “Houseboat,” the initial story in Under a
Glass Bell, not only because of its position in the book, but
also because it continues the theme of House of Incest,
which is a major theme in her fiction generally: the impulse to
live apart from reality leads to a living death and therefore must
be resisted.[2] Inspired by the author’s experiences on a houseboat
on the Seine, the story illustrates Nin’s use of diary material as
a source for fiction. After “Lillian and Djuna” appeared as a
novella in This Hunger (1945) and as the second part of
Ladders to Fire (1946), Nin changed its title to “This
Hunger” for the English edition of Ladders to Fire (1963)
and made it the opening section of the novel. I include “This
Hunger” because of its prominent place in Nin’s continuous novel
and because it primarily concerns Lillian, on whom Nin focuses at
the end of Seduction of the Minotaur (1961), which concludes
the continuous novel.[3] Lillian frames the whole. Like “Lillian
and Djuna”/“This Hunger,” “Stella” appeared in This Hunger
and Ladders to Fire (as the first part) before being
repositioned. In 1961, Nin placed it in Winter of Artifice,
where it remains. I intend “Stella” to serve as an example of a Nin
novella.

Nin wrote non-fiction prose of a critical
nature. Her two earliest mature publications focus on D. H.
Lawrence: a 1930 article in Canadian Forum, where she uses
the pseudonym Melisendra, and D. H. Lawrence: An Unprofessional
Study (1932). Later, she addressed issues relating to the
writing of fiction in the essays Realism and Reality (1946)
and On Writing (1947) and discussed contemporary authors in
The Novel of the Future (1968). Here, I represent this
aspect of Nin’s writing with the two essays published in the mid
1940s because they express, succinctly, her literary attitudes at
the beginning of her career as a novelist.

During the last decade of her life, Nin was
interviewed many times, and interviews were published in such
places as Mademoiselle, Vogue, The Los Angeles
Times, The San Francisco Chronicle, and Chicago
Review. Wendy M. DuBow collected some of them in
Conversations with Anaïs Nin (1994). Nin’s comments about
writing make the interview included here, conducted by Duane
Schneider and absent from DuBow’s book, particularly valuable.

Before each selection, I provide its context
or indicate its subject. Following almost every non-fiction
selection, I identify people, publications, and artistic works to
which Nin refers. Treating such information in a paragraph avoids
the cumbersomeness of using many footnotes in short selections.
Also with the non-fiction, I translate words, phrases, and
sentences that are written in languages other than English, with
the exception of those commonly understood and, usually, those for
which Nin’s texts provide translations. In my comments about the
non-fiction, I include diacritical markings when called for (as
with Joaquín), though—believing in the sanctity of the text—I do
not add diacritics to Nin’s texts (Joaquin).

I use the text of the last American edition
of works published during the author’s lifetime because it
presumably represents Nin’s final textual preferences.[4] Two
selections, the prologue to Ladders to Fire (1963) and the
preface to Under a Glass Bell (1968), were published only in
England. I use the 1968 version of the latter because while it was
edited for inclusion in the collection published by Penguin in
1978, I cannot determine if Nin, who died in 1977, made the
changes. With works published posthumously, I use the first
editions.

In his Reader, Jason provides a
section of Nin’s fiction and another of non-fiction. With a few
exceptions, I arrange the contents of this book chronologically,
regardless of genre, from a 1915 diary entry about Nin’s parents to
one about death (1975-1976). (Dates Nin gives to diary entries
might not always be accurate.) Such an arrangement permits the
charting of Nin’s interests and attitudes, themes and techniques,
from age twelve to her early seventies. The exceptions are these:
with “Manuel,” I add two comments Nin composed about writing
erotica, one from near the end of her life; with “Houseboat,” I
provide Nin’s statements from 1944 and 1968 about Under a Glass
Bell, of which “Houseboat” became a part; with “This Hunger,” I
include Nin’s 1946 and 1963 prologues to Ladders to Fire, as
well as the 1974 preface to Cities of the Interior, because
they deal with Nin’s continuous novel, which “This Hunger”
introduces.

 


With pleasure, I acknowledge the assistance
of Marilee Birchfield, Karen Brown, Mary Bull, Paul J. Cammarata,
John Carter, Gerri C. Corson, Jo Cottingham, Judith T. Dent,
Melinda Droulia, Amy Edwards, Jeanne M. Garane, Joshua B. Garris,
Rebecca B. Gettys, Betty J. Glass, Lauren Glover, Donald J.
Greiner, Paul Herron, Craig Keeney, Thomas A. Marcil, Patti J.
Marinelli, Adrian Massey, Anthony D. McKissick, Lucille P. Mould,
Francess Murray, Robert W. Newcomb, Scott Phinney, Duane Schneider,
Matt Steinmetz, Barbara Stuhlmann, Jacquelyn K. Sundstrand, René
Tanner, Sharon Verba, Virginia Weathers, Judy Wilson, Andrea
Wright, and the Anaïs Nin Trust.

—Benjamin Franklin V, University of South
Carolina

 



Notes

[1] Deirdre Bair, Anaïs Nin: A
Biography (New York: Putnam’s, 1995), 76, 279.

[2] For vague, unconvincing reasons, Gunther
Stuhlmann, Nin’s agent, rearranged the contents of Under a Glass
Bell in 1995, despite Nin’s long-held belief that her sequence
of stories was as she desired it. At the time of this writing,
2010, Stuhlmann’s arrangement of the stories, which places “The
Labyrinth” first, remains in print with Swallow Press/Ohio
University Press. For a discussion of the positioning of stories in
Nin’s collection, see Benjamin Franklin V, “Noli Me Tangere: The
Structure of Anaïs Nin’s Under a Glass Bell,” Studies in
Short Fiction 34 (Fall 1997): 459-79. “Houseboat” is the only
work present in both Jason’s Reader and this book; although
the earlier volume includes excerpts from House of Incest,
the prose poem is published here in complete form.

[3] Nin’s continuous novel includes
Ladders to Fire (1946), Children of the Albatross
(1947), The Four-Chambered Heart (1950), A Spy in the
House of Love (1954), and Seduction of the Minotaur
(1961). The final novel was originally Solar Barque (1958),
the text of which Nin expanded and titled Seduction of the
Minotaur. She published the novels in one volume as Cities
of the Interior in 1959, with Solar Barque as the last
novel, and again in 1974, with Seduction of the Minotaur
replacing Solar Barque.

[4] To identify various editions of Nin’s
books published during the author’s lifetime, see Franklin,
Anaïs Nin Character Dictionary and Index to Diary Excerpts
(Troy, MI: Sky Blue Press, 2009), 62-65.
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​
BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES

 


In order to avoid redundancy in the
paragraphs following selections from Nin’s non-fiction, I
characterize here all the people and three places mentioned
multiple times in it and in my comments about it. At the
appropriate places, I identify people mentioned only once.

 


René Allendy (1889-1942) was a
psychoanalyst who treated Nin, Hugh Guiler, and Eduardo Sánchez. He
and Nin had an affair.

Antonin Artaud (1896-1948), a French
writer and surrealist, is perhaps best known for his concept of the
theater of cruelty; an actor, he performed in the films
Napoléon (1927) and La Passion de Jeanne d’Arc
(1928).

Clichy is a suburb of Paris.

Lawrence Durrell (1912-1990) moved to
Paris from Corfu to be with Henry Miller, an author he admired;
they and Nin referred to themselves as “the three musqueteers.”
Durrell is probably best known as the author of The Alexandria
Quartet, which is comprised of Justine (1957), Balthazar (1958),
Mountolive
(1958), and Clea (1960).

John Erskine (1879-1951) taught
literature at Columbia University, where Hugh Guiler was one of his
students; his many books include The Private Life of Helen of
Troy (1925).

Oliver Evans (1915-1981) wrote the
first scholarly book about Nin, Anaïs Nin (1968).

Manuel de Falla (1876-1946) was a
Spanish composer who taught Joaquín Nin-Culmell. El Amor
Brujo (1915) is one of his notable compositions.

Michael Fraenkel (1896-1957), born in
Lithuania, wrote about death in such works as Bastard Death
(1936) and Death Is not Enough (1962). He helped establish
the Carrefour Press and Siana Editions, both in Paris.

Enrique Granados (1867-1916) was a
Spanish composer and pianist who established the Catalan tradition
of piano playing, founded the Granados Academy in Barcelona, and
influenced Manuel de Falla. As a composer, he is best known for his
suite Goyescas (1911).

Eugene Graves, a college friend of
Hugh Guiler, impressed Nin with his intelligence.

Hugh (Hugo) Guiler (1898-1985), a
banker, was married to Nin from 1923 until her death in 1977. As
Ian Hugo, he was a filmmaker (Nin performs in some of his films)
and engraver (his engravings appear in several of Nin’s books).

Helba Huara, a dancer from Peru,
appeared in the musical revue A Night in Spain in New York
(1927). She was the mother of the painter Elsa Henriquez (1926- )
and the wife of Gonzalo Moré, Nin’s lover.

James Joyce (1892-1941), author of
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916),
Ulysses (1922), and Finnegan’s Wake (1939), was one
of the major modern novelists.

D. H. Lawrence (1885-1930), British
novelist, influenced Nin and was the subject of her first book.
Among his novels are Women in Love (1921) and Lady
Chatterley’s Lover (1928).

Louveciennes is the Paris suburb
where, in the 1930s, Nin lived with her husband, mother, and
younger brother.

Richard F. Maynard (1875-1964) was a
sculptor and portraitist who used Nin as a subject.

Barbara Miller (1919-1986) was the
daughter of Henry Miller and Beatrice Miller.

Beatrice Sylvas Wickens Miller
(1892-1984) was the first wife of Henry Miller.

Henry Miller (1891-1980) was an
aspiring novelist when Nin met him in Paris. She details their
affair in Henry and June (1986), which was made into a movie
in 1990. She wrote the preface to and financed the publication of
Tropic of Cancer (1934), Miller’s first novel; he dedicated
his second one, Black Spring (1936), to her.

June Mansfield Miller (1902-1979) was
the second wife of Henry Miller; she and Nin were attracted to each
other to the degree that they fondled each other and kissed.

Gonzalo Moré (1897-1966) was a
Peruvian Marxist who met Nin in Paris and became her lover. He was
married to Helba Huara. To him, Nin dedicated Under a Glass Bell
and Other Stories (1948).

Joaquín (Father, Papa) Nin
(1879-1949), composer and pianist, was the father of Nin and two
sons. In 1933, he and his daughter had an affair in Valescure,
France.

María Luísa (Maruca) Rodríguez de Nin
was a childhood friend of Nin; she studied piano with Joaquín Nin
and married him, becoming his second wife and Anaïs Nin’s
step-mother.

Rosa (Maman, Mother) Culmell de Nin
(1871-1954) was the mother of Nin and two sons. Deserted by her
husband, Joaquín Nin, she took her children to the United States in
1914.

Thorvald Nin (1905-1991), the older
of Nin’s brothers, became a businessman.

Joaquín Nin-Culmell (1908-2004), the
younger of Nin’s brothers, adopted the name Nin-Culmell to
distinguish himself from his father. He became a pianist, composer,
and teacher.

Alfred Perlès (1897-1991) was the
roommate of Henry Miller; they worked as proofreaders at the Paris
edition of the Chicago Tribune.

Marcel Proust (1871-1922) wrote the
revolutionary and influential novel À la recherche du temps
perdu (In Search of Lost Time) (1913-1927).

Samuel Putnam (1892-1950) edited the
New Review in 1931 and 1932, first in Paris and then in
Mirmande, France. He wrote Paris Was Our Mistress: Memoirs of a
Lost & Found Generation (1947) and translated Don
Quixote (1949).

Otto Rank (1884-1939) was Nin’s
second psychoanalyst and the second with whom she had an
affair.

Richmond Hill (Queens), New York, is
where Nin lived with her mother and brothers from 1919 until her
1923 marriage to Hugh Guiler.

Eduardo Sánchez (1904-1990) was a
cousin of Nin for whom she had deep feelings, including erotic
ones, despite his homosexuality.

George Sand was the nom de plume of
Amantine Aurore Lucile Dupin (1804-1876), a voluminous French
writer (La Mare au diable [1846] and many other novels) and
rebel who is perhaps best known for her romantic affairs.

Gunther Stuhlmann (1927-2002), Nin’s
agent, helped Nin edit her diary.

Alan Swallow (1915-1966) began
publishing Nin’s books in 1961. In time, he published all her
available fiction, in addition to D. H. Lawrence: An
Unprofessional Study (1964) and, with Harcourt, Brace &
World, the first two volumes of The Diary of Anaïs Nin
(1966, 1967).

Princess Natasha Troubetskoia was a
Russian painter in Paris for whom Nin sat and whose apartment Nin
sometimes used for assignations.

Mark Twain was the nom de plume of
Samuel Langhorne Clemens (1835-1910), author of classic stories and
novels, including “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County”
(1865) and Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1884).

Edmund Wilson (1895-1972), possibly
the major twentieth-century American man of letters, reviewed Nin’s
Under a Glass Bell, This Hunger, and Ladders to
Fire in The New Yorker; he and Nin had a brief
affair.

Émile Zola (1840-1902) was a French
author whose many books include the naturalistic novel Nana
(1880).
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​
LINOTTE

(22 September-[?]October 1915)

On Maman and Papa

 


Context

Following the 1913 desertion of his family
by Joaquín Nin, Rosa Culmell de Nin moved with their children to
the apartment of his parents in Barcelona. The next year, she took
the children to New York. In July 1914, eleven-year-old Anaïs Nin
wrote her first diary entry. Fourteen months later, she reflected
on her parents and her love for them, as well as on the nature of
marriage generally and the horrors of divorce. Divorce papers were
delivered to her mother in 1924. Nin’s comments about marriage
assume significance in the context of her marriage to Hugh
Guiler.

 


****

 


September 22, 1915. I am sitting on the
grass with my eyes half-closed, thinking of Papa, of the war. I
have been reliving my life from the earliest days I can remember.
Then, as in a dream, I saw myself grown up. Writing stories, with
Papa and Maman nearby, it seemed as though I saw the sea in front
of me. The waves rocked me gently as I described my impressions to
Papa and Maman. Suddenly I arose and it seemed to me I said, How I
love you, Papa and Maman. And I heard a murmured answer, Together.
But the wind rose, the trees bent, and among the whirlwinds of dead
leaves, I saw the sky suddenly darken. Then a sharp pain went
through me. The leaves were my dream, a gust of wind. Reality swept
them up and carried them far, far away so that I shall never see
them and the blue sky of my dreams became the dark sky of the
truth, yes, the truth. Papa wasn’t with me. Why? It seemed as
though I wept inside and I held my head in my hand. My mind could
hardly resist the tempest that assailed it. Yes, and among the
angry waves an everlasting Why? kept repeating. Why? Why? I tell
myself there is a simple reason. Papa’s work keeps him in Paris. He
doesn’t come here because he has nothing to do here. He is waiting
for us in Paris. My heart leaped and said, No, no, but didn’t say
why. One day I shall know why. But my heart, which is never wrong,
said no to that natural response.

 


October [?]. I am in Central Park. It is a
beautiful day, but since I started school the sun is less bright.
With little cries of distress, the birds huddle before the first
winter wind. The trees lose their leaves and the yellow leaves soar
into space and whirl in every direction before fleeing on a last
gust of wind. People who go for a walk hurry back home immediately
with their hands in their pockets, saying, It is cold today, I have
to put on my big coat, the winter comes too early. Yes, especially
for me, winter has come too early. The wind has carried away all my
dreams, those that I believed were real. A veil has been torn away
from my heart and again I must say, Papa won’t come. Why not? Today
I think I have the answer, and this mournful phrase constantly runs
through my head and wounds me: Papa is angry with Maman. Suddenly,
various pictures come to my unhappy mind. Papa was severe, and
often Maman tried to intervene. They have two different
personalities, they weren’t meant for each other and that has
separated them. That and a thousand things that I didn’t understand
now are clear to me. And I forgive Maman for having led us along so
as not to spoil our childhood. But now, little by little, with
God’s help, I have come to understand; the truth is more painful,
more terrible, and more so since I was not prepared for it. The
trip to Spain to visit Grandmother was a partial separation. That
rekindles a hope in me of seeing Papa and Maman together again
before I leave this unjust world.

Could the parting be my fault? Must I go on
living as a witness to the separation of the two people that I love
most in the world? Oh, my confidant, what it costs me to admit
that! To tell the truth, if I haven’t opened your pages for a long
time, it was because I knew I had to make this painful confession.
My mind was asleep, I didn’t want to see it, and today, yes, in
spite of myself... It’s too much, too much! God has struck me in my
weakest spot. He has struck those I love. I bless Him, may His will
be done, but I still have my diary and I can pour out my sorrow. A
mother’s caress cannot console my broken heart. I need the union of
the two.

Right now, I envy the poor man with no coat,
no food, but let our family and our home be as solid as a rock,
made by God’s hand, that nothing can dissolve or break apart! Such
families are fortunate, but unfortunate are those that the world
can separate.

People want to renounce God’s commandments,
they want to improve on them, and what is the result? What has
become of the sacred union of man and woman? A violent union seen
as a game of dolls, a doll marriage that can be broken whenever
they please, as in a game. The name of this disgrace is divorce.
How can the tree be cut off from its roots? The tree, the leaves
will die. One cannot live without the other. How then can one
separate two lives that are interwoven, two who have shared the
same breath? The two will perish miserably without happiness, like
the tree without its root. Modern marriage has become like
everything else these days, madness, frivolity, ostentation and the
intoxication of eternal youth, and the result is, old, young, and
middle-aged are all children, thoughtless people, guided only by
their natural impulses, the passion God has given us, not so that
we may give in to it, but that we may earn the promised reward by
subduing it and going counter to it.

But it isn’t just the parents who are made
unhappy by divorce. What happens to the children? Shall I finally
be one of those children? What a terrible uncertainty. Oh, no, it
is bad enough that Papa and Maman should be angry, but who says it
must come to divorce? I can’t think of it without trembling. I
imagine my hurt, and if it should happen, I know I would no longer
have the strength to smile, and I could say, of all the bad things
in the world, divorce is the worst.

One day I will know whether what I have
written today is true. But please God may that day never come and
may our family never die, that is, never be shattered!

Now I am calmer. I have reread these last
pages and I think that if, one day when I am gone, someone reads
them (with an indiscretion that I forgive in advance), he will say,
The child must have read that somewhere, to write about divorce as
she does. No. In spite of my age, I know life and I can judge
people at first glance. I have one example as my measuring stick
and that is my ideas, my impressions, if you prefer. Try to find a
book these days that speaks ill of divorce.

 



Notes

Text: Linotte: The Early Diary of Anaïs
Nin, 1914-1920, translated by Jean L. Sherman (New York:
Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1978), 84-86.

Papa is Joaquín Nin; Maman is Rosa Culmell
de Nin; Grandmother is Angela Castellanos de Nin, the mother of
Joaquín Nin; “my confidant” is Nin’s diary.
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​ EARLY DIARY 2

(17 July 1921)

Considering Hugh Guiler

 


Context

Here, Nin details early impressions of Hugh
Guiler. They met in Richmond Hill in March 1921 and were married in
Havana two years later.

 


****

 


July 17, 1921. Yesterday I watched the road
for hours, expecting Hugo, but he did not pass, and when the
evening came I sat on the porch thinking of him while Mother,
Belica and her friend Mr. Hernandez talked, and suddenly I heard
him calling me from the garden. He had come with a friend, Mr.
Hazin, to invite me to the moving pictures. Thus again we almost
forgot where we were and whispered. Hugo made me laugh often, I who
thought myself so hopelessly serious. And there we sat in the open
air, under the sky, very far away from the story of troubles,
hatred and profane love unfolding before us, although now and then
Hugo would pretend to be ashamed and sit tense and rigid and
silent, trying to appear interested in the story—in vain. You see,
we ourselves were building up a story much more to our liking, the
story of our friendship, which seems to grow every minute we are
together, and those minutes are scarce indeed, but we make the most
of them. Later, Hugo accepted refreshments, and we offered him
among other things a piece of chocolate cake which I had made. I
gave him Musset’s poems to read and my notebooks with extracts from
my readings, and I returned regretfully Erskine’s Essays. I
do believe that it is time for me to describe Hugo as well as I can
so that you may know as much of him as I do; and not so much by
being with him do I know him, as by intuition.

Hugo is very tall, of slight build and
perfect symmetry. My first impression of him, the night of his
dance, was that he possessed the ease and grace belonging to the
gentleman, mingled with great simplicity and frankness, the
touchstone of his character, I was afterward to find out. His face
is oval, the oval of the idealist and the dreamer; his features
very regular and clearly defined. All his strength lies in his
broad forehead, in his intelligent, clear and expressive eyes. His
lips are delicate and sensitive, but firmly, resolutely controlled.
The nostrils are delicately chiseled, tender, mobile, but the chin
is strong and firm. This ensemble is characteristic of his
nature—that mixture of strength and decision with feeling and depth
and tenderness. I see goodness, sincerity and genuineness in his
smile, which is open, frank and simple. I see kindness and
understanding and delicacy in his eyes, and concentrated thought
and wisdom are stamped on his forehead.

And not a gesture that is not spontaneous
and natural, not a word that does not come from the heart.
Outwardly he is all manliness, splendid, resolute. Inwardly he has
the poet’s wondrous fancies, balanced judgment, clear perceptions,
practicability and wisdom. And then, as far as I can see,
unselfishness, not a trace of egoism or conceit. His flashes of
humor, his quiet optimism and yet keen understanding of the
pathetic, his confidence and trust in people, his love of nature
and music and poetry, his idealism, make of Hugo’s character a
thing incredibly harmonious and complete.

I can compare him with no one. Eduardo was
my equal; he was younger and not half as strong and firm of
purpose. Although it seems strange that I should say this, that I
should think Hugo greater and finer than all my friends when in
reality I have seen little of him. I seem to have known Hugo a long
time, although I never dreamed of one who could possess at once all
the best and finest qualities and those I most prize.

This morning Hugo telephoned to arrange a
game of tennis with Thorvald next Saturday, then he asked for me
and told me he did not think he would see me today, as the Parkers
had company. I asked him if he had read a little of my
notebook.

“I read it all.”

“Did you like many things in it?”

“I liked everything.”

“Even my own criticisms?”

And he answered, “They were the best of
all.”

It seems, too, that we may go out during the
week, and later Hugo wants me to meet his best friend, Eugene
Graves, who loves what we love, and perhaps more devotedly, because
he does not share his heart with other things; he is fond of
solitude, of the hermit’s life, and is said to be unsociable,
according to the standards of the world. Hugo believes him a
genius.

Oh, that the world were filled with friends
like these! And yet the very rarity of reasonable conversation, of
spiritual relationships, makes them dearer and sweeter when they
come to us. One of my fondest dreams is to find myself someday in a
home with a husband and children, and with friends with whom one
can share the love of books and music, talented, intellectual
friends, not gossipers, vain women and idle men, social butterflies
expecting to be amused, unable to think or to speak their thoughts
and whose purpose in life is to fill the hour, caring not a whit
whether they are accomplishing something, helping someone,
embellishing the world or serving humanity. Here I have spoken of
two kinds of people, those I admire, those I abhor. And I know that
I am in the right; I know that my choice is made forever, that I
will remain unchanged through the years—for this worship of mine
for the things of the mind is rooted within my very nature.

Evening. I have come to the end of another
volume. My last words to each one are usually of thoughts that come
to me as I look back. But tonight my heart holds naught but
thankfulness—as it did once before, upon musing on all the good
that comes to me.

Above all things, my thoughts are with Hugo,
and I am thankful that he has come into my life. It is an Ideal
that has come to life, a breathing, living dream, and it all
happened because I believed, trusted and hoped.

 



Notes

Text: The Early Diary of Anaïs Nin,
Volume Two, 1920-1923 (New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich,
1982), 244-46.

Hugo is Hugh Guiler. Mother is Rosa Culmell
de Nin. Belica is Belica Tallet, a friend of Nin. I cannot identify
Mr. Hernandez or Mr. Hazin. The French novelist, poet, and
playwright Alfred de Musset (1810-1857) is perhaps best known for
La Confession d’un enfant du siècle (1835), a fictionalized
account of his affair with George Sand. Volumes of John Erskine’s
essays include The Kinds of Poetry (1920) and The Moral
Obligation to Be Intelligent (1921). Eduardo is Eduardo
Sánchez; Thorvald is Thorvald Nin. The Parkers are the family of
Guiler’s mother.
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​ EARLY DIARY 3

(19 January 1925)

Early marital crisis

 


Context

When National City Bank transferred Hugh
Guiler from New York to Paris, he and Nin moved there in December
1924. Writing a month later, Nin reflects on her first marital
crisis, precipitated by fearing, in New York, that her husband’s
American colleagues would somehow compromise Guiler’s basic
character when she was not with him. Married fewer than two years,
Nin remains fearful when confronted with a similar situation in
Paris. She wants Guiler to remain pure, unlike her father, whom she
found morally corrupt when with him a few weeks earlier.

 


****

 


January 19, 1925. My Love and I have passed
through the first crisis of our marriage—passed triumphantly. But
forever after I shall never be at rest—the fear has come too close
to me, and I am a fatalist. I trust him, I believe him, but I
mistrust and dread influences beyond him, the world. The very
beginning of it (I promised then to write of it) was in New York.
Hugh was invited out, for the first time without me, by S. from the
bank, to a party of men. It was when we were in the rented room on
75th Street. I was, in reality as well as mentally, completely
alone that night. I went to bed and tried to read. The minutes were
maddeningly long. At eight o’clock I noted that he would be sitting
down to the dinner. At nine o’clock, that he must be finished...
Then my agony began, for I did not know what he was to do
afterwards, and I was fearful and horribly jealous, jealous of
those men, whom I knew to be so inferior to Hugh, so unlike him, so
hateful, jealous of what they might teach him, what they might show
him—fearful that he would return to me sullied, changed, even if
vaguely, by an experience I had no share in. My imagination was
working with all its usual fire and wildness. I cried bitterly, I
paced the room, I wrote about other things, those furthest from my
thoughts. Twice during the evening the telephone rang, but I was
too terrified by my physical loneliness to answer it. At ten
o’clock he came. He was more loving than he had ever been. He told
me he had missed me, that he had not enjoyed himself at all, and
had telephoned me twice. Finally, it seemed that he had even left
them to do whatever they pleased, to come back to me. I was happy.
I loved him more. I almost forgot all about the incident and our
love continued untroubled by doubt and fear.

But now in Paris, I have to face a stranger
thing. Hugh’s work entails more sociability, and C., one of the men
with whom it is important to maintain friendliness, is among the
most detestable I have met in that respect. He invites Hugh to
extravagant lunches, urges him to belong to clubs, and finally, on
Sunday, he invited us both to a tea to meet his wife.

The tea took place in a luxurious hotel.
Besides his wife, a small, pretty woman, we met a painter and his
wife—a most curious combination of Breton and Hindu, who
entertained us continuously with her untiring egoism, so that by
the end of the afternoon I knew her life, her feelings, her soul,
her ambitions—everything. During the one moment that she left us,
to call up a friend, C.’s wife turned to me and we had a curious
talk. Her husband never comes home to lunch and seldom to dinner.
He is out continuously without her.

“And what do you do meanwhile?” I asked,
profoundly troubled.

“I go out, too,” she answered me, without
the least satisfaction; rather, I thought, very sadly. This, with a
few lingering, reproachful glances at her husband, who was talking
with the painter, showed me her unhappiness. She asked me about
Hugh and was surprised when I told her how seldom he stayed away
for lunch—and the two times he did were because of her husband.
Instantly she feared for my happiness. She warned me unselfishly
not to let C. put ideas into Hugh’s head, not to let Hugh fall into
a terrible habit. While we were talking, the painter was inviting
C. and Hugh to come and visit his studio. Hugh naively never
doubted that I was included, but I, with premonition, managed to
whisper to him: “Dear, I do not think he means me to come.”

The surprise on Hugh’s face made my heart
leap. He turned to C. and asked him jokingly if “the wives are in
on this.” C. seriously said, “No, indeed, there I draw the
line.”

I shivered with a new feeling of iciness, as
if I had received a mortal wound. The tea was over. Hugh and I went
out into the fog and jumped on a shadowy bus, and we talked. He did
not realize that the apparently meaningless initiation called for
an important decision. I did, with a surer instinct than his. I
told him that, if he accepted this, he would accept everything. C.
would see that Hugh was willing to go out without me, and before he
realized it, he would be floating down the selfsame stream.

I was fighting, like the most primitive
woman, for the life of our love, for his purity, for our ideals of
unity and loyalty, fighting to keep him from everything that a man
like C. stands for, and I fought with every wile and trick and arm
in my possession. I triumphed. I kept him—but I lost peace and
security. I am tormented now by new fears, alarmed by new dangers.
There is not a moment that I do not think: He is mine today, but
tomorrow?... I want to grow accustomed to the thought of losing him
someday, because I am too fatalistic to believe that we can always
be as happy together as we are now. I want to face the very worst
ways of losing him—to men, to their coarser companionship, to drink
or to another woman. How horrible these things sound, how
monstrous—how unlike Hugh, with his clear eyes, the goodness and
kindness which emanates from him, Hugh with his loyal smile, his
deep love.

My love for him is tyrannical because it is
ideal, because I love his soul, his thoughts, because I could no
more bear the sullying of his body than of his mind. I want not
only his love but his ideal self preserved, stainless.

It is with the same puritanical soul that I
look on my father as egotistical, untrue to the very core. He lies
to me so much, in order to create a certain effect on me, in order
to be for me something which he is not in reality, that I cannot
love him. He is at heart cold and moved only by what affects him
directly—his happiness and his comfort. I fear for the happiness of
the Little Lady—she must be selfless and wonderfully devoted. Of
course, she is his disciple, in piano as well as in life, and
believes all he is. And yet, she is so true herself.

I wait for circumstances to separate us. I
am cowardly in front of him. I do not want to hurt him, and yet all
I can say to him, if I ever do say it, is: “I do not want to see
you anymore because I do not love you and I am not interested in
you.”

Hugh, who is so good, cannot understand that
I detest in Father things which I have spent my life destroying in
myself. He cannot see that Father’s traits were in my blood, that I
knew them deeply, that I willfully and consciously crushed them out
of my character. And what a struggle I endured.

Now when I see him, the embodiment of
falsity, of selfishness, the depths of which I have sounded, I see
him more clearly than anyone else could. He poses, he affects
weariness, affection, he lies whenever he can glorify himself, he
boasts of his charity; with false modesty he pretends to look down
on his work. With him I am unhappy. The atmosphere is false,
vicious and, in a subtle way, degrading. He is everything I
struggled not to be. I feel him laughing at Hugh’s candor. I know
what he would think of Richard M., of Johnnie, of Eugene, even. In
some way he would not respect the sacredness of my life—and
there are many things which, with all his intelligence, he will
never understand.

I think Mother was right when she begged us,
illogically enough, not to see Father.

“You are too good, too good,
Thorvald, Hugh and you, to understand why!” She was
explaining with her feelings, her instincts, and at
the time Thorvald, Hugh and I were not impressed because we wanted
a logical explanation. But I think I realize now what she felt—the
abyss between his ideals and ours—the bottomless abyss which it is
useless to try and span.

It is with a mother’s illogical relief that
I saw Thorvald go away. I felt that away from Father he was secure.
I am glad that I am left alone with the Problem. Alone, yes,
because not even Hugh can understand my instinctive dislike, and I
would not want him to understand.

 



Notes

Text: The Early Diary of Anaïs Nin,
Volume Three, 1923-1927 (San Diego: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich,
1983), 92-95.

Hugh is Hugh Guiler. “Little Lady” is María
Luísa (Maruca) Rodríguez de Nin. Richard M. is Richard F. Maynard;
Johnnie is John Guiler (b. ca. 1901), brother of Hugh. Eugene is
Eugene Graves. Mother is Rosa Culmell de Nin; Father is Joaquín
Nin. Thorvald is Thorvald Nin.
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​ EARLY DIARY 4

(17, 20, 21, 23, 25, 27, 30 May 1929)

Attraction to John Erskine

 


Context

Hugh Guiler idolized John Erskine; in time,
Nin did, too. When Erskine and his family visited Paris in late
1925, they spent time with Guiler and Nin, including on a trip to
Chartres. Upon returning to Paris in the fall of 1928, the Erskines
resumed socializing with Guiler and Nin; they traveled together to
Beaune, France. Closeness to Erskine enflamed Nin’s emerging
sexuality to the degree that this previously prudish woman reveled
in unconsummated sexual activity with him. She justified her
behavior by thinking that it did not harm Guiler and that she
remained his.

 


****

 


May 17, 1929. When John and I sat all
afternoon on a divan discovering each other’s character, intimate
thoughts, desires, defeats, we felt that all-disturbing Impulse,
resisted it, and faced it all again yesterday. We refused to admit
we had flirted. No. He couldn’t flirt with Hugh’s wife, and I
couldn’t flirt with Lilith’s lover. And yet—he has been wanting for
some time to kiss me. And I had been wanting to see him forget
himself. And when it happened all the rest of the world ceased to
exist, for a minute at least.

And then, when he was gone, everything
turned black. I lay on the bed, limp and miserable. I said to
myself, Now I must not take this kiss too seriously. This is only
“une amitié passionée.” But my ice-cold hands, leaping heart,
thumping temples, blurred eyes, and the fever which took hold of me
were not so simple to dispel. So this was the overflow, in him and
in me. One moment of great happiness, hours and hours of distress,
of bouleversement [confusion]. Because that is the way I am. And
he?

He called up the next day to see if we could
all play tennis together on Sunday morning. I found myself saying,
in an altered voice, a far deeper voice than I usually have: “Would
you like us to take you to the Foire tonight?” He agreed with
eagerness. But in the end, we went to the theatre, Hugh, he, and I.
We were gay—talked a lot. I tried to read his inward feelings and
couldn’t. He was very gentle and thoughtful but self-possessed. So
was I, outwardly.

We played tennis this morning. I didn’t play
so well; couldn’t understand how things could go on running so
normally when I was so broken up inside. Easy to explain. Nobody
could feel all I feel. Well, I would be a “good sport” (how
unnatural for me, when I am so raw, so sensitive, so incapable of
throwing off whatever touches me!), but I didn’t want John to think
I was sentimental.

Meanwhile, I think this has been my
worst crisis, because I expected help from John and stumbled on the
greatest of all my complications, because I can’t understand him as
easily as the others, because I can’t rid myself of him as easily.
Enric and Gustavo never dominated me. John does. Through his
maturity, has age, his force, his greatness.

I must not take his kiss seriously. I must
not. I must keep my mind clear, my senses clear. I have wanted
this, sought it, provoked it—it is enough. It came from a man who
is very self-possessed, does not often lose his head, and has the
best possible reasons for not doing so. I was happy—as a woman who
loves to be loved; as an artist, because he repeated I was
“extraordinary”; happy in a wicked way, a great way, a divine
way.

 


May 20. I had three feelings about
you. The first day I was terribly happy because you kissed me, and
terribly unhappy because I knew that kiss was an overflow of
enthusiasm like the one you gave that lady after your concert. The
second day I wanted desperately to know what it meant to you so
that I could guide my life by it; if it meant more than the one you
gave the night of your concert, then I will never flirt with
another person; if it meant the same, then I will do all to
forget it. That day was the saddest of all. I felt more
restlessness, more unappeased hunger, more despair than ever. The
third day I tried to conquer myself to please you, because I know
you don’t like a magnifying of sentiment. So the third day I
decided to take it all as an ephemeral joy, for which I am
thankful. Which feeling do you like best?

You have sad days, flippant days, days of
humor—which one is it today, John?

I don’t want to deceive you; I’m not really
a good sport—no more than the Elaine [in Arthurian legend] who
drowned herself. I mean that I can’t forget that kiss. Can you? And
do you want me to?

There is not much room in your life for me,
but I have found a beautiful name for the feeling which binds
us—une amitié passionée. That can include all you can give without
in the least impoverishing Lilith.

Only the climax was perfect. Before and
after, there were in him and in me, hesitations, analysis, thought,
thought, thought. He himself said, “I, being such a cerebral…” And
I, such an “imaginative...” that my conception of what the moment
should be, what it would seem to him afterward, in
retrospect, and to me, crushes me.

Little by little, I came out of all these
states: physical ecstasy, mental turmoil, sadness, and joy. John
being away for two days, I talked to him only here, and dreamed.
The senses grew calm, and my head clear.

I have only a painful, profound, absolute
need of seeing him again once before he goes to New York. I know
now the whole thing will mean more to me than to him, because I am
made that way, because I am a bottomless well, full of echoes and
re-echoes, unsoundable.

It was Thursday evening at Mother’s, for the
playing of Joaquin’s Trio, that he finally felt attracted. The week
before, we had had a long talk. He knew then what I didn’t know,
that he wanted to kiss me. Thursday night I apparently looked
better than usual. I was aglow with the excitement of my “theatre
engagement.” Our eyes met during the music with an alarmingly
personal brilliance; we didn’t know what the other was thinking,
but, whatever it was, it was for no one else in the room.

I felt his excitement Friday. We had only
talked an hour. I had an engagement. I put on my jade-green cape
and gave him his copy of Uncle Sam; he was standing up and
watching me. I went to the desk to get my key, feeling nervous and
upset. When he walked toward me I knew instantly what was going to
happen. His grip on my shoulders was very strong. I had my back
turned to him at the moment; he turned me toward him and bent over
me. All I had was a blind surging up of all my being to him, a
desire to drink, to absorb him. His tongue in my mouth seemed like
his very own flesh penetrating me. It was a long kiss—strong,
possessive, absolute. And that was all that counted—the rest, his
words, mine, his reluctance to go away, my calling up to break my
engagement, the other hour and a half we spent together, were misty
and unsatisfactory. I couldn’t tell whether he was talking about
indifferent things to cover a feeling or because the feeling was
gone. I was surprised because when I called up about my engagement,
he said, “I’m glad to see you have trouble with the telephone too—I
was always afraid it was due to my bad French.” A plain little
sentence. But wasn’t I saying them too, to cover the turmoil. Silly
things. Things I didn’t mean. And I was annoyed because my hands
were ice-cold; he had never seen this happen to anyone and he
teased me about it, and I showed him how they grew warm again when
we talked about philosophy!

He should not have stayed so long. I wanted
to be alone, to gather myself up and all my poor scattered
feelings. And what depression afterward—always, after small
excitements, after music, dinners, evenings out, talk, and doubly
so after that afternoon—a terrible depression. A bad night—fitful,
dreamful, and a sudden realization that Thursday night I had
dreamed that John kissed me, dreamed all that did happen.
Visible signs of a strange destiny overpowering me. Yet I want to
be wise, rational, and John would be the first to laugh at all
this, if I told him.

The next morning, Saturday, I was restless,
moving endlessly about the house, making desperate efforts to write
a coherent letter to Lorraine [Maynard]. When the telephone rang my
heart gave such a jump that I couldn’t answer it at first. When I
did, in a deep voice, John asked if we could play tennis with him
Sunday morning.

Today on the tennis court, though, I
couldn’t rest from thoughts of John for a second. But with my
racket in hand, hitting hard balls, smelling the flowers, and being
burned by the blessed sun, I felt very courageous and very strong
and very woman and shouted defiantly to my great man: “Oh, I’ll get
over your kiss.”

I know how insincere I am, because if he
came in this minute and said again what I didn’t believe the
other day, “I love Lilith and you, too,” in a tone that
would convince me, I wouldn’t try any more to cure myself, but
would make a permanent place in my life for it.

 


May 21. I am so conscious of the wonder of
life that when Lorraine writes me a letter in which regret and
inertia show clearly, I take an hour off to write her a long
comforting letter, trying not only to inject my own enthusiasm into
her but to communicate to her my own life, so as to carry her up in
it—though I can’t tell her what is really happening, because it
would break up her ideal world. And in the end I tell her, so she
won’t be sad, that she carries the most precious of all worlds
within herself in her writing, because now I know this is
true. All the madness and turmoil of these last days
disappeared last night after I had written. I kept only the most
supernatural ecstasy and sense of enrichment. In John, the kiss
might be dissolved by other incidents, but I possess it now until I
die, buried deep within me, fixed, imprisoned; and I can live it
over again as often as I desire.

 


May 23. He came while I was out this
afternoon, and I went out because I couldn’t face the possible
disappointment of his not coming; we had made no appointment. But
it was his first day back from Bordeaux.

In the taxi, driving home at a furious pace,
nearly met annihilation, and for a second I desired it.
Because I am always afraid when I have reached a peak of life, of
its being the highest and the last.

 


May 25. Formal dinner given by John for some
of his friends at Laperouse. When he offered his arm to me, he
pressed mine hard and I responded. I who had come all in white, in
a quiet mood outwardly, felt my restraint broken and madness again
holding me. At the table he drank to me directly. After dinner,
which seemed interminable, he insisted on being taken home by us
though there was no room in the car. I realized suddenly he was
burning up, as I was. I would have liked to feel his forehead, his
heart.

In his apartment, we talked; he read to us
from The Sleeping Beauty. Pauline and Graham were falling
asleep. Hugh and I prepared to leave. “I’ll go with you,” said
John. Pauline left the room angrily. It was half past twelve. In
the car, on the way over, John pressed my knee in his hand. I sat
close to him. I could feel his excitement and he, mine. We came up
to the apartment. I opened the door to the balcony and suggested we
sit there. There was a full moon. We put the lights out.

Hugh went to the kitchen to get something to
drink. John and I stood there, facing each other, tendue par un
désir affolant [taut with mad desire]. Yet we had to sit there,
talking, only looking at each other, and twice I thought that in
front of Hugh he would kiss me as he did the other night, and that
all my life would explode. Looking at me, into me, he said he had
not slept for several nights. I had a desperate desire to be tender
to him, to soothe him, to be his. His fever and mine were melting
into one another in spite of all barriers.

At half past two, as he stood by the door,
ready to go, his eyes devoured me again, and I almost screamed:
“I’ll come with you.” The pain of seeing him going away alone was
intolerable. He wanted me. So did Hugh want me. I almost went crazy
when we started to undress and he said softly: “I loved you
tonight, little Pussy.”

For the first time, I didn’t babble, as I
always do, about all my thoughts, which amuses Hugh, who smiles,
assents, shakes his head, while he undresses. He was surprised and
said, “Did you catch cold on the balcony?” John! John!

Evening. After the kiss, John teased me
about Lilith. “Do you still like her?” he asked.

“Of course,” I answered truthfully enough.
It does not hurt me that we talk about her; that she is his great
love. She is the woman for him, so much older, wiser, braver, and
more humorous. She has more to give him. I am only his
little love—just more than a flirt, and for a few days. He will
return entirely to Lilith now, and to flirtations with the many
women who propose to him after reading his novels. His life is
really overcrowded with love.

 


May 27. This morning when the doorbell rang,
I knew it was he. I knew, too, that he wanted to say an ordinary
good-bye and that he thought we could escape the feeling of the
other night. He walked from the door through the hallway into the
parlor; I closed the door. The maid was out. We stood for a minute
facing each other. I wore a red-and-white sheer chiffon dress
without sleeves. It was very hot but my body was as always cool. I
had been doing my accounts—had put away the fever of thought. He
had been terribly busy with the details of his trip. We were facing
each other in the brilliant morning, clearheaded, self-possessed,
for only a second. Even now I can’t understand the all-sweeping
force of that impulse which again drew us together, in spite of
terrible obstacles, in spite of Lilith and of Hugh, and of all our
ideas and dreams. He drew me to the divan, and we kissed, kissed,
kissed, profoundly, desperately, hungrily.

“This isn’t fair,” murmured John, “but so
lovely, so lovely.” His hands caressed all of my body, sought my
breasts, and my most secret, most sensitive part. “I want to kiss
your breasts—go and put something else on. I want to see them—I
don’t want to tear this dress.”

I stood up. Something he had written came to
my mind, about our right to see the body we love. I took my Spanish
shawl to my room and came back to him wrapped in it alone. He
carried me to the divan and stretched himself next to me. He kissed
me, caressed me, penetrated my legs, was bathed in the moisture of
my desire, but could not penetrate me entirely. He was powerless.
He murmured plaintively, “I love you too much—I have thought too
much about this, and now I think of Hugh. I love you,
you, all of you, your mind, your unique self.”

“I understand,” I said. “It really all
happened the other night. This is not the moment, not the mood.
Don’t be sad, don’t be sad.”

“Forgive me.” All our strength had gone into
dreams! “Lovely one—how beautiful your body is. Stand up; let me
look at you.”

I stood up and opened my shawl.

“The body of a dancer, Anaïs—what a precious
gift you’ve made me, letting me see you.”

When I came back, dressed, he was standing
by the window.

“You are not sad?” I asked.

“It was our destiny, Anaïs—perhaps it was
better so. At first I hated myself for being unable to pay tribute
to a beautiful lady, but you are not only that, to me,
today. But now I am a little bit glad because of Hugh—though I want
you. Oh, I want you, and someday I’m going to possess you
entirely.”

We sat on the couch—he held me close. He
fondled my breasts, which he found incredibly sensitive to his
touch, hard-tipped, quivering.

“Lovely breasts. You are like a little
faun—so sensitive, so little, so fine, darling little pagan.” And,
because I looked disappointed, “This is a compliment, you
know.”

“A faun is not a woman,” I said.

“You are both” (kissing the
woman). “You know I came this morning just to see
you, not to make love to you, which is in a way, a higher
compliment. But I couldn’t help myself.”

After a while: “You won’t hate Lilith,
because she thinks so much of you.”

“No, I can’t dislike her. She makes you
happy. She is really the woman for you.”

“It is absolutely true that I love her and
you.”

And a little later, “You won’t experiment
with love any more?”

“I couldn’t play now, or endure anything
mediocre after you.”

“That is a wonderful thing for you to say,
Anaïs.”

I asked him, “What did you think after that
first kiss?”

“I didn’t think at all—it was lovely. I just
wanted another.” It is strange. I wasn’t hurt at his powerlessness.
I felt his love surging up, surrounding me, in spite of the fact
that it was not consummated. We were both happy for the
others, though frank enough to laugh at our technical
faithfulness, and John said it was unbelievable we could be happy
merely because we didn’t surrender entirely physically and yet so
entirely in every other way.

“Neither one of us was cut out for the life
of a Don Juan. We feel, we think, our passions.”

After many more kisses we said good-bye.

Last night, the last night, he took
us out to dinner and to dance. He was alternately sad and flippant.
I was dazed. When we danced he showed me again the most intense
desire and a love of my body. He spoke beautifully to me while Hugh
and Pauline danced. “I really paid you the highest compliment the
other day, Anaïs. You didn’t rouse the rake to a forgetfulness of
your wonder—yet ever since, I have been haunted by your beauty,
your lovely, unbelievable, sensitive body, so much your own,
like your mind and your face. I didn’t realize until now what a
miracle individuality is—such as yours—little faun, little faun
with the sensitive breasts—how I have thought of them—I must be
careful not to describe them. Oh, Anaïs, you are going to make many
men bad. You have the power.”

After a while we couldn’t stand dancing
together any more. One more desperate embrace of all our selves,
and we parted really. This morning at the station it was only a
pale, sad, domestic scene, far removed from the true separation. He
surprised everybody, however, by showing his sadness. His sister
Rhoda said, “Extraordinary to see John have regrets. He is always
looking forward, enthusiastic about what he leaves but also
about what he is going to meet.”

I didn’t lose my courage until
afterward—alone. I realized then how much I had given, how much I
had received, and I felt a déchirement [rending] which his absence
of a few months would not explain, but my secret feeling is that we
are separated for good and that Lilith will keep him now, and that
I must remember I belong to Hugh.

I began even the day John came so near to
possessing me to make up to Hugh by an increase of devotion, of
energy in the creation of our life together. I built up a new
conception of his own value and of what I must do for him. I
couldn’t understand John worrying about me. I don’t care
about myself. I love all the pain and all the struggle that
comes to me. But Hugh is now my Religion, my God, the end of my
life. I must give him more than I have taken away from him. John
has genius and power; Hugh has a mystical quality which appears
only in the greatest poets. I am going to inspire him and then free
him of me, whenever he wants. All this could be destroyed in a
minute if I broke his faith in me, since I am his religion,
his all. I won’t break this faith; I’ll even bring lies upon
myself, into my life. They won’t do me any harm. My lies are
here—this book will be sealed. I have sifted everything; only
beauty remains. Everything human, weak that happens to me will not
remain so. I take, even from John, only what is finest. The white
heat. In such a white heat, you can mold anything. And on myself,
above all, I work with merciless fingers. These fingers are soft
and tender only for others.

If Hugh knew today what I am, he would
crumble. If I learned today that Hugh is what I am, has done what I
have, I would understand. My happiness would crumble but not
my understanding or my pity; and not my love of life.

I discovered the qualities that are missing
from John’s writing: tenderness, pity, a tragic sense of life—the
knowledge of the poets. He told me Monday how his heartaches were
always covered by facetiousness—that he was never wittier than when
he was suffering. He always shakes off sorrow by humor, like
the French, refuses to let it penetrate him, to let it make too
long an impress. Partly “pudeur” [reserve], partly stoicism, partly
an intellectual fear of sentiment. He, so eager to possess all
precious experiences, actually rejects the most profound of them
all.

With me he must have suffered; I made him
doubt himself, his philosophy, his love. Lilith is a triumphant,
liberated, happy woman. I am the faun, little and wistful,
mystical, and sensuous. He loved me despite all his wisdom. What
will happen? I haven’t made him happy—I have made him restless. He
was sometimes afraid of looking into me, so he teased me, made me
suffer, made hard remarks about little things. I smiled—I always
smile. He was moved.

If he can go on being merely witty, clever,
brilliant after this, if he does not reach a profounder feeling of
life and of woman, then he lacks the ultimate concept. I have faith
in him. Today he does not understand me altogether, but he will
later. I am so much older than he knows. Through an intensity of
the imagination and of the body, millions of things have happened
to me, and I know a great deal; I am old.

 


May 30. I have had few days as sad as
yesterday, known few times when I could control myself as little. I
cried in the street, walking home, and today it is worse. I miss
him more than I ever imagined. I think of him every second. What
surprised me most is that he inspired me to write about him, though
it hurt me so much. A sorrowful desire for preservation.
After I had done it I felt happier and had no more fears of
losing it all.

In a way he knew best when he said the
separation would have been unbearable if we had been more closely
united. But I can’t rejoice, because I know now it will never take
place. And if I am glad of anything, it is that by the fact of his
absence I may liberate myself from the need of him.

I don’t do Hugh any harm. Ultimately what he
wants is my love and me. He still has them. I have the power to
multiply myself. I am not one woman. He has the greater part of me.
I have never been so prodigal with anyone as I have with him. I
have only one secret from him. Everything else he knows, he holds,
is his. The strange paradox is that these last days he has loved me
more—I don’t know why. He finds me lovelier, he is astonished by
new expressions, by my ideas, by the rayonnement physique et
intellectuel [physical and intellectual radiance] which emanates
from me. A discovery to madden me and make me doubt all truth.

John had said before the first kiss: “You
look adventuresome, but your journal discloses another character.
It is really a sad journal, because you are preoccupied with real
values.”
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