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ANAIS—A MOTHER TO US ALL by Kate Millett


 


The birth of the artist as a woman

 


Written for the book
section of the Paris newspaper Le
Monde, this essay first appeared in a
slightly different form in a French translation, under the title
“Portrait de l’Artiste en
Femme,” subtitled “Nous sommes toutes des Anais...,” in
1976. At the time a copy of the English-language original was
presented by the author to Anais Nin, who greatly appreciated this
gesture, and the present text is based on this manuscript
version. Ed.

 


SITTING HERE thinking about it, the sun in
the big studio windows open to the Bowery, the phallic ecstasy of
the World Trade Center on the one hand, the Empire State Building
on the other, asking myself: Where are we now, women in America,
women who feed on books, and that special group, women whose hunger
is the writer’s own hunger? I rummage for the strong notes, the
defining voices, concerned with influences, and the women up ahead
who have made an impact on my generation, but especially on the
young women now—women coming up, my students, the young women
writers I meet at conferences, at bars, and at readings. Who is it
that matters most to us now?

It might have been Mary McCarthy. She was a
voice when we were in college, a nice, bitchy, telling-everybody
voice that could criticize everything, even herself for being dumb
and bored and self-punitive enough to pick up a stranger on a train
and fuck him in a Pullman car—because she was an intelligence, a
moral sense in a crisis of confusion, half-way free and blocked
somewhere in this country that promises its women so much and comes
through with so little. And so she left. For a long time there were
very few voices speaking for us, anyway. She went away. Away from
America, away from fiction into an excellent political criticism,
her mind still on home, its crimes, Vietnam, Watergate.

We went on, sometimes, it seemed, in a
vacuum. Finding the leader must be so agreeably simple for British
women: there stands Doris Lessing, or even Margaret Drabble. For
the French even simpler: Simone de Beauvoir, Violette le Duc (or do
even the French reverence her properly yet?). Ah, the difficulties
of female literary reputations, the ardors, the obstacles, the
burden of the past. We have been a long time breaking our silence.
Contained, muffled for centuries. So long unspoken, our lives, our
worlds of experience, the very kind of quality, texture and nuance
of our existence undefined, even undescribed. Half the world and
mute save for a handful. And so we murmur their names in our secret
selves as Yeats would have us murmur the names of the Irish rebels.
Naming the names - for once there was a cluster of Brontës and
Georges, both Eliot and Sand; Austin to Virginia Woolf, an
explosion in the nineteenth century and after as the great
convulsion of the first wave of feminism swept through the century
and washed on the shores of the next and broke. Born later, we grew
up by the banks of the wasteland, waiting for voices and hearing
none, or few. Until it all began again, in the cries in the streets
and the message in the media.

 


BUT LITERATURE, always behind times, the
second wave of feminism is only now bringing its effects to the
surface, and the machinery of commercial censorship obstructive,
the sieve of influence fine and slow, so that the real body of what
it will speak and achieve is still unpublished. But already it
brings to our attention Lillian Hellman, a playwright of another
period and long silenced for political dissent but now of a sudden
astonishing us with jewel-like shards of her life in volume after
volume. The public adores it, even the establishment approves,
imagining these are “memoirs” or some other form acceptable to the
reviewers, the copywriters, the pundits of literary supplements. Of
course they are not. They are subversive as hell. They are hunks of
a woman’s life, chunks of the loaf we all starve for now, the bread
of ourselves and each other. If I look through that special shelf
of books that feed me lately—they are all women. And they are all
about themselves: Jill Johnston, Ann Waldman, Jill Robinson,
Violette le Duc, Anne Sexton. Women writing their lives, lives as
disparate as Sylvia Plath’s and Han Suyin’s. The energy of women
coming full out of their own lives. Our form is autobiography, our
form in the time of our silence, those burned and discarded
diaries, those letters and journals of our obscurity. And now we
print them and slip them to each other more and more openly. If men
would know us, they are welcome. But we are mad to know each other
now, to know ourselves. Now we celebrate, coming into being.

And one woman most of all. For if I were to
say what writer matters to us most now, is spread over crammed
miles of bookshelves, coast to coast, in the little women’s
bookstores springing up everywhere, or the women’s sections now
framed off in every trade store, is devoured whole in women’s study
classes, is carried in ragged denim bags from class to coffeehouse,
to part-time job, to meeting, to assignation, to unemployment line,
is memorized and corresponded to in arcane allusion, is both basic
primer and ultimate grace of sophistication, is mother to us all,
as well as goddess and elder sister—it would have to be Anais
Nin.

“No longer necessary to
say The Diary of Anais
Nin. Simply: the Diary! For all of us.” Deena
Metzger, a young West Coast writer and organizer of the very
seminal Women and Word Conference, says it for her whole
generation. Nin is at the center “because this is inevitable since
this woman is giving herself to us as fully as she can; and we
learn that we are all related to each other, are in some sense each
other.”[See Deena Metzger, “The Diary, The Ceremony of Knowing,” in
A Casebook on Anais Nin. Edited by Robert Zaller. (New York: New
American Library, 1974), p. 133. Ed.] We come to Nin out of a need to
know, our need for life, our need to know our own lives. “The
ceremony of knowing” Metzger calls it, but it is also cruder and
more desperate, more stark, more terrible, this need. As it must
have been with Nin herself. To write a diary through an entire
lifetime, from age eleven and persevering until seventy, more than
fifteen thousand manuscript pages, begun as a child, carrying the
diary everywhere (her life, her book of self, the infant alter ego)
in a straw basket, a diary begun to woo a man, the father who had
abandoned her, and continued that it may narrate relationships with
man after man, peer or mentor or hero—Henry Miller, Otto Rank,
Gonzalo More et al., that docile. tutelary muse slowly turning and
coming to struggle with man and away. from him toward the exploring
and creating of self, finally to take on the broadening world, deaf
to her so long, closed and shut and hostile so long, before it
bends to her insistence, the diary ends by being the voice of woman
herself.

 


CONSCIOUS, because she is conscious of
everything: “The evolution of woman. I am living it and suffering
it for all women.” An avant-gardist who has transcended the usual
pitfalls which new content presents to the formative sense, the
tendency among the dispossessed to consume all their energy on
message rather than medium, the author of difficult and surreal
novels and allegories almost hermetically literary, she has also,
in the Diary, her major work, created a new form. Even a new way to
live. A book that is as long as a life, as open, as full of turns,
as fluid and shining or silent and at times despairing, broken and
remade—never the boring, perfunctory little entries we so often
associate with journal writing, but a story, a narrative,
characters who come and go and are alive because they are really
alive. To make your life a book. Rather than to write books for a
living, books that you peel off in disassociated little segments,
sell and publish and be done with, each one rounded off like a
bead, as separate as a tree. To make your life into a book, to take
that chance - with self and ego and friends and events—to take it
straight off the bone...

And of course when she had done that,
invented that—not merely the invention of a form, a genre, but a
risk hitherto unconsidered in literature—the critics and the
doctors and the good professors try to call it a “novel,” or a “new
sort of novel,” or something they can live with. Because novels
are

respectable and journals
aren’t; indeed, they are a marginal form, traditionally a merely
feminine form. Worst of all, Nin’s Diary is “personal.” And the
personal makes the authorities queasy. There is something
indecorous, something seditious in a woman being personal,
something even revolutionary.

In fact, the personal is
now a cause with us. Autobiography, the autobiographical mode, the
business of speaking from one’s own life and experience is a
political issue now among American writers. With the poets it has
long been so, ever since Amy Lowell’s courage spoke of the other
side of the madhouse wall. But with women in particular, with women
the personal is now necessity. Lowell’s followers were women and
they offended much. The literary establishment and academe find the
truth noxious in verse, still more in prose. My own Flying brought
on a small furor of abuse and controversy that spanned from
the New York Times to MS magazine. There is something “unbecoming,” it seems, in
candor in a woman, something rather “nasty” or “confessional” in
her being honest. The world would a great deal rather we shut up.
The most committed writers among us have no intention of doing so,
however; the very resistance to what we say is proof of its
validity. “We do not believe in ‘invented’ literature anymore. Or
we consider it entertainment. Neither serious nor interesting art.”
This is how Diane Wakoski puts it, putting it on the line. [*See
Diane Wakoski, “The Craft of Plumbers, Carpenters & Mechanics:
A Tribute to Anais Nin,” The American
Poetry Review (Vol. 2, January-February,
1973). Ed.] The
battle between fiction (the invented) and experience (the lived) is
a quarrel over a great deal more than books. Nin has spent a lot of
time building fictions, dreams, allegories, even artifices in her
novels, her minor works, and would never come down as hard as
this—yet it is Anais, the Anais of the Diary, to whom Wakowski is paying
homage in these words.

 


THERE IS another side of
Nin we seldom articulate, but I think it draws us to her in a way
more subtle and unnoticed than our identification with the triumph
of female personhood in the Diary. Like a perfume, almost
unmarked, an attraction nearly musical: sensibility. We’re a little
short on that in American writing. We go in for noise, or
Maileresque “punch,” or the terseness of a Hemingway sentence. And
the music of Nin resides in far more than her sentences; it is of
the character. Her style is remarkably precise, careful to search
out the most elusive emotion, the most perfect description, the
most evanescent impression, uniting language with temperament in a
manner so absolute it is utterly remarkable. But what is most
remarkable is the sensibility itself. It is this that we are
unaccustomed to, tend to associate with our older and more
“civilized” forebears in England or Europe. Not since Henry James
has an American laid claim to such fine perceptions, such exquisite
discernment. And American women are still less familiar with it, we
traveled less. But Anais grew up in that heavenly city where Henry
Miller and the menfolk played on after the “lost generation,” and
the cafés were full of our painters still part of what was perhaps
the last of those generations of Americans who had to learn abroad
since there was no learning at home. So she brings us to an exotic
world we never knew: geniuses knocking around in streets and
restaurants that are fabled names to us, the excitement of young
artists and writers crowing over their productions, the adventure
of life on a houseboat on the Seine, long debates on the meaning of
Surrealism, the great days before the War—she gives us romance. But
also all that is refined and subtle and goes with it: the shade of
a dress, the texture of the voile scarf, the steps in a seduction,
the postures in a quarrel. More, the sight of a woman so alive, so
immersed in life and art, and working at it so damn hard too,
striving for the terms of her art: rewriting, being rejected and
going at it again, fighting obscurity, publisher’s brush-offs, the
ten year hell of being entirely out of print, the delicate crumbs
of a chance compliment, the support of comrades without which one
can scarcely live. She gives us the first real portrait of the
artist of a woman that we have ever had. And maybe that’s what we
needed most. The sight and knowledge, the detail and example of one
of us doing it, this mad, difficult, depressing, joyous business of
being an artist - a whole life long of it.

 


THERE IS A LOT she leaves
out. The Diary is
as discreet as a maiden lady; the diarist has a husband and excises
him utterly, lovers are still more conspicuous by their absence.
Like the Virgin Mary, Nin becomes pregnant and goes through labor
without ever indicating even the existence of a moral sire. This
self-censorship is much criticized by her young readers here,
understandingly so—it is the very repression we were born to and
resent, the very disingenuousness we presently eschew. There is
frequent irritation too over her ambivalence: her unctuous
apologies to male privilege (all too often she assures the page
that in wanting to be an artist she intends to present no threat to
the voracious male egos who surround her and whom she serves all
too long and selflessly), her disappointing hesitation before the
erotic pull of another woman, her waverings and uncertainties about
her own talents, her own. claims, her gradual and painful groping
for the commitment that takes her from being the well-bred young
lady managing a house in Louveciennes to the independence of the
houseboat, the tough times back in New York and the loft in the
Village where she turned out her own books by hand, the longer wait
in California until America could find its way to its present
adulation.

But she is telling it like it is and was;
her indecisiveness is still in the belly of any woman striking out
on her own: the self-doubt, the danger of copping out, the
exquisite snug bed of giving in and doing it their way, behaving
posturing as the pretty lady, the “truly feminine” that men are
always grabbing after in quotation to show you that Nin ain’t one
of your women libbers after all. She is and she isn’t. She’s a
woman coming to consciousness and speaking that struggle
consistently from the year I was born (1934) until the present.

But she towers among us now. And we give her
homage. Imperfect, just as we are, but with greatness. The
beginner, the shaper, giving form to our form, she has laid out her
life for us. We too are Anais in the process of becoming; we are
also the little waifs who appear when she lectures:

 


“I recognized her. She was
like a ghost of a younger me, a dreaming woman, with very soft,
burning eyes, long hair streaming over her shoulders, ready at any
moment to vanish if the atmosphere was not propitious.

“I should have said: ‘You
are the romantic Anais I am trying to conquer. You are a figure out
of the past.’ But so they come, out of the stories, out of the
novels, magnetized by affinities, by similar characters. And I
could not dispell her. I loved her.” (Diary IV, p. 107)

 


We look from face to face, subsumed in both.
We are even Anais loving another Anais, both younger and older; a
chain, a procession of women loving women becoming ourselves. We
are the future she has made possible. And the past accepted,
transcended, embraced.

 


 


Literal Landscape and the Imagination

 


The delight and surprise of Anais Nin’s
diaries is that they are not indifferent pieces of writing. They
are full of more inuendo, subtlety, and excitement of character and
landscape than we find in most novels. Perhaps we have learned the
lesson of the passion of authenticity—that when something actually
happens to a writer, he can then use his imagination to reconstruct
possibilities for the reader which, unaided by experience, the
imagination might not be capable of. I am fond of saying that the
imagination works best with incomplete factual material. That is,
you need the literal landscape, people, events, but then the
imagination goes to work to turn them all into a passionate
argument and dialogue. There are times reading Anais Nin’s diaries
when I think that she invented them and her whole life. As far as
I’m concerned, that’s the highest tribute I could pay her—to say
that her life is lived and written so fully as to seem
fictional.

 Diane Wakoski, in The American
Poetry Review, II, 1, 1973






MY COUSIN, MY LOVE by Anais Nin


 


Diary notes on Eduardo Sanchez

 


Anais Nin’s cousin Eduardo,
one of the sons of her aunt Anais Culmell and Bernabé Sanchez,
played an important part in her life. Until she met her future
husband, Hugh Guiler, in 1921, Eduardo provided romantic
enchantment to the young Anais, and the lingering spell of an
impossible love, lasting into the 1930s. Soulmate, confidant,
literary helpmate, he introduced Anais to psychoanalysis, discussed
D.H. Lawrence with her, and awakened Hugh’s interest in astrology.
In New York, in the 1940s, he was close to the Gemor Press
(see ANAIS,
Volume 2, 1984) and eventually tried his own hand at printing his
recollections, from which we bring some selections, beginning on
page 27. Yet when Anais Nin began with the publication of
her Diary in the
1960s, Eduardo, like her husband, requested to be left out and his
name does not appear in the first seven published volumes. Only in
1975, as Judith Hipskind reports in these pages, did Eduardo relent
and permit his uncensored portrayal in the Early Diary and in
Henry & June.
Blanche Cooney’s memoir, and the excerpts from “Edward Santiago’s”
guardedly autobiographical The
Round, may help to augment the portrait of
Anais’s favorite cousin who obviously influenced and shaped many of
the attitudes of his much beloved “cuisine,” as he called her in
his own early diary. Ed.

 


JULY 14, 1919:
We have a wonderful time together, Eduardo and I.
Our tastes are very similar and the influence we have on each other
is truly comical, for each one sees in the other a counterpart of
his own madness and fantastic leanings. If he is reading a book, I
have already read it; if I say something, he was going to say it;
he feels romantic (in the moonlight) and so do I; he is writing a
composition and I am too; he wants to build a little theater, which
is just what I love; I am ecstatic about music, it makes him
dreamy; he feels enthusiastic, I feel more enthusiastic than he
does; I want to be someone different and so does he. And I could go
on like this for several pages.

February 17, 1920:
I have talked so much to Mrs. Thayer about Eddie
Sanchez and Charles [de Cárdenas] that she asked me if I would ever
marry one of my cousins. Good heavens no! But I am very glad that
Eddie especially is my cousin because this way I can love him very
much and I don’t have to marry him. Oh, Lord! I who have so little
interest in getting married!!!!

May 17, 1920:
I can (and I do it without meaning to) compare
all the boys around to Marcus [Anderson], and he is always the one
who comes closest to my ideal. Lucky that Eduardo is my cousin and
I can love him tremendously and it doesn’t count...

June 16, 1920:
Eduardo and I write each other very amusing
letters, and perhaps I shall see him the 25th or 26th of June. At
that time he will leave for Havana with Billin [cousin Thorvald
Sanchez], and I suppose that once there, Eduardo will fall in love,
he won’t write any more, and there it is—I don’t care about that
either. “Ships that pass in the night—”

June 27, 1920:
I felt sure Eduardo wouldn’t leave without saying
anything (Thorvald might), and when evening came I thought
something must have happened. So we telephoned the school and
learned that Eduardo had been in the infirmary with the measles. We
went immediately to the hotel where Thorvald was staying...he
called Eduardo “un bobo,” which only made me think that he was the
stupid one, and I liked Eduardo more than ever. Contrariness—you
were born a woman!

July 9, 1920:
I am writing these lines at home, several days
later. Eduardo came back from school and is spending several days
here. I made him a present of one of the two new diaries and we
decided we would begin them at the same time, in English, and see
who would be the more interesting and sincere, and who would be the
first to have a “Great Adventure.”

January 11, 1921:
I do not believe Eduardo is going to write. “No,
I do not believe Eduardo is going to write,” I soliloquized; and if
you knew Eduardo, you would think the same. Do you know the Prince
Charmings of all the fairy tales? Well, Eduardo resembles them. Oh,
so much, except that he is not old enough to be staunch and true;
he is seventeen! Indeed, all my aunts, cousins, distant relatives,
etc., seem to have leagued themselves to convince me that my cousin
is the reincarnation of fickleness. I soliloquized on this and
wondered how fickleness could harmonize with Eduardo. I do not
know. He is taller than I, broad-shouldered, lithe, well-built,
fleet of foot, and graceful in all his movements. He holds his head
proudly, but at an angle, which saves it from arrogance. His face
is very handsome, stamped with certain familiar expressions which
reflect all his thoughts, a very fair face for a boy, with blond
hair, and eyes which can scarcely be described as wide apart, and a
strange mixture of gray, blue, and sea green. What lies in them is
what I like—there are dreams, kindness, determination, ambition,
boyish desires, wonder, surprise and, at times, something very
gentle and lovely, which I always found there when he liked me so
much. There are a thousand other things mingled in them of which I
do not know the name, because the eyes change with the thoughts,
with the feelings. They have ways of meditating, of sparkling, of
hurting, of inflicting shame, or joy, or love, or strength. All
eyes have, if they have a soul behind. Now and then you meet with
soulless eyes; they are not eyes, they are optic nerves, etc. But I
am wandering, I make a poor painter, indeed, beginning with
Eduardo, finishing with moralizing. I wonder now if you like my
cousin. That he is courteous, educated, intelligent—in short, a
gentleman—is almost needless to write. You know how eagerly I seek
these characteristics in my friends—how tenaciously I cling to the
belief that friendship is based on the intellect, although so much
proves the contrary. I am happy to have dedicated these pages to my
“forgetful cousin.” Surely, when old and faded and life-worn, I
will read with pleasure my conception of Eduardo at seventeen. Oh,
Eduardo, if you knew all the pages I have scribbled in your name,
you would laugh forever!
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Eduardo in France, 1930: “Handsome and
charming”

(From a photo pasted in Anais Nin’s original
diary. Courtesy Rupert Pole)

 


March 26, 1921:
I was contemplating the future, a fine useful
future making brave resolutions. And then my thoughts turned to
Eduardo...again. Eduardo.

“Enough of this,” I said
to myself, “I must be reasonable. This is nonsense I am ashamed
of.” Eduardo barely likes me, and why must I act like a
lighthearted, silly girl. Once I was proud of being different from
other girls; while they talked of boys I was silent and longed for
books. Have I changed!

March 30, 1921:
Eduardo came yesterday. He is not changed, unless
I can say that each day he seems more loveable. In the evening we
sit around the fire until bedtime. This morning we all walked to
the village. And Eduardo bought me red, red roses. He does not know
how I have dreamed of red roses until they became a myth. And then
it is Eduardo who gives me my first red roses. Sometimes I turn
away from the light in his eyes for fear he should guess how much I
like him. Sometimes, too, I watch him and wonder if it is possible
there should be someone in the world with so much charm in the form
of a boy!

March 31, 1921:
Eduardo and I sat by the fire and laughed, and
talked, and teased each other and soared together far above the
world of reality. Of people and incidents we spoke little, with
metaphors. We also read each other’s diaries. His is short but
filled with reflections of his inner life and only here and there a
fact, a picture of a human creature. I showed him my portrait of
him, and he showed me mine—and more than he meant, I know, because
as he handed me his diary, opened at a certain page, telling me
that there was something in the others which he did not wish me to
know, he made a mistake, and before I realized it I had read the
wondrous something, his longing for “cuisine,” while he was in Cuba
and his struggle between two different loves.

I understand him so well. It is foolish to
think that heaven sent him to awaken my heart. I am older than he
is, in age, experience, suffering! He will go to Perla or to some
other beautiful lily girl later, and I will perhaps find Someone
who believes, as I believe, that love is merely a union of two
hearts in one-giving each other what one lacks, sharing the fruits
of the mingled natures, and then turning in common harmony toward
some noble task. Oh, not Love without Ideals—useless—lasting only
while youth and beauty last, fading when the bloom is fading. Not
beauty but charm—the charm of a good woman, of a good mother, a
good friend—I will strive to attain with all my heart!

I have never come so near to loving as
during these days.

January 5, 1922:
When Eduardo came Tuesday night, we sat near the
fire to talk and read from our journals. As I watched him, I
remembered that Hugo [Hugh Guiler] had done the same thing. A
thousand comparisons stamped themselves on my mind. Hugo represents
the Present—Real and Earnest Life. He is the man of action whose
dreams follow him like a shadow, whispering and kindling. Eduardo
is the Past. His dreams have fallen like a veil between him and the
world. They shroud him, they bear him away; they tinge his writing
with a fragrance of old times, old books, old heroisms. His
venerations and exaltations are echoes of bygone worlds. Hugo is
the Possible, a curious and trust-inspiring mixture of fact and
fancy. Eduardo’s soul is still unconscious of Reality, of Utility,
of Responsibility. It is in a trance, steeped in an unquestioning
worship of the beautiful for its own sake - not as a source of
inspiration for action. He is adoring life, not using it. He is
praising the works of others and allows his own tools to lie idle.
A friend has described his soul as rose-hued. And it glows in his
delicate face- still a reflection of tender, ecstatic boyhood... He
may have his days of dark forebodings, grim despair, terrifying
doubts—we all have. But they are merely the gray storm clouds in a
sky that is certainly and unquestionably blue.

Both Hugo and Eduardo are impressionable and
imaginative. But how. they differ in their demonstration! Here
Eduardo is unequaled and Hugo. appears in another light.

How could I ever compare Eduardo and Hugo?
Each one is an ideal of its own kind—in his own sphere, and gulfs
separate them. They are alike only in that they are both dear to
me.

February 10, 1923:
Eduardo, in college with his books, dreaming,
poeticizing, his inner life most vividly reflected in romantic,
enthusiastic letters, in need of stimulus, in danger of losing his
active hold on life through vaporous imaginings.

If the human turns things against me, makes
a friendship a disguise for love, or offers me love when I expect
friendship, all I can do is retire once more into my shell and seek
the ideal in solitude and love alone.

April 20, 1923:
Eduardo arrived from college. He invited Hugo and
me to the performance of Ibsen’s Peer
Gynt, and before that, we renewed our
former talks, marveled at the change in each, aired our new ideas,
exchanged unexpected impressions. Eduardo is still essentially
charming, and even his dealing with a more palpable existence is
clear, fresh, and pure.

April 16, 1924:
I made [Hugo] promise to tell me when he did not
love me anymore, and he chides me for it. This is probably what all
lovers have said to each other throughout the ages, but we are as
serious about it as they were. I hope my love and I will live long
enough together to laugh at these fears of youth. I hope and I
fear. Did I not waver before promising to be his wife, with the
fancy for [Eduardo] blinding me? And memories still haunt me, still
rouse me with an inexplicable power. I turn them into literature,
but they still live.

June 6, 1927:
Besides the New York family, Eduardo was there to
greet us—my handsome and romantic cousin, with a deep, rich voice,
and a graceful, inimitable way of bowing and stretching out his
hand. Eduardo was immediately impressed by my clothes and my
“steadiness.” The three of us went to Child’s for lunch.

We told Eduardo all about France. We said
“We don’t want to deprive you of your illusions—but get rid of the
usual illusions about France...

Eduardo was earnest about
his work, very sincere and serious, more emotional and sensuous
than intellectual, more sensitive and impressionable than
thoughtful. Withall, terribly appealing, with eyes equally soft
for all ladies
and all ladies’ eyes soft for him. He reads Proust and the Russians
and yet he has managed to keep a candid soul and childlike
seriousness. In fact, I was teasing him with my new-found irony,
and he did not understand. That day, I laughed gently at Eduardo.
Six years ago that would have seemed impossible to me. Yet it
happened at Child’s over a vegetarian lunch.

June 14, 1927:
Eduardo came to say goodbye; he was leaving for a
summer resort with his father. We had a sharp, tense talk in which
we tried to cover the story of three years. He told me about his
work, his cultivation of his voice and of his entire body, all
expressive and necessary in acting; the command he has now of a
once weak memory because he needs to remember old impressions and
emotions for his acting. He expressed fear of writing a journal in
case it might someday be published, since an actor’s life is public
property. He asked me to destroy his old letters, as he had
destroyed his first journal, because he looks down upon his
youthful thoughts...and of course I didn’t promise.

May 23, 1928:
[Psychology] was utterly unknown to me until the
day I met Eduardo in New York. He told me almost immediately that
he was being psychoanalyzed and that at last he knew what was wrong
with him. “There was something seriously wrong; something that
partly explains my unhappy and far too ethereal love for
you.”

He talked all through our lunch, and I asked
a few questions and listened. The whole thing was at first a great
shock to me. I know life, and I know facts, and I know reality, and
therefore I know homosexuality, but not from so near. My own
romantic and loveable cousin, become a reality instead of a poetic
and beloved ghost.

First, I realized I must read and learn
something about it. Then I had to think of ways of helping him.

We both, for different reasons, hate the
ethereal love we felt in the past. Perhaps we realize the
incompleteness, the futility and weakness of it. Perhaps we blame
each other for it. He could have made me a woman as Hugh did a few
years later. Perhaps I could have made him a man if I had been a
woman then.

October 17, 1928:
We said goodbye to the Sanchez family at the Gare
St. Lazare. They are going back [to Cuba] with eight trunks and
less knowledge and fewer ideas than ever... What is Eduardo going
to hear from them?

June 27, 1930:
The house [in Paris], details, packing... Money
is terribly scarce...hoping someone will rent the house. In the
middle of it all comes a cable announcing Eduardo’s arrival. Now
the Eduardo who left the stage and drowses in Havana is not the one
it thrills me to see... Eduardo shall wait a while - the charming
person, with whom, as Hugh said, “one cannot get angry.”
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