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Anais Nin




WRITING AND
DANCING

From the
unpublished Mon Journal and Note
Book, 1930

 


This selection has been
drawn from BOOK NO. 29 of the unpublished diary which, in the
author’s own typed version bears the title MON JOURNAL and NOTE
BOOK, and covers the period from January I5, 1930 to November 18,
1930. It is signed: Anais Nin Guiler—“Anita Aguilera”—“Melisandre”
and subtitled: “Writing and Dancing with Eduardo.” The front page
also gives a listing of the addresses where sections have been
written, among them: 47 Boulevard Suchet (the Guilers’ home in
Paris before their move to Louveciennes); Hotel Maria, Caux,
Suisse; and Villa les Filleuls, 2bis, Rue Monbuisson, Louveciennes.
“Hugh,” “H.” and “the Cat”—as readers of the recently
published The Early Diary of Anais Nin,
Volume Three, 1923-1927, which covers the
early years of her marriage, will know—is her husband, and John
Erskine, author of The Private Life of
Helen of Troy and many other books, Hugh’s
former professor at Columbia University in New York. This material
will be included in the fourth volume (1927-1931) of the Early
Diary to be published by Harcourt Brace Jovanovich. Ed.

 


JANUARY 14, 1930.
I love to come home after a trip, to see with
fresh eyes my really beautiful kingdom. I like to unpack because I
know there is a place for everything. I even enjoy sitting down to
the business of my kingdom, to sending checks to the gas company,
the electric company, for the piano, write to the bank for a new
checkbook, call up about the broken vacuum cleaner, hang up new
photographs in the “art gallery” in the foyer, nail up a fallen
towel rack, get the mechanical engine running—Jeanne is gone so I
could have a Spanish maid, Paula. And then visits, engagements to
make. I like it all, the petty and the lovely. It is even slowly
curing me of the hunger for the travelling, although what I get
from going away is priceless, too. In one week cooped up in my
hotel room I did more work than I do home in a month. Up there in
Cimiez, too, I saw with a more severe eye what I had to do to help
Hugh. As he counts on my creative work, I can’t leave it to take an
ordinary job, which would hurt his position at the bank, anyway.
But I can do newspaper work, which is a neighbor to literature, and
give me time for literature. That and teaching dancing.

As to pleasures, I stop the
oriental dancing lessons—keeping the exercises simply for body
development and health. I take the subway, I buy no more
dresses—and I rent books instead of buying them; I cut down all
social activities not strictly needed for business. Each friend I
have had has cost Hugh money! In that way I will not only help to
build up our almost vanished capital, but my love and Hugh’s
happiness.

And so I began today with
the same élan which made me an artist’s model and dress model—the
same feeling of settling down again to austerity and self-denial,
and I feel all well and scornful of my past softness.

Jan. 16, 1930:
Amy Lowell says of john Keats that although his
life was painful and full of sorrows he was not an unhappy man all
the time because he had the unequalled joy of feeling in himself
the creative force. How right she is!

This feeling may be the
reason why I am always, fundamentally, attached to life and why
these last months, though unhappy in my friendships and worried by
Hugh’s health and financial difficulties, I have been strong and
happy in one sense. These days I am filled with this strength, with
this self-sustaining force, this almost self-sufficient power—I
work like the very devil-write, re-write, compose, doing
book-reviews in the hope of getting the job—hated even to waste
time on a new gypsy dance. I feel my will strong. Perhaps my last
human experiment being a disappointment was intended to throw me
back into myself so I wouldn’t waste time on friendships and
entanglements. In human relationships I am as luxuriant as in
writing, as prolific—I remember how much time, energy, thought I
gave my friends—how much I gave of my emotions and feelings and
devotion. Most of it, I can see now, is futile and falls short. It
empties you and brings you nothing but regrets.

Yet I can’t say I have
tamed the desire for companionship and affection. The hunger is
always there, very painful, very persistent, making me helpless and
weak before whoever tries to respond to it. In friendship I have
been a humble beggar, though never contented and never pleased but
with the best. But to those I thought best, I refused nothing! I
will never understand John [Erskine]’s indifference.

Jan. 17, 1930:
Despondency and a sleepless night. Hugh discovers
this: that I am a brilliant writer, that I am rich in ideas, but
weak on details. My essay, on which I worked, which I wrote seven
times over, remained defective because I am blind to the detail of
composition. I see, seven times, the ideas, always the ideas,
nothing but the idea, repeating the mistakes in phraseology, which
is slipshod. Up to there, there is a remedy, Hugh’s corrections.
But Hugh’s corrections of a few words will change my paragraph so
much that I feel the very impulse of it is endangered. He tames,
sometimes obliterates that very brilliancy, because his writing is
different and he can’t put himself into my place, of course. On the
other hand, I myself don’t see the error, and can’t correct it in
my own way. It’s just as if l were far-sighted and
near-sighted, blind to detail, aware of the whole.

Hugh admires the width of
my vision, but wants to prevent me from overlooking the language.
He says when I re-hash, I re-hash ideas, improve the ideas and
overlook the language. He believes that the maturity of my ideas
got ahead of my language, and that my mastery of English is not
equal to my thinking. When I saw my essay all mangled again I
cried. I felt I had really tripped over the details I despise. It
was a terrible blow to me. I had been so conﬁdent, I felt so free
and so eloquent. It is a strange thing how my defects do not appear
when I read my things so that Gilbert [Chase] could gasp, Hugh can
cry, [my brother] Joaquin can laugh. But on close inspection—Oh,
the bitterness of it. But I won’t be squelched. I’m hurt,
frightfully hurt, but I’m going to try again.

Jan. 18:
I set out yesterday morning to master my terrible
imperfections of technique and detail, since I love writing beyond
myself, my pride, or sensitiveness. There is no doubt that Hugh’s
mangling of my work cut me to the quick, and when I see a whole
paragraph of mine crumble because he takes out a word because “that
can’t be said in English,” before such a judgment I’m helpless.
What can’t be said in English is now my permanent problem. I
haven’t mastered the language in proportion to the amount of
thinking I do. This may also be a result of the way I read
English—skipping and jumping, gathering effects
impressionistically! To cure myself of that I’m reading slowly,
taking notes, studying the phrases thoroughly…

Jan. 20:
For three days I let Hugh rewrite my essay. He
killed it. All the vivacity and surprises and jolts in it were
gone. Then I got a ﬁt of neurasthenia and wept all afternoon over
it. Then I told Hugh to leave me alone. If I had done all Richard
[Maynard] and Hugh advised me to do, I would never have written my
“improbable” stories, now recognized by Hugh as resembling D.H.
Lawrence and accepted by him.

I am full of
confidence in myself, of
despair, of bitterness, of rawness. I feel that I must believe in
myself because nobody else does, that only by stubbornness will I
survive against other influences and pressures. But inside I feel
horribly quaky and small—because of the foreignness. And my
beautiful assurance is only a challenge to a weakness I
recognize—but alas, Hugh downed me after a week of courage and
constant work. He has broken something in my mechanism. I sit
before my typewriter panic-stricken, deprived of my “élan.” He has
corrected fussily and with a magnifying glass, not just bad English
or nuances, but trying to make me over into a scholarly, staid,
progressive Anglo-Saxon, which I can never be.
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Anais Nin in the early
1930s

 


Yet he understands the
power in me, talks about my brilliancy etc. But he sits on it just
the same by the mere evocation of my foreignness, against which l
am helpless.

This afternoon, for once,
the springs were broken. I cried as I worked, irritated beyond
description by his unessential alterations, alterations so fatal to
the phrase and the idea that no rewriting could recapture it. My
essay is lost—it is stilted—it is boiled down to a boring thing,
still clear if you wish, but oh, so dead.

I don’t know what is going
to become of me now. I’m going to write, believing in myself, but
always, irrevocably weakened by this doubt of my English, instilled
by the best-willed, best intentioned of critics—I’ll fear it like a
yellow streak. NO. No. No—that’s too small an obstacle. Oh, I’m
miserable, miserable, miserable.

Jan. 21. Evening by the
ﬁre: Mastery, logic, after the tempest of
my instinct struggling for the recognition of myself—H. convinced that this
individuality can’t be changed, that it may not be perfect now but
that it is headed for something as yet obscure. I sense the
ultimate discovery. I feel a blind faith. I literally fought for my freedom. H.
agreed to correct the English only, and to make general
criticisms, not to make me
over. He has an idea about writing, his own
personal ideal, which he thought I would fulfill—instead he has to
realize I am doing something
else. He has to readjust himself to
the difference. At
the same time I submit to his knowledge of details—and look at my
work closely, and have submitted as far as I think ﬁt and no
further.

I felt yesterday, for the
first time, the occultism in my work—that is, the lack of
conscious mechanical work
done by formula. All I do is improvised, from an inner
conviction and drive.
Laws do not exist. Richard never did convince me of how a short
story or novel should be done. That is why I have matured slowly. I
have accepted no formula which did not grow out of me from the very
impact and force of the idea. That the language has fallen short,
is possible. I’m going to tackle that now.

A Little Later:
What is sad about a distant piano playing, heard
sometimes in the house, is the feeling of standing apart, detached,
far from where there is music, sound and life. In the faint sounds
one feels that there is a separation between reality and yourself,
and there you sit alone and quiet, as if gone away from life, as if
dead, hearing things, real things from a far off sphere. How sad to
be away and the piano, muffled and distant, teases you, teases you
and haunts you like a ghost of real life reproaching you for not
having listened, for not having been all
there when it was playing next to you,
clear, real marl near.

Jan. 22:
I had the strangest and saddest feeling last
night. While H. read I was working over the “Three Old Countesses,”
inserting some background, “lace” pillows, brocade curtains, little
tools, tea cups of Sèvres porcelain, in “which Napoleon’s battles
were daintily miniatured.” I am fond of the story with its
littleness, its delicacy, its little irony—whimsicality: “Mother,
Mother, have you made jam this year?” I realized it was my
most French story,
yet the undertone was English, and the “eery child” might have been
Kathleen Mansfield’s or Barrie’s. I felt painfully drawn now to
one, now to another, yet exiled from France, English yet
unrecognized by the English—wavering in feeling, hopelessly
homesick and homeless.

It was after I worked and
dreamed that I wrote about the “distant piano.” Hugh had been
thinking about the same thing (Joaquin was playing Ravel). I didn’t
know it. I wrote, and then read to him. He liked it but he was sad
because he wished he had written it. I said: “Go and make a poem of
it—it will be so much better. Those things have no business to
appear in prose.”

Jan. 23:
When I feel restless, almost bursting with pent-up
energy, after writing and after talking (when writing and talking
are not enough), I turn on the phonograph, in the dimly lighted
room, while Hugh reads in the studio, and I close my eyes. A
feeling comes over me, a warmth and tremor like that of sensual
enjoyment—and I evoke with my imagination what I would like to be
doing. One time it is dancing, in strange cabarets in the Orient
perhaps, where the crowd would be vivid and strange—Vanah Yami told
me about them. Another time I cross the desert with a caravan, to
the sound of tom-toms and chants; I roam through India and visit
the temples—I pray to Allah on Arabian rugs; I stay for a night in
a harem; I travel down exotic rivers to a country where I should
find color of a
brilliancy I have not yet seen; I see Spain, the tenseness,
ﬁeryness, grace of high-bred animals—I smell incense, I see
faces—or then, mountains, and a blinding sun, clarity and power—or
I see my books being read and certain people cry, or are struck by
the same restlessness which devours me; I see myself clear, or
mindless and passionate--tragically moving and fixed nowhere. I see
my power of intellectuality, and my overwhelming, all-destructive,
desperate sensuality. The rhythm of the music stirs my blood and my
mind stirs itself—trembling, like the trembling of passion, and
abandon, like the abandon to passion, comes through me—in that kind
of trance, and shivers of joy—and afterwards, a deadness and an
emptiness, as after an unfulfilled physical desire, a wasted
desire—it’s terrible, terrible to be so enslaved, so driven by
emotion to seek physical nourishment and to ﬁnd that the mind
cannot calm that hunger, that the imagination only teases it to
exasperation. I hate to know the puerility of what I want, and yet
to want it, to know that what I would seek in that desert music is
the very sensual feeling I had tonight, the plenitude of emotional
response, the climax to acute sensitiveness, a union with
the absolute,
the maximum force of living, the sense of physical union with life. To know that
all the feelings exist in me, as the climax to sensual enjoyment of
love exists in me alone, and yet that I want the all that is the
human cause of it, someone else to ﬁnd it with, or some
intrinsically unimportant background to attribute it to, mingle it
with, so as to become part of the Whole.

Jan. 25:
Hugh gives one morning to correction of my work.
Reluctantly, I go to a tea, and I’m glad, afterwards, for my mind
is full of faces, and I recollect many samples of stupid
conversation, including my own—to be used later. Alas, I’m not
hard-boiled—I feel a warm sympathy for these people, but at the
same time a desire to kill
myself.
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Hugh Guiler in Paris,
1925

 


Last night I realized
ﬁnally that there is the possibility in me of a mad action—that the
more subjugated I am by my love of Hugh and my intellectual life,
the worse will be the explosion. I nearly lost my head once, and
blew up. Will it really happen? I fear myself profoundly—I don’t know
what more I can do—I cultivate a passion for Hugh, a passion for my
work and writing and in spite of them I feel the unsteadiness, the
demoniac force unhinging me.

No outward signs, thank
goodness—a keen, rather brilliant face—people call it animation—I
saw the same “overflowing” look on John’s face, but God knows I do
not desire his sexual upheaval—what then?

I feel no
control over my blood, by
mind or heart—what will happen to me. Oh, about me I don’t care,
but to Hugh. What is it in me that boils up, steams, pushes me.
Excess of temperament, of exaltation, of imagination?

Hugh has gone to sleep,
tired after his tennis, poor boy. From Joaquin’s room comes
music—violin and piano—I cry as I write with solitude and excessive
responsiveness and unfulfilled desires, these desires for a vast
absolutism in passion and in ideas, which I cannot ﬁnd—not in
serenity and quietism, not in religion, not in Paganism, not in art
or creation or human love. And the most haunting call of all is in
music—restless, ceaseless, un-final music—then I shall be just sea,
with tides, and never-ending movement, even after death, since I
have so carefully perpetuated the movement here—in a
book.

Jan. 28:
Have been utterly absorbed by John Keats’ life,
living within it—moved both to much feeling and much thought, by
admiration of Amy Lowell’s discernment, by a strong attachment to
Keats. I didn’t want to write until I read the 2nd volume—but as I
go along I make notes both on what relates to him as Keats, and
what relates to creative work in general. Amy Lowell has a great
deal to say about this. About work—since I’m not ready yet to write
about Keats. Found this: “All poetry consists of flashes of
subconscious mind and herculean efforts on the part of the
conscious mind to equal them. This is where training comes in. The
more expert the poet, the better will he fill in the gaps in his
inspiration. Revising is the act of consciously improving what has
been unconsciously done.”

Healthy, healthy and true.
I bow my head. There is no doubt in my mind now that I write prose
as poetry is written—there is the point of all my tearful struggle
against Maynard’s consciousness which I could not work with. But
here is also my old torturer, revision and training, in a very
digniﬁed position. Poor dear Keats had to use them. Where he found
two good lines sprung in his head, he had to find twelve more to
make a poem—to hold them up. These twelve lines I’m always looking
for. I write them badly. Hugh pounces on them. The poem falls down.
I get neurasthenic, carrying my two precious lines about like a
talisman—useless 2 lines—Alas—there’s the book of
Anita, full of gaps and
holes, written all in a delicious frenzy—also to be revised. Where
are the connections? asks the family. In gentler moods they call me
abrupt, careless, shifty, strange.

Anyway, I’m working,
revising—I’m in the state
that always brings on something. When I wanted to dance, I asked
questions, bothered everybody, looked up old friends, wrote
letters, teased Joaquin, etc. until I reached my end. The family
looked on with a martyred look. Now, I want a job—and I’m so
insistent, so persistent, so set, so obsessed, so annoying, that
I’m going to get it. I caught the new-born Revue Exchange, just out, and just
what I want to get into. Burrowed
until I got the number.

Armand Godoy was well
impressed with the mystical story—though I’m not so awfully
impressed with his impressionability.

Feb. 3, 1930:
First appearance of a physical weakness which may
seriously alter my life—a real heart crisis after several days of
dancing, training for a party. A weakness against which the will is
helpless. Unable to read, write, or l move. just that gasping inner
feeling—dissolution, tumult, faintness. Had to lie down all day.
Doctors had observed first signs long ago, advised me against child
bearing and anxiety—but I didn’t take them seriously. I hate the
unsteadiness of my hand as I write. I’m writing to see if I can
write. Hugh is taking me to the Doctor’s now.

Evening.
“Nothing but a strong nervous depression,” says
the Doctor, and gives me a sedative. So that’s that. And pernicious
anemia—that’s all! I have been deeply upset by the reading of
Keats’ life—have lived all through it and couldn’t face the manner
of his death. Made a superhuman effort to read it through—couldn’t
understand that all of Fanny’s passionate tenderness and
self-forgetfulness shouldn’t have gone to him and stayed with him
until the last. Feminine impression, of course, to think he was not
well loved—ungenerously so—and his longing, distress, hunger and
despair are terrible to read of. I’m too near to it to write even,
and certainly cannot think coherently. All the rest of my life
seems unreal and rather worthless.

Feb. 4, 1930:
I shouldn’t write—I’m too depressed, physically
and mentally. But I may succeed in winding myself up by repeating
over and over again that I have nothing to be depressed about.
People are calling up to say how lovely [my mother’s] party was.
I’m going to pose for the Princess [Natasha Troubetzkoia] this
afternoon. My only problem is not being able to find a pen name
among the family 57 varieties: Christensen, Vaurigaud, Farona,
Guell, Castellanos, Nin, Guiler, Parker. The Real ones are out of
the question because of Hugh’s work. “Chantal” is too romantic—so
is “Anita.”

Feb. 6:
It is quite evident that I cannot
measure my physical
strength and stop straining myself in time. Nervous break down and
collapse came as a surprise. Oh, well, this week was a nightmare,
but it’s finished. Diagnosis, anemia. I over-dose myself with the
sedative medicine to sleep. I add up my year’s worries—loss of
John’s affection and loss of our capital—both things not easily
remedied though the hurt
about John will never heal, and what I most hate
about it is that I can’t understand it. It would be finally and
pleasantly a pure “story” if I could find a rhyme or reason for it
all.

With a jerk I pull myself
together. I am to concentrate on writing and dancing, on my love
for Hugh, and turn away definitely from all other extensions of my
feelings. Friendship with women is irrevocably proved to be
impossible for me. In that
I always get more than I give in human affection
and fail to get intellectual satisfaction.

What I dread most is that I
have a sense of futility
and emptiness. These days I had transcendental
eyes, and what I saw was death, a horribly flat futile end to our
great suffering and exalted creation. I have said this before.
While I write, visualize, paint, carve, draw, sew, mould, I see the
skeleton—I see my own enthusiasm, detachedly, as a pathetic and
useless and ephemeral logfire. I see myself burning more brilliantly and hotly
than others, with my mind and my body, but for exactly the same
purpose—ashes. I see that Keats is dead. People say he lives in
images, in people who remember. He lives in Hugh for instance, who
is moved by his presence. But God, it isn’t Keats anymore, it’s
Hugh’s understanding and idea of Keats, it’s Hugh image, made out
of Hugh’s own feelings, and own imagination! Keats is dead, the man
Keats. A seed of his spirit—and even that only the part of his
spirit he was able to word, so that all the rest is dead—a part of
his spirit is transfused, yes, but is that life? Continuation of
the Impersonal Ideal. And then with what anguish we create an
Individuality. And it’s that Individuality precisely, which dies,
since there is only dissimilitude in mind and memory, not two men
alike, only ideas vaguely resembling each other.

Am I weeping over the death
of Self?

Indeed—I can’t accept
melting into the Whole, because the Whole is Imperfect. It’s only a
magnified Individual, that’s all. Why make a huge, immense Whole in
which you can see more glaringly the horrible imperfections? I see
more clearly the imperfections of Waldo Frank’s group than those in
him, whose image as a man, a sole man, inspires me with human pity
for his faults—but the faults of a group, a world, a Whole, an
Ideal, are only looked at with Intellect. It was the intellect
which was called to judge this sublimization of human ideas into a
Whole—and to see the weakness of it, just as to see the weakness of
God, is to desire an Indestructible Individuality which might have
reached, given centuries of life, its wisdom—through humanity,
through life, not through a process of disintegration, dust, and
mere continuation of ideas which melt and are lost and flounder
like the sea—eternally a mass from which no single aspect or piece
shall ever be carved to an immobile, static, finite end.

To discover in plain fact
that there is no end, that the world was made to perpetuate
struggle, imperfection, sheer movement, is to know the first moment
of profound madness, to know that each one is only a particle of a
simple boiling and reboiling process, as ceaseless as the sea, is
to know the first eternal fatigue.

Be like the sea, tireless,
indifferent to monotony, obediently, eternally, tumultuous and
unsettled. The mind was made just to create the movement-the more
discontented, the more subject to pain, the more moving. To all was
added the cruelty of a desire for an end that would appeal to our
reason and which we know reasonably impossible. And the cruelty of
death, coming just when we begin to get used to movement for its
own sake, to be even lulled by it. The sea was less cruelly
treated. And in death, when we submit to it, oh, submit they say—to
put it mildly for the relatives—we are not even promised
peace—merely a destruction of a carefully created self, back to
formless chaotic movement of ideas again, tides, mass, animal
rhythm. No ﬁnality, and a craving for it. Who was the fool who
misplaced Hell both on the map and in the timetable (they said it
came at the end of life) when it’s in us—in our knowledge that
there is no fulﬁllment to desire which was made to perpetuate
movement, as a spectacle—and that
for who?

February 15:
Go for it! Drive the body! I take the medicines,
out I go, posing for the Princess in the mornings, rehearsing in
the afternoons for the charity affairs. I write stories in the
subway, strain my eyes and get a sty! My nerves are completely
shattered. I have never been so moody and solitary, and at the same
time exalted. Emilio Pujol, Pujol the gentle, the sensitive, the
musical Spaniard, gives a successful concert. Joaquin’s composition
for the guitar is warmly received. The Princess turns out to be the
only woman who ever appreciated me fully, because she realizes the
artist in me, the everlasting artist,
dressing, moving, making a house, dancing,
writing, for creation and beauty’s own sake. No “pose,” no
artifice, no exhibitionism, no man-hunting, though after the work
is done I love appreciation. I posed for the same reason. Pauline
[Erskine] said once I did it because I would like to hear
afterwards the comments about my face. Of course, but it is a
secondary thought. There was first
a love of painting, a passion for
creation, for ﬁne work
(proof is I don’t pose for bad painters). No woman would endure the
physical martyrdom of two hours of posing in a dancing attitude for
the sake of a few compliments that I can get without a painting.
Anyway, the Princess understands, and the result is that she says
we paint together,
that she can only work well with me because of my enthusiasm and my
participation in the painting.

That fills my
mornings—physical torture, mental exaltation. Subway fades, lunch
(concentrated liver), nap with two pillows over my ears to shut out
noise, interruptions—electrician with his 60 frs. bill, or a woman
selling vacuum cleaners, or Mrs. Rye’s maid calling for an umbrella
left at the party. Dance study for an hour—a lot of smoking. Or
sometimes dentist, or shopping, sir errands, or visits.
Dinner—collapse. Read in bed. The sty hurts. So does the
twice-a-day mail hour. The nerves are raw. I dream of the
mountains. My poor writing waits. This is not writing. I’m resting
my head here, looking for peace, and the image of my brighter
moments and triumphant self. Little journal. I feel very much
beaten—and yet I still have moments when wild names rend me,
impossible desires, for what?

Feb. 16:
Sunday morning holiness and bourgeois peace.
Joaquin and I take a walk while Hugh plays tennis. We try in vain
to feed the over-fed swans and ducks who walk on the iced lake. We
make cheap puns, and admire the children. Human life, thank the
Pagan Gods, contains its own neutralizing sedatives for inflamed
imaginations. Amen.

Feb. 17:
Due perhaps to the fervent admiration of the
Princess, or to Pujol’s compliments on my “extraordinary” eyes
(“deep seeing, and full of meaning”), anyway, I’m reviving!
Rehearsals for the Charity Affair have begun, with Bonifacio who
talks, breathes, eats and drinks dancing so that my own enthusiasm
is rekindled. Health coming back slowly, a late arrival, treated
rather high-handedly, as of secondary importance out of pure
boasting spirit—since I know I can’t do without it—yet I won’t let
it think for a minute that it can run me! I take the liver, but I
also take the subway and don’t pamper myself! Lovely feeling to be
coming out on top again. How I did plumb the depths not only of
sorrow and death and illness, but of understanding—for now I also
understand debauch—a violent desire for strong sensations, which is
one way of gripping an ever fleeting life, a wild grasping of
physical, animal roots. I have the desire now—theoretically. I
would never indulge it because I know the results, destruction of
delicacy of palate, destruction of the ideal of self, physical
repulsion, loss of ideal enjoyment of beauty—No, I would not do it,
but I understand those who do—that’s something.

Coming soon to my human
birthday, (27 years). Refuse to make a balance. I’ve done great
things this year, artistically speaking, that’s all. I’ve also made
mistakes. Have learned to do without friends. I believe in
will-power. I believe in myself. Amen.

Feb. 19:
“Come in,” says the Princess—“look, just look at
that painting!” Overnight, she had worked on the eyes, from memory.
What eyes she made! I stared at them, transfixed. They were not
only enormous but absolutely dazzling, unearthly, haunting, Like
Pygmalion’s statue, they came alive and she says they haunt her,
that she feels there is something miraculous about the painting, and I
saw the miracle of her creation. I marvel at her genius. We both
live in dreams, live within
beauty, sure of our individuality.

Feb. 24:
Joaquin’s compositions played by Marie André are
attracting attention. Spend my birthday evening at her house. The
Pujols give us, with their guitar, a supremely beautiful evening.
Pujol is a man I have great admiration for—a profound and sincere
musician, mystical and poetic nature, sensitiveness, modesty,
humor, kindliness, intelligence. His writings on the guitar are
both erudite and discerning and imaginative. He and Joaquin have
much in common, musically and temperamentally. He has perhaps what
I feel to be the truest and best Spanish qualities. To the idiots
who see only the glare, the dagger, and the heel-clicking of Spain,
Pujol is not understandable.

Pujol treats me like his
guitar, with infinite delicacy and subtlety. He idealizes me—sees
me like a dream—something fragile and unearthly. Curious how that
image of me will not die in spite of my blunders and
limitations.

At moments like Marie
Andre’s soiree, when the music was so exceptional and the people so
expressive and attractive, I warm up to them and draw close to
them. It was that night Carol Berard, director of the
Revue International de Musique et de
Danse, deﬁnitely engaged me to dance at a
concert at the Salle Iena, for which I’m working hard. I also met
that night Fabian de Castro, the celebrated gypsy guitarist and
painter.

March 3:
On the day of the rehearsal and the
séance, I realized my
passion for the stage and my stage personality. I took to it with
astonishing assurance and rapidity—I loved it. No tripping, no
timorousness, no blunders. I feel at home in the dressing room,
back stage—the Princess gives me an intricate box of make-up and
teaches me how to handle it—I realized I had at last the tools,
place, material for perpetual climaxes—imaginative satisfaction, fullness of
artistic work. The rehearsal, to other eyes, was a poor affair. It
drew me out of myself, made me steady, vivid, amply expressive,
sure-footed.

We raised the dust in the
old theatre. The piano was a frying pan; the lights were dead
white; the background untidy and atrocious. No matter. Here was my
world, planks, defective or not, strong lights, and the opportunity
to play up to five minutes of concentrated intensity. How I did
dance. Elvira [Viñez] tore her petticoat, tripped over a folded
rug, walked out the wrong door. Day of the “representation” I
arrive ﬁrst. Hair pins, safety pins, combs, rouge sticks, all tidy
and methodically prepared two days before. Eyelashes already waxed
like a movie star, done with inﬁnite pains. I dress as a Maja,
while the others trail in. The dressing room is a yard square (It
was in this theatre we were so moved by Journey’s End). I love it all. It’s
dirty, dingy. “En scene pour le premier
acte”! The show begins with a playlet. We
have time to make up Elvira’s face. Joaquin comes down and pretends
to kiss me, de Liphart suddenly turns into a faithful, devoted,
hard working, utterly enthusiastic and thoughtful person, lugging
my coat around, covering me (it’s cold and draughty here and no
chairs to sit on). Upstairs, when we get to it, there is a big.
invigorating bustle. Electricians are perched up on the left. The
applause sounds distant. There are also nervous scenes, delays,
counter-orders, scenes—the singer immediately hates us violently.
She’s humming and fuming because the good piano has not
arrived.

Now—Bonifacio and
Elvira—Success—Bis—cries of “more.” Bonifacio alone. Success. I alone. Sevilla.
I’m blinded by the spotlight. I dance a bit—just a bit, shyly on
account of it—Success, anyway. Bonifacio—Success. Elvira alone—warm
applause. Success. I change into the dress with the train. Hot
stuff. I dance with the devil in me. Have to bow three times—people
cry but the curtain comes down. The Singer had ordered it so. She
and Bonifacio start a scrap. She says there are too many Spanish
dances, that we tire the public. She decides to interrupt at least
and sing before we do the Jota. She wins. I go down to change. My
maid hands me a card while I’m dressing. I read: “Hugh Guiler.” He
comes and kisses “Madame Aguilera’s” hand. What fun. After the
]ota, lots of people come while the last play is going on.
Compliments. Inwardly I know I should have done much better.
Gilbert is pleased. I’m worn out.

And Sunday night D.H.
Lawrence died—the deeply appreciated, the well-loved mind. I am
stunned and intolerably hurt. He is dead, and my letter to him,
with a review of his books, lies in my drawer. Unknowingly, some
time ago, I walked through Vence with Hugh, visited the Ad Astra
Hotel where he was, and I might have seen him. Aldous Huxley was
there when he died. Sunday night, I went to bed early, worn out
from dancing and did not feel
him die. His books are there, but
he is dead, and I cannot
understand this immortality they speak of. I cannot be enough of a
poet. Lawrence is dead, and I feel the world emptier, and I know I
can shout in vain my appreciation of him. He will never
know.
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