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 WITH HENRY AND JUNE by Anais
Nin


 


From the original,
unedited Diary, November 1932

 


For more than thirty
years, ever since publication of her adult diaries had become a
possibility, Anais Nin struggled with the problem of how she might
publish these intimate, unvarnished pages without hurting or
embarrassing those who were the major protagonists of her loves and
relationships. During the 1930s, she tried at various times,
unsuccessfully as it turned out, to “fictionalize” sections of her
life story by merely changing the names of persons and places and
the typed transcripts of her hand-written diaries still indicate
where “June” had become “Alraune,” “Henry” had turned into “Hans,”
etc. Eventually, as we know, by eliminating entire portions of the
diary, and editing others, a way was found to publish what could be
published at the time without changing the essential nature of this
voluminous record. But Anais Nin always wanted (and left
instructions before her death) to provide the missing details of
her marriage, her loves, and her sex life, once their revelation
could no longer harm the persons involved. The recent publication
of “Henry & June”—which covers the time span from December 1931 to October
1932—began this process. Here, for the first time, is a complete,
unedited, unpolished excerpt from the Diary transcript which
provides not only an insight into hitherto suppressed details of
Anais Nin’s relationships but also reveals how the published
diaries, when compared with this text, emerged from the raw
material of the original. As Anais Nin stated: “The bad writing was
taken out.”

 


AT THIS MOMENT, when I was
talking to both of them, I turned several times towards June to
give her the joy of recognizing that I was repeating most of what
she had said about Henry. I aimed at his ego-centricity, the
over-assertion of himself in his books, his absence of a core so
that he lived always guided by his reaction against another
person’s attitude, never out of a deep self-guidance. He lived
negatively, I said, and always either over-estimated or deprecated
himself. Self-knowledge is at the root of understanding and wisdom.
Henry distorted June because of his malady (love and rebellion
against his mother’s tyranny). Would he save himself through his
work? (Art as catharsis.) Would the work have the ultimate weakness
of Joyce, Lawrence and Proust—a monstrous growth? I attacked
everything, his dependence on criticism, on the opinion of others
(studied upon myself), his need of big minds around him (measuring
himself always not from within but against something), his need of
much experience, much stimulation, much talk as a substitute for a
dogged wrestling with significance (Keyserling, Proust). But much
of this is already in the past. Henry is leaping beyond all this,
has been this last year I put together what he had been admiring in
Keyserling (creative understanding), and in Jung (understanding and
wisdom in place of faith and religion). I defended psychoanalysis
against a comparison with religion because analysis reaches further
in weaning us from itself and making entities of us. Should Henry
talk with Jung? 1 demurred. Work just now, help himself with the
fundamentals I could give him.

The first part of the
evening we had talked about the cause of the confusion in his
style. He was as he said, the man always ahead of himself Then he
should not look back upon his finished books and add to them, alter
them, for each day revealed a new time arid accent. I described him
as at scientific thinker, that is, the one who proceeds firm facts
certainly no abstract thinker like Michael Fraenkel and D.H
Lawrence. Hampered by facts like the erudition Proust writes about,
which is an escape from facing the meaning of a moment. Hampered by
sense knowledge. Discovering laboriously obvious, profound truths
(like the need of proceeding from the center outward, or from
self-knowledge to understanding of others etc.). I suggested he
should keep a journal of things he feels emotionally bound to write
and which for nowhere, so is to leave his novels free of
emotionally produced dissonances. Make a story of his failure to
perceive June because of his malady.

Then June and I were left
alone.

She told me I had been very
wonderful, splendid, that for the first time she had heard someone
talk to Henry—not missing him, aiming neither too high nor too low.
That I had done wonderful things to her too—all the fragments of
our talks, short encounters fused into a monologue, such as I
always dreamed of June attaining. June no longer talking
hysterically or merely spilling over, but quiet, supple, flexible,
aware, dear and wise.

“I am sexually dead—I have
burned myself out, all into a great faith and a great disillusion.
Henry is losing even his manhood. I see it by his embrace. I sense
that it is not because he does not want me but that he does not
want any woman.”

What a moment for me! I
look at June quietly and say: “Perhaps it is only because he is
writing so much. When I was writing my Lawrence book for two weeks
my body was dead.”

“Oh, it isn’t that. I have
seen him in that mood too—this is different. But I don’t want to
tell him. He is so crushed by complexes—I don’t want to add
another.”

Wherever June laments,
however. I am aware that she is weeping over a dead Henty—that I
know another Henry. When she complains that he has never given her
credit for anything I cannot tell her that I feel Henry has given
this to me. That he is inhuman—perhaps, out of self defense against
her will, never with me.

The absence of muscular
structure in woman’s mind makes Henry suspicious. But before June
came he was beginning to confide in woman’s psychic intelligence
and its power of abstraction. This sixth sense which he lacked
(which men lack) he was beginning to absorb from me merely because
my rationalizations were more solid.

June has a curious and
distressing way of running out—she can slide from Dostoevsky to
Greta Garbo, from Proust to an inanity. Literature is incidental to
her life, not essential and primary as it is with me—not a passion
but an adornment. Henry had written “She wore it like a
plumage.”

But last night she reached
a high water mark. She was superb in clarity and continuity. I was
awed by her, I overlooked the fact that again she could only assert
her greatness by a diminishing of Henry. I accepted her kind of
greatness. When she had restated from beginning to end the pattern
of her life I threw my head on her knees, kissed her hand and said
“June, I worship you.” She answered: “I don’t want worship. I want
you to look me in the eyes.

“I have done that. I have
been cruel and lucid—and you know it. I worship you, lucidly.” Even
as I said this I was aware, for example, that one of the phrases
she uttered repeatedly: “I had great faith—I gave myself wholly to
Henry,” moved me. It moved me although I knew that this
great faith had
completely excluded an understanding of Henry, and that
the whole gift of
herself had excluded the gift of het ego’s desires—had
excluded giving up.

She too did not want
worship: that she had received. She wanted understanding (Henry’s
cry too—strange, that shortage of understanding!) Strange how I
journeyed from the center, at the age of eleven, towards Henry and
June, living as it were within myself and within the dream in order
to receive Henry and June—their superabundance of experience and to
alchemize it with them and for them. Clarifying it.

Strange my sitting there on
Henry’s bed, listening to her reiterations of what she was, of what
she had become, of all the harm Henry had done her etc., and to a
kind of testament she was making which puzzled me, telling me what
do for Henry, and what not to do. Abdicating—why? Relinquishing
without apparent cause. But all of this based on her knowledge of
the dead Henry.

She mixed perfidious
remarks with her generous ones—always in an effort to destroy the
very man and artist for me, as well as for herself. Is it
protectiveness towards me which makes her say, “Tonight you showed
yourself stronger than Henry, Don’t let him destroy your mind and
your work. Remember than your work comes first.” Is it a feminine
alliance of an envy of my faith—or both? Why is it that while
my intellect remains wary of the distortions in her mind my
feelings believe in her feelings. I believe June and I, during this
night—which I will never be able to write down completely—gave each
other the most generous realization of each other. It seemed to me
that what June had climbed to was an elimination of primitive
jealousy, and that the supreme test of her comprehension would be
if she would accept Henry’s love for me and my love for
Henry.

At the beginning of the
night we had been physically intimidated by each other. June said:
“There are no nightgowns or pajamas in the place.” I laughed: “I’ll
sleep in my chemise.” We took our bracelets off. June was wearing
her hair loose, as I do. She sat on the edge of the bed and smoked.
I moved about, cleaned my face, took my dress off and remained in
my black lace chemise. I slipped into bed disturbed by June’s
scrutiny of me. Then I looked at her and admitted: “Your eyes make
me shy.” She said: “You should not be because you are lovely. Your
body is so white.” Every statement about my face or body that night
carried a strange weight, like a sadness, an admission, a defeat.
And why, since June’s face and body are incomparably beautiful? I
could see a symbolical image haunting her, an image not of literal
me—the substance—the form—but of significance: my whiteness, my
freshness. I remembered her anxious phrase one night: “Why do I
have such a coarse, earthy body—I am not earthy, Anais.” The desire
to evade her self from her self, just as I, so tensely, wanted to
inhabit her body—the strain to capture the difficult, to deny one’s
self, one’s form, one’s reality. All night such phrases
recurred.

When we had talked
ourselves into a pause, a suspense, it was dawn. June came into bed
with her dress on. She began to kiss me, saying: “How little you
are, how little you are—I want to become like you. Why am I so
awkward, so ungainly. I could break you in two.” We kissed each
other passionately. I fitted my body against every curve of June’s
body, as if melted into her. She moaned. Her embrace was around me
like a multitude of arms, mine was a yieldingness which intoxicated
me. I lost myself, I lost my consciousness in this bed of flesh.
Our legs were bare and twined. We rolled and heaved together. I
under June and June under me. Her light moth kisses showered on me,
and mine bit her. She said: “You look beautiful just now.” I asked:
“Let me see your body. Let me kiss your body.” I became vaguely
aware of a standstill. June said the wrong phrase: “Not yet, it
isn’t beautiful enough—women are so critical.” I was dazed. Women
are so critical, at this moment? Why this awareness when we were so
voluptuously lost in each other? Awareness. It awakened me. I
apologized: “I lost my head—I was drunk, June.” June watched me:
“Don’t be sorry—I wish it were I who had become drunk—it is
wonderful—you can lose your head.” She seemed sad, regretful. “I
wish we had become drunk before. I am awkward, Anais, frightened.”
Then she lay over me: “Besides, I want to have you all to myself. I
don’t want to share you. Let us go away together—where there is a
lot of snow. Will you?”

“Yes, yes.” Her voice
trailed off. She kissed me violently now, but I was quiet, subdued.
I had become aware. She became subdued and began playing with my
hair: “I ought to strangle you.” I was wholly yielding, innocent,
in a sense that I felt she was not. I sensed two currents in her –
a partial absence, through consciousness, from the moment. Some
thought troubled her.

While we were having
breakfast together June admitted this undying self-consciousness,
the loss in me she had noted with envy. She admitted knowing every
word she uttered the night she was drunk, every word she uttered in
fantasy or exaltation—always.

We returned from the
kitchen to Henry’s room, we lay in bed, and she began to extract
confidences from me. Did I love Dr. René Allendy? At this point I
became wary. When I noticed that her intuition told her I did not
love Allendy entirely I decided to launch into a half-truth because
in telling a half-truth I knew my voice, tone and face would be
more convincing. I described the quality of my love for Henry—and
while forming the facts about Henry I kept actually John Erskine in
mind as an inspiration. He was a writer who lived in New York, who
was well known etc. That was, I confessed, why I had wanted to
return to New York with June. The facts were not true but I knew
that if I were really thinking of Henry, my face, voice and eyes
would show too much passion, too much true emotion compared with
the absence of passion which had revealed itself when I talked
about Allendy, because when I say I love Allendy it is almost as
when I say: I love Hugo. It is like the admission of an ideal
necessity, not a jet of clear-cut instinct. And June could
distinguish too well. June was silent. In order to give the
greatest naturalness to my confession. I asked her advice: Should I
give up everything for this love, as she had done for Henry? I told
her I often had compared my love to June’s for Henry, wished to
emulate her in taking the greatest risks for my greatest and only
whole faith. Since I kept Henry as an image, and the facts only as
a barrage, I could talk in a natural way, ask questions, ask advice
from June, make her an arbiter.

When I left she came to the
stairs with me and we kissed again. I forgot her bracelet. When
Henry awoke late that morning June said to him: “I know everything.
I know that you love Anais and that Anais loves you. But why did
you play such a comedy for me?” He denied, denied
everything.

 


JUNE LEFT CLICHY that day.
Henry rushed to Louveciennes. I was asleep and the house dark. He
thought I was out. He had a whole evening alone in which to decide
whether he would seek out June. He went to sleep. He spent a day
and two nights here. Strange hours. He wept twice over the past,
but we were happy together. We plunged into work, two brilliant
talks about his work, Spengler and psychoanalysis. He awoke the
next morning singing. We felt again that instant marriage which
makes separation an ordeal. Hugo’s return broke into a delirious
climax of talk and fusion.

The three of us acted, but
we were not monstrous enough to act without involving our feelings.
June said she had pulled “a lesbian act” merely to discover what
she had wanted to discover, but that I sickened her with my lies. I
said I had intended to “pull a lesbian act” to discover whether
June loved Henry. But if our love of Henry did remain the final
cause of all our convolutions, our feelings for each other also
palliated a duel which in two other women might have ended in
death. We did not kill each other—neither individually, nor in
Henry. Neither June nor I fought to erase each other from Henry’s
being. June owns eight years of Henry experience, of life, and I
own the Henry who works upon the experience. We have recognized
each other’s historical necessity, bowed to a destiny. June has
surrendered magnificently in the realm she triumphs in: the realm
of action. What I question now is which one has given most, or
least, feeling in his role? June seemed for a moment to have envied
me my wholeness and been angered at her own consciousness on that
last night—but at other moments (as when she was weeping as we
walked on the dead leaves) it was she who was feeling and I who was
conscious and emotionless. We have experienced many volte-faces of
emotions and monstrosity. Henry had his cold moments when he
probably cared more for his work than for either June or me. I had
mine when I threw away June’s violets and when I kissed Allendy to
break the yoke of Henry’s primary importance to me—an effort at
defiance and independence somewhat similar to June’s two years of
life with Jean.

It takes great generosity
to receive gifts. June said Henry could not do this, but I do not
find this true, either. When Henry says: “You and Fraenkel”
(calling us the instruments of his birth, not the cause he is even
then overestimating us!). He said on the day he was here that he
had always thought a great deal in great fragments. His reading and
reflecting, however, were like the spokes of a wheel, unattached to
the hub. And what was the missing hub? Himself—a knowledge of
himself which he obtained from Fraenkel’s Jewish
super-consciousness and from my love. My love, my passionate vision
of Henry, was like a powerful hold on his personality. I rejected
the unimportant detail which might have blurred the image I
worshipped. The insistence of my worship reintegrated Henry. I was
not, like June, confused by actions, I gave to them the correct
proportion. Even what June attacks as a human weakness I was able,
instantly, to see the counterpart of in the artist, thus balancing
both weak and strong elements into the sum total of a great man. I
grasped both man and artist, loved both so deeply that they fused
into one before my very eyes. Henry’s mind and my love—a love
including the mind and therefore able to embrace the
artist.

 


Wherein Allendy fails is in
his failure to understand Henry, and therefore the greatest portion
of me.

Henry’s strangely
child face eyes and
mouth—I see the gnome child transpiring through the grey-haired
man—incredible. It stirs my womb—melts me.

Lying over me, fucking, he
emits animal grunts which make me laugh—his great bear
playfulness.

An example of June’s
inventing of situations. The night we slept together June rises at
eight o’clock and goes to Fred’s room, and when she returns to me
she says: “By the way, they are snoring—I am absolutely certain
they were awake and listening to us—in fact most of the night I
have heard footsteps.” Whereas I know, by my knowledge of Henry,
that he simply went to sleep, having had enough excitement and also
submitting to destiny: if we are lesbians, if there were any danger
in June and I sleeping together, then let things happen (Jung’s
definition of wisdom, which I understand at once as applying to
Henry). June and I both oppose destiny more actively. I realize my
alliance with Allendy was fighting against Henry who is my destiny
(though my instincts led me to him so directly and
simply).

 


IT IS STRANGE, THE
“microcosmic” quality of woman’s mind. My own life composed of
Hugo, Henry, Eduardo, June, becomes a small key by which I later
read the vast synthesis of Oswald Spengler. And when I read a big
phrase in Spengler—like the one on “renaissance,” an expression of
our recalcitrant nature fighting an oncoming destiny—it is by my
“microcosmic” activity that I understand the same philosophy
applied to a larger scale, and by reading the big scale back again
into a miniature world I finally seize upon the meaning. I don’t
have a man’s need to reduce, to materialize, to symbolize, to
actualize, to humanize too—a strange instinct at work to solidify
the abstract—my biological power is at work in spite of my great
mental subjective activity. And this miniature activity—shown even
in my journal when I was eleven is also the reason why without
training, without formal knowledge, without training in any
thorough sense, I was able to reach up to both Henry and June by
the mere habit of effort, habit of alertness, activity, desire, of
stretching up, which I had. Only effort—like my efforts to
rediscover the principles of decoration without the help of books,
of writing without the help of form, tradition, theories (French
birth-tradition), of dancing without having seen any of it, of
making costumes without ever learning how to cut or sew. Always the
great, indefatigable enthusiasm, curiosity, vitality, against great
obstacles: a thorough absence of faith in myself, of
self-knowledge, and of a physical vitality equal to the mental. I
realize now the full vigor, the vitality of my mind, how at dawn,
after a night of talk, I can still be saying intelligent things
although my body is absolutely crumbling. Oh, the immense fatigue
in-between the two Clichy nights.

This great joy I have when
I talk with Henry, of feeling supremely alive because of our
wrestling with ideas—the toughness between us...over and over again
I have stressed the ecstasy of this, and how he tutors me, leads me
into the substantial books—the way Henry reveals Spengler to me;
the way his mind spills out, its extraordinary fecundity. I always
feel that my mind is not that of a knower, but more like a lasso,
circling, encircling, with a great flair for the essential; and
this rope-like tension Henry used really to leap freely—I am there
to wind a way out of confusion when the confusion has produced
sufficient density. A beautiful interplay between us, we are
necessary to each other.

Always injustices. June
does not reap the results of the experiences she has given Henry. I
go to Henry for experience
and within-ness, not living stimulation. I get
tremendous stimulation from Henry and his life, but just as Henry
cannot work with June, I cannot work with Henry but with Hugh—Hugh gives me the
atmosphere of peace and security and loyalty I need to work in
(human security as well as material), whereas Henry would stimulate
and disturb me, use my energy for him, leaving me none for work,
just as June stimulated and disturbed him, demanding his energy for
herself and leaving him none for work!

Relativity. Henry sees the
scene of my talk with him in front of June as an unwitting but
nevertheless instinctive, final effort to make the situation
absolute, to get rid of June, to define and reveal my victory. He
says I showed the irrepressible joyousness and energy of the one
aware of his victory, that it must have been clear to June. Without
any scene I showed my understanding of Henry, my devotion to him,
my guidance on any interference in his life, simultaneously
displacing June on a plane of “influence.” A display which must
have influenced her slowly accumulating realization of the tie
between Henry and me so that—in spite of
our alliance, the admiration between June
and me, my concern over her, our confidences, in spite of June’s
confidence in both Henry and me—her intuition grew clear and
definite and crystallized that morning. Whether any feeling for me
inspired June to make as absolute a surrender of Henry instead of
fighting to hold him is something I will never know. Or whether in
all this, our feeling for each other was merely an extension of our
tremendous love of Henry. I love June because she has been a part
of Henry. No—we loved each other as two women recognizing each
other’s value. There are resemblances between us.

June’s vocabulary: mad,
beautiful, fantastic, a gesture, performing, confused, splendid,
glorious, vile, decadent, buffoonish, trickster, ecstasy, Henry,
pregnant, superb.

Both Henry and I at first
sought a scheme by which we could prevent June from feeling
defeated. A letter, or a scene which would let her think she was
victorious. We turned over our plans but decided in the end that we
could not be false to ourselves. The deep, deep joy I felt at
having Henry all to myself was not deeply a joy of victory because
I see the evolution in Henry
which brought Henry to me, the new needs. But
June, June does not realize
the impersonality of this: June is not situated
over all this. I am afraid she considers herself injured, tricked.
She believes my love of her has been only a piece of treachery,
that I have won Henry by cleverness, not by love. What hurt me is
her denial of this destiny. When Henry returned the
other day he found my love letters to June wrapped around the gifts
I had made her: ring, earrings, bracelet, etc., and she had written
on the back: “Please get a divorce immediately.” And the last
morning she said to Henry: “I wasn’t duped by Anais’s letters to
me.” And “I pulled off a lesbian act.”

When Henry and I used to
imagine what would happen when June returned we never
imagined this.

I would like June to
know.

But June’s desire to see as
a defeat, an injury, an event so deeply inevitable and deep-rooted
is like Henry’s desire to imagine a supremely cruel June:
masochism—the latent desire to
suffer, to be humiliated—the obsession with
the wound one most fears; her fear of cruelty, of abandon. This
deep, terrible fear is now materialized by
her desire of it. She has achieved probably
the greatest of her self-lacerations, while I achieved the
greatest conquering of the self-same
fear. I am now beyond fear, and anxious
over June, anxious for her, whose torments are like ghosts of mine.
My little June, you do not believe, you imagine hatred and cruelty
where there is only fatalism. You punish yourself, you punish
yourself for also having loved your Father. You punish yourself by
destroying the love you most wanted.

 


Nov. 26, 32. Henry, my
love, my love Henry, I have struggled and warred to be worthy of
you, to be a woman, to be strong, to be fearless. Henry, my love,
my love, I deserve the deep joy I have tonight. I have loved you
against fear and without hope of joy, I have risked the greatest
wound, the most dangerous rivalry. It was not courage, it was love,
love. I loved you so much, I risked losing you. I disregarded
tomorrow—I had no faith in victory—no desire for victory, yet a
heartrending need of it. I asked so little
and I have been given everything!

I tell Henry about all this
and suggest we write June a letter about it, but he says that it is
precisely this she will not understand—or, if by a flash, she does
understand it, I realize now, she cannot relate it to her life for
more than a minute. There is no connection whatever between her
insight and her life. If there were, she would not have repudiated
me as a trickster. Together we see clearly now a contrast: June
with her great physical vitality (but absorbing little, so that
tragedy, etc., does not kill her), and I all mental vitality so
that I can sustain a response to Henry’s creative
activity.

The strange fact is the
death of June’s sexual vitality. Henry reveals an amazing
discovery: his feeling that June was pretending to be roused—like a
whore. (At the same time it was she who sought him out, probably
for a proof of love, or in the hope of proving to herself that she
was alive.)

This corroborates June’s
own words. “I am sexually dead.” But it is not, as she says, Henry
who has killed her. Was she always truly frigid (as Allendy suspects) or did
she kill herself by excess, or by masturbation? It is strange that
the idea of June’s onanism suddenly presents itself to my
mind.

The malefic in June is also clear now: If
I am sexually dead, I must also kill Henry sexually. I will make
him feel that he is losing his virility (doubt—the death blow!).
Fortunately Henry’s virility is strongly alive with me. He knows
it!

Another malefic act—June
leaves Henry my love letter, thinking this will destroy Henry’s
faith in me, not realizing that Henry knows me too well, knows what
prompted that letter and also knows that this letter was a proof of
a protective love for June which she should have been able to
recognize and believe in.

Meanwhile, together with
the unravelling of June’s twistedness, our own life flows on. When
I arrive in Clichy, Henry is working on a magnificent synthesis.
Form and Language—and I read the pages as he unwinds them from the
typewriter. We talk endlessly about his work—always in the same
manner, Henry flowing, gushing, spilling, spreading, and I weaving
tenaciously. He ends by laughing at my tenacity. Until I reach a
clear finality of some sort I can’t stop. About his work, which I
now apprehend so clearly. When Henry laughs, I concede only this:
my only flexibility is that I am willing to change the “but” and
the object of my unravelling subject to flux, to a new truth, a new
adjustment. But the struggle against loose ends, to coordinate etc.
remains intact, the very essence of my mind. Henry is
so good for me! His
laughter alone, giving a beautiful living nobility to
everything.

 


WHEN LIFE BECOMES a game
too beautifully, too perfectly played (as Allendy plays it) it is
another form of death. Henry’s “imperfections” are nothing less
than a wonderful living activity, mold-breaking. Sensation is not a
“pente,” but
the dipping into life. This great dark dipping—when Henry drinks, raves, and the
continuity of the mind—life is broken by the fermentation of the
body—he is watering his roots. When I left him this morning, after
the usual Clichy—like spanning of all experience in one night, I
walked through the streets and felt again
a love of the street—an emotion purely born
of Henry. A love of the street. Because water is being thrown on
the sidewalk and swept, because the dirt is floating down the
gutter rivulet, because windows are being opened, meat hung on
hooks, vegetables poured into show-baskets, because wheels are
rolling, bread is baking, children are tripping, dogs are carrying
the weight of trodden-down tails, cats are licking off bar sawdust,
wine bottles are being dusted, because I as woman, a sperm-filled
woman, am walking down the street loaded with the phrases Henry has
given me out of Spengler; because I am walking, because I am tired,
because instead of sleeping last night I swung for hours on the
silk hammocks of my passion, as Henry swung in and out of my silk
moisture, and because the sheer joy of listening to his breathing
kept me awake, as before the exposure of a miracle. I love the
street which leads me to Henry, and away from Henry, to and away
from a center—the woman’s axis outside of herself,
always.

Henry did not understand
the intensity with which, as a child of eleven, I regretted the
brilliant life I had lost with my Father’s departure. How could I
have realized the
value of this life? How could I cling to it so obstinately (pages
of yearning, regrets, in the early journals).

The realization in a child, based on
flair, not on facts. I never saw my Father living and talking
intellectually, brilliantly—never heard the vigorous blasphemies
and obscenities Mother complained of later. But it was enough to
catch a glimpse of Father’s face as he passed me on his way out of
the house, or into the parlor—that awake, alert, vital face. It was
enough to have tasted the flavor of the well-covered books, to have
heard, from afar, the reverberations of animated talks, and
music—enough to create an atmosphere which, from then on, I seek
wistfully to recapture, succeeding only in the time I spend in
Clichy, an atmosphere of toughness, substantiality (mental,
intellectual, artistic), lost in my life with mother and brother in
a spiritually arid American scene, lost in my attenuate-toned
marriage, sought in combat with John (the exterior voice and
appearance of fullness),
found in Henry and in June.

Incest there was
accentuated by a convergence of intellect, of artistry. And once
the “deep coffres of reflectiveness” (pages on June) have absorbed all this, the
profundity of the impression creates that lastingness—exactly as I
am unable to throw off the little exchanges between June and me,
full of lasting significance for me and only of an ephemeral
sense-impression for her. Her return of my gifts was like the
flinging off of a coat, an incisiveness of gesture which creates an
impression, but not space and depth which inevitably create a root
correlation. The seed which does not bury itself into the ground
strikes out no roots. June is thus rootless, pure movement, not
penetration, and that is why the whole does not mount like a
deep-rooted edifice but burns like fireworks, and what falls to the
ground are ashes, the ashes of her sexual being, of her emotions,
of her loves.

Strange to observe the
alteration in the love body-vision. When June returns Henry
observes wonderingly, as of a foreign phenomenon: “How
big you are.” June
observes: “How thin you are,” (also mentally comparing him) and the two bodies
gaze unfamiliarly at each other, unmoved. Henry has familiarized
himself with my littleness. I have fitted into his body. He has no
more objective vision—only a feeling. I lie back now and
forget utterly all the
substance and form of my body, now dematerialized by an emotion. I
have lost all consciousness, all timidity, all regret and
aspiration to be in June’s body. The transmutation is accomplished,
and not by an exchange of bodies, but an exchange of
feeling. As Henry stands
feelingless before June’s body, the most occult of all magic is at
work—regardless of form and substance.

This is you, I hold in my arms,
you, youyou, and what is embraced is an
individuality, a whole being, and there are a million coitions
happening at the same moments, fusions of blood, of essence, of all
fibers, all roots, all tentacles.

 


Henry’s retrogression into
the past—his Proustian recollections are bursting from a
sensation, not from an
object arousing a mental thread. I mean, his retrospection will
rise out of a collision of daily living—he may remember a scene of
his life with June while he is caressing me, or remember his first
love while lying on top of a whore, or realize the meaning of his
life while examining a vulva—instead of a mental escapade being
unleashed by the sight of a dead object: a brioche, a shoelace, a
flagstone. This last method (although it appears to be an extracting of life
and meaning from reality) is simply an unravelling of contents in
the mind by a pause before an object, producing that arrested
movement, whereas Henry’s method of producing the past out of a
moment of actual emotion—that is, recollecting while continuing in
emotional movement—may give us that vivifying analysis,
or an analysis in movement, which eludes the danger of static vivisection. Henry’s daily
and continuous state of responsiveness to life—his sexual
activity—which I once thought a hampering element to creation, I
now believe to be a quality which distinguishes him from Proust,
Joyce, and Lawrence, if he can catch up with himself and complete
both the recollection of the past (June) and continuity of the
present, as I do on a minor scale in my journal. (It is while lying
on the couch with Henry and hearing the guitar string snap that I
experience emotionally the realization of the end of my love for
Hugh, and not by a compilation of meditations on his yellowed
letters, or his wrinkled coat sleeve. It is while cooking in Clichy
that I realize the meaning of my childhood and not while reading
Freud’s preface to a little girl’s journal). This abdication of
life demanded of the artist is to be achieved only relatively. Most
artists have retired too absolutely, they grow rusty, inflexible to the flow of
currents (like Allendy who never lets himself be
washed over, as Henry
does).
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