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 PREFACE

 


Trapeze
was transcribed from the handwritten diary of
Anaïs Nin, which was no longer kept in bound journals, but mostly
on loose paper. When Nin left New York with Rupert Pole in 1947,
she reported that she had put her diary “into the vault.” During
her long trip to California, she kept no diary, no notes…the
account of the voyage found in The Diary
of Anaïs Nin, Vol. 4, 1944-1947 is based
on recollection long after the fact. Trapeze contains only original
material.

Because the paper was
loose, oftentimes it became out of sequence. Once the entire
collection was transcribed, a significant amount of detective work
had to be done to put it back in order—and one extremely valuable
aide in this endeavor was a massive calendar Nin kept that was
found in her Silver Lake house recently. It not only assisted in
sequencing, it also filled in some of the long and mysterious gaps
in the diary. Nin’s diary-keeping had become erratic and
intermittent due to her “bi-coastal” life, the constant swinging
between a husband in New York and a lover in California. A habit
she developed was the use of her eight-hour flights to record the
events of the previous month or two, and these passages were often
very long and detailed. But sometimes she went for months without
writing anything at all, and that’s where the calendar became
critical…in Trapeze, entries from the calendar are used to identify where Nin
was or what she was doing during those gaps. Even so, there are
events found neither in the diary nor the calendar, such as Nin’s
visit to Gore Vidal in Antigua, Nicaragua in 1947, and they
therefore do not appear in this volume.

Once everything was in
sequence, then the true editing could begin, the elimination of
repetitions, irrelevant correspondence, etc., but Nin’s prose
remains intact except in cases of misspellings, serious grammatical
errors, and sometimes translations of obscure phrases or terms in
foreign languages are provided. The transcription of some 4,500
handwritten pages of the original diary yielded nearly 1,400
typewritten pages, from which this volume has been
edited.

What Trapeze boils down to is the
previously unknown account of one of the most fascinating periods
of Nin’s life—the incredible feat of secretly maintaining two men,
two houses and two lives, not to mention the enormous strain this
put on her both physically and psychologically. Here, we find out
exactly how Anaïs Nin was able to perform this seemingly impossible
juggling act.—Paul Herron, San Antonio,
TX, June 2016


 



INTRODUCTION

 


Despite publishing six
novels and numerous short stories from the 1930s into the 1960s,
Anaïs Nin (1903-1977) failed to gain acceptance as a fiction
writer. Yet she became famous in the mid-1960s with the publication
of The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1931-1934 and The
Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1934-1939 (volumes 1
and 2). These books appealed to a wide audience and still please
not only because of their attractive authorial persona but also
because they record Nin’s involvement in Paris with such memorable,
fully drawn individuals as Henry Miller, June Miller, Otto Rank,
and a man known only as Gonzalo. With friends less significant and
less detailed, with themes less developed, and with an increasing
reliance on letters to and from Nin to chronicle her life, the next
five volumes of the diary are not so impressive as the initial
two.[1] All seven diaries leave questions unanswered. In
The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1947-1955
(volume 5), for instance, a reader might
reasonably wonder why the cosmopolitan Nin, a resident of New York
City, also dwelled in Sierra Madre, on the edge of a woods outside
Los Angeles. Did she live alone on the two coasts? And then, how
could this author whose books did not sell well and who held no job
afford to maintain two homes, fly frequently between them, and take
occasional trips to Mexico? Covering the same years as
The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955, Trapeze answers these questions
while providing a compelling narrative of Nin’s life during this
period.

Trapeze
is the sixth volume to offer versions of Nin’s
life substantially different from those Nin presented in the
initial sequence of diaries.[2] Described as unexpurgated, these
alternative treatments of events resulted from her withholding
information from the diaries as originally published, information
that would have embarrassed and probably harmed her and certain of
her associates. Her death and the deaths of her friends eliminated
such concerns. The first revised volume, Henry and June, divulges, among many
other things, that Nin had a husband, the banker Hugh Guiler. The
name of this man she wed in 1923 and to whom she remained married
is absent from all diaries published during her
lifetime.[3]

The year after their
marriage Guiler was transferred from New York City to Paris, where
the couple lived until 1939 and where he provided funds for his
wife to live as an independent woman. As such in the 1930s, Nin
devoted herself to literary pursuits and had sexual affairs with
some men, including, first and most notably, Henry Miller.
Trapeze reveals that
Guiler continued supporting her even when, after repatriation, she
established a residence in California in the 1940s. There she
cohabited with Rupert Pole, a printer and failed actor as well as,
later, a forest ranger, which accounts for her presence in Sierra
Madre. He was the son of the actor Reginald Pole and stepson of the
architect Lloyd Wright (son of Frank Lloyd Wright), his mother’s
second husband. These relationships explain why Reginald Pole and
the Wrights appear in The Diary of Anaïs
Nin, 1947-1955, which does not mention
Rupert Pole.

Trapeze
primarily documents Nin’s lives with and
attitudes toward Guiler and Pole. The one mainly provided security;
the other, passion. Her feelings for these men were complex.
Ambivalent toward them, Nin sometimes even pitied them. Guiler was
too stolid and willful for her; he lacked charisma. His personal
habits disgusted her. She disapproved of his profession, even
though his banking success, which she belittled, enabled her to
live as she wished to a large degree. Some of his business
decisions upset her, including one to retire before being made a
vice president. More than once she stated that she did not love
him, yet guilt over being indebted to him and the need of his
munificence kept her from divorcing him, despite vowing to end
their marriage. When he adopted the name Ian Hugo and entered the
art world as engraver and filmmaker, though, she supported him,
including by using some of his engravings as illustrations in her
books and by appearing in his films. Ultimately, his kindness,
generosity, and seemingly limitless love permitted her to have a
rewarding physical life with Pole, about which he was then
unaware.[4]

With her ardor for
long-time lover Gonzalo Moré dead, with her most recent paramour
Bill Pinckard stationed in Korea, with the impossibility of an
affair with the desirable but gay Gore Vidal, and with Guiler
abroad in Cuba, Nin wanted a lover in early 1947. She found one at
a party in New York City. She was smitten with this man, Rupert
Pole, to the extent that she soon agreed to motor with him to
California in his Ford Model A.[5] Thus began a romance that lasted
the remainder of her life and that brought her both joy and
frustration. The joy was sex; the frustration was almost everything
else. Not only was his family insufferable at times, but his fault
finding, temper, frugality, pettiness, and bourgeois values
irritated her; his wandering eye distressed her. As an amateur
guitarist and violist he was somewhat artistic, but was otherwise
shallow. His job requirements dictated that he live among forest
rangers, people she considered mediocre. She anesthetized herself
against unpleasantness with Martinis and occasional visits to
Acapulco. In other words, her lives with Guiler and Pole were less
than ideal, even maddening, but because they both provided
something she needed, she endured their shortcomings. This
acceptingness is perhaps most obvious in her agreeing to marry
Pole. Becoming his wife made her a bigamist. With each man she
lived half a life.

Nin had numerous friends
who assisted her to one degree or another during the years covered
in Trapeze. They
include author and editor Gore Vidal; Jim Herlihy, writer and her
spiritual child; critic Maxwell Geismar and his wife, Anne; Louis
and Bebe Barron, early composers of electronic music; and book
store owner Lawrence Maxwell. She relied on doctors, especially the
analysts Clement Staff and Inge Bogner, with whom she discussed
issues relating to her double life, but also Max Jacobson, whose
medications energized her. He was later known as Dr. Feelgood for
giving his patients amphetamines. In writing about some of these
people she reveals a trait she describes as a character flaw:
intolerance of others’ deficiencies. For example, Herlihy was one
of her greatest supporters, serving as a refuge from her travails
with Guiler and Pole and living with Guiler when he, her husband,
needed help while she was in California. Appreciative of his
numerous services, Nin nonetheless thought him childish, believed
he should have done more for Guiler, and disapproved of his
writing, which she considered banal.

While living alternately
with Guiler and Pole, Nin continued writing. Though she had some
literary success, by the mid-1950s she was dispirited. Until the
mid-1940s her books had been published only by small firms,
including her own Gemor Press. Things changed when Gore Vidal, an
editor at E. P. Dutton, arranged for his company to publish three
of her books in consecutive years, beginning in 1946. They were the
novels Ladders to Fire and Children of the
Albatross, plus Under a Glass Bell, a collection of
stories enlarged from earlier editions. She was disappointed when
Dutton rejected The Four-Chambered
Heart, a novel Duell, Sloan and Pearce
published in 1950. The next novel, A Spy
in the House of Love, caused problems that
led to her considering herself a literary failure. Written in
Sierra Madre and completed in June 1950, it did not attract a
publisher, mainly, according to Nin, because the character known as
the lie detector was too amorphous and the story was too much a
fantasy. After the manuscript was rejected many times, she rewrote
it, retaining the lie detector but reducing or eliminating the
fantastical elements in order to make it more understandable.
Additional rejections followed. Finally, British Book Centre agreed
to publish it if Nin paid the company’s costs, which Guiler did,
though the firm’s financial difficulties and distribution issues
delayed publication. When the novel appeared in 1954, it sold
poorly, generating less than $200 in royalties. Despite feeling
defeated in the literary marketplace, Nin retained a belief in her
artistry, going so far as to consider herself the equal of Djuna
Barnes, Anna Kavan and Virginia Woolf as a force in what she
considered new writing.

The revelations in
Trapeze make
understandable the fragmentary, relatively undeveloped nature
of The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955. When preparing the
earlier book for publication, Nin could
not include the most important events in her life, which revolved
around Guiler and Pole, because she was not at liberty to identify
these men.[6] In that volume she presents herself as free, as a
woman confronting life on her own without romantic attachment or
financial support. In detailing her lives with Guiler and Pole and
the emotional toll these relationships took on her,
Trapeze sets the record
straight.—Benjamin Franklin V, University
of South Carolina, August 2015




Notes

1 The first series of diaries
consists of The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1931-1934 (1966); The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1934-1939 (1967); The Diary of Anaïs
Nin,1939-1944 (1969); The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1944-1947 (1971); The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955 (1974); The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1955-1966 (1976); and The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1966-1974 (1980). Gunther Stuhlmann, Nin’s
agent, edited and introduced all of them. Paperbacks of these
titles number them sequentially, from volume 1 to volume
7.

2 This later series of diaries
consists of Henry and June
(1986), Incest
(1992), Fire
(1995), Nearer the
Moon (1996), and Mirages (2013). Rupert Pole,
executor of the Anaïs Nin Trust, wrote prefatory material for the
first four of these books. John Ferrone, Nin’s editor at Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich, edited the initial volume; under Pole’s
supervision, Gunther Stuhlmann edited the next three diaries. Paul
Herron edited and Kim Krizan introduced Mirages.

3 Guiler is also not mentioned in
two volumes published posthumously, Linotte: The Early Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1914-1920
(1978), which concludes before Nin met him,
and The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1966-1974. First as beau and then as
husband, he figures prominently in books that recount her life from
1920 to 1931 and that, with Linotte, constitute another grouping
of her diaries: The Early Diary of Anaïs
Nin, Volume Two, 1920-1923 (1982);
The Early Diary of Anaïs Nin, Volume Three,
1923-1927 (1983); and The Early Diary of Anaïs Nin, Volume Four, 1927-1931
(1985). Joaquín Nin-Culmell, Nin’s brother,
introduced all four of the early diaries. John Ferrone
edited Linotte;
Rupert Pole edited the other volumes.

4 Guiler knew of his wife’s bond
with Pole by the mid-1960s. In a letter to Pole dated 23 February
1977, he states that for more than a decade he has known of Pole’s
“special relationship with Anaïs” (“Rupert Pole and Hugh Guiler: An
Unlikely Partnership,” A Café in Space:
The Anaïs Nin Literary Journal 8 [2011]:
18).

5 The original published version
of Nin’s decision to make the trip reads: “I found a friend who was
driving to Las Vegas to get a divorce, and we agreed to share
expenses,” with the name and sex of the companion unspecified
(The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1944-1947
[New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1971],
197).

6 Though Nin mentions the art of
Ian Hugo (Hugh Guiler) in the initial series of diaries,
including The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955, she implies that her
relationship with him is strictly professional.


 


 CHRONOLOGY






1903 Anaïs Nin is born in Neuilly, France to the Spanish/Cuban
pianist and composer Joaquín Nin y Castellanos and
French/Danish/Cuban Rosa Culmell, a singer from a wealthy
family

1905 Brother Thorvald is born in Havana

1908 Second brother Joaquín is born in Berlin

1912 Nearly dies from burst appendix in Brussels

1913 Nin’s father abandons his family for a young lover; Nin’s
mother Rosa and the children stay with Joaquín Sr.’s parents in
Barcelona

1914 Nin, her mother and two brothers come to New York; Nin begins
her diary, in French

1919 Nin leaves school at the end of her junior year; becomes
increasingly skeptical of Catholicism

1920 Begins to write her diary in English

1922 Becomes an artists’ model to help with the family
income

1923 Marries Hugh P. Guiler, a banker, in Cuba

1924 Nin and Guiler move to Paris where he takes a position with
the Paris branch of his New York bank; Nin continues her diary and
dabbles in fiction

1927 Begins Spanish dance lessons with Paco Miralles

1929 Has an unconsummated affair with American author and scholar
John Erskine, which haunts her for years

1930 Moves from a lavish Paris apartment to a more economical
house in Louveciennes, a suburb of Paris

1931 Meets controversial American novelist Henry Miller in
Louveciennes

1932 Becomes Miller’s lover and is infatuated with his wife June;
Edward Titus publishes Nin’s first book, D. H. Lawrence: An Unprofessional Study; Nin begins psychotherapy with René Allendy

1933 Reunites with her father and begins an incestuous
relationship with him in the south of France, which would last for
several months; begins psychoanalysis with Otto Rank

1934 Becomes Rank’s lover; has a horrific late-term abortion;
comes to New York to help Rank psychoanalyze patients; Miller
secretly comes with her

1935 Moves from Louveciennes to Paris with Guiler

1936 Self-publishes The House of
Incest (Siana Editions); meets Peruvian
communist Gonzalo Moré and begins a sexual relationship with him;
rents a houseboat on the Seine for their trysts

1937 Meets Lawrence Durrell; she, Miller and Durrell begin
planning a series of books

1939 Obelisk Press prints Nin’s The
Winter of Artifice; Nin and Guiler fly to
New York to avoid oncoming war

1940 Nin reunites with her two lovers, Miller and Moré, in New
York; begins an affair with the young artist John Dudley

1941 Meets the Viennese singer Edward Graeffe (Chinchilito) in
Provincetown and begins a long-lasting affair with him

1942 Self-publishes the expurgated version of Winter of Artifice (Gemor Press);
breaks with Miller; begins psychoanalysis with Martha
Jaeger

1943 Meets Haitian sculptor Albert Mangones and has a brief affair
with him

1944 Self-publishes Under a Glass
Bell (Gemor Press)

1945 Meets seventeen-year-old William Pinckard and begins an
affair with him; self-publishes This
Hunger (Gemor Press); meets Gore Vidal;
begins psychoanalysis with Clement Staff; begins a brief affair
with critic Edmund Wilson

1946 Falls in love with Vidal; with his help, E. P. Dutton
publishes Nin’s Ladders to
Fire; briefly resumes affair with
Mangones

1947 Dutton publishes Children of the
Albatross; meets Rupert; breaks with
Moré


 


 PART
TWO OF MY LIFE

1947

 


New York, March
1947

I was recovering from all
the deep wounds of Bill Pinckard’s absence, of Gore Vidal’s
unattainableness, of the disintegration of my love for Gonzalo.
Hugo was away in Cuba, and I was going out with Bernard Pfriem, a
vital, charming man who desired me but whom I did not desire. Hazel
McKinley is a burlesque queen in private life who literally strips
herself bare at her parties, and then the next day she informs all
her friends of the previous night’s doings over the telephone.
Hazel is blonde, very fat, weighing at least 200 pounds, a painter
of childish watercolors proclaiming her age to be all of thirteen,
an insatiable nymphomaniac who is always starved for men because
they rarely stay more than one night. She telephoned me: “Oh Anaïs,
bring me some men. I’m having a little party, and I haven’t any men
I could be interested in! Please, Anaïs.”

I, thinking that she would
attack Bernard and keep him there, agreed to come.

When I arrived at the
hotel, I was ushered into an elevator with a tremendously tall
young man. As I saw his handsome face, I said to myself: Caution.
Danger. He is probably homosexual.

His name was Rupert
Pole.

In Hazel’s room, he and I
stood talking for a moment. Rupert spoke first, having heard I was
Spanish. Ordinary remarks. We discussed Schoenberg whom he had met
in Hollywood. He intimated his belief in pacifism and mystical
studies.

Later we found ourselves on
the couch with his friend from California. I was on my guard with
Rupert. But somehow or other we talked about printing (he excused
himself for the condition of his hands) and that created a bond. I
told him I had printed my books; he told me he was printing
Christmas cards to earn a living. I told him I was a writer; he
told me he was an actor out of work.

He was born in Hollywood.
He is twenty-eight.

His mother is re-married,
this time to the son of Frank Lloyd Wright. His father is a
writer.

I remember that as we
talked, we plunged deep, deep eyes into each other. Then people
intervened.

The homosexual is passive,
so I was surprised when Rupert came up to me when I was ready to
leave (early because Bernard was frightened by Hazel’s advances and
wanted to make love to me) and said, “I would like to see you
again.”

Hazel told me afterward,
“He asked about you. He was interested in you.”

That night while Bernard
made love to me, it was Rupert’s face that hung before my
eyes.

Later Rupert called me.
Hugo was away in Cuba. I invited him for dinner. I lit all the
candles I had placed on the Spanish feast table. He took charge of
the dinner. I sat far from him on the couch. We did not talk very
long. His eyes were wet and glistening, and he was hungry for
caresses. The radio was playing the love scene of
Tristan and Isolde. We
stood up. My mood was, above all, amazement—to see this beautiful,
incredible face over mine, and to find in this slender, dreamy,
remote young man a burst of electric passion.

The second surprise was
that I, who never responded the first time in any love affair,
responded to Rupert. He was so vehement, lyrical, passionate, and
electric. His arms were strong. He pressed his body against mine as
if he wanted to penetrate it from head to foot. He churned,
thrashing sensually as if he would make love once and forever, with
his whole force. The candles burned away. Tristan and Isolde sang sadly. But
Rupert and I twice were shaken by such tremors of desire and
pleasure that I thought we would die, like people who touched a
third rail in the subway tunnel.

He stayed on. We talked. We
made sandwiches. We fell asleep on my small bed. In the morning he
was amazed by the painted window, like a pagan church of festive
colors. I wore a white kimono. It was snowing. I made breakfast. I
was expected at Thurema Sokol’s, and he was driving to the country
for the weekend at a friend’s house. When I went downstairs with
him, I was introduced to Cleo, his Ford Model A. Rupert dropped me
off at Thurema’s, said something lyrical, poetic, and drove off,
leaving the light of his sea eyes to illumine the day. I went to
see Thurema in a high state of exaltation. This was more than Bill.
It was Bill handsomer, warmer, older, full of passion and
love.

Would it only last one
night? I asked myself, no longer able to believe in
happiness.

He disappeared for several
days. He had an infected finger. He was entangled with an ex-wife
and a mistress he did not love.

Hugo returned.

Hugo was out for the
evening when Rupert came with his guitar and sang. At midnight I
had to send him away. I went to see him at his printing press.
Rupert, so unique in appearance, so poetic, so aristocratic, seemed
incongruous printing trite Christmas cards designed by his friend
Eyvind Earle. That day I intended to stay an hour. I had an
important dinner engagement arranged by Tana de Gamez at some
celebrity’s house with Hugo there. But when I called Tana and said,
“Te veo más tarde,” Rupert said no, I was having dinner with him. So I
invented some absurd story for Tana, freed myself and went off with
Rupert in Cleo. This time he took me to his shabby and unkempt
little apartment. He kicked his soiled clothes into the closet,
blushed for the disorder, but all I minded was the bare, glaring
electric bulbs. The lovemaking was less intense. It may have been
my mood. He gave me his kimono to wear and a bad metaphysical book
he admired.

Our next encounter was at
the Bibbiena Spanish restaurant on 14th Street. Rupert said in the
middle of dinner, “I am driving back to Los Angeles soon. You once
said you wanted to go to Mexico. Why don’t you drive with me to Los
Angeles and then go on with your trip from there?”

“Yes, why not?” I
said.

Later, Rupert came with his
arms full of maps and wearing a white scarf. The white scarf (the
first was worn by Bill Pinckard) was for me a continuation of the
broken experience with Bill. I watched Rupert’s short, boyish hands
pointing to the map. He was planning our trip. It was for my sake
that Rupert would not take the shortest way—through the Middle
West—because it is a dull way. He chose a southwest route and began
to plan what he would show me.

Aside from our marvelous
nights, what most attracted me was our harmony of rhythm. We got
dressed at equal speed; we packed quickly. We leaped into the car;
all our responses and reflexes were swift. There was a great
elation in this for me, after living with Hugo’s slow, laborious
rhythm.

His voice over the
telephone is clear like a perfect bell. Some deep part of his being
is unknown to him, protected by this manly heartiness.

I am happy.

“Does it make you happy to
know you have brought me back to life?” I asked. “You seemed very
alive to me.”

“But sad.”

“Yes, sad. But I shall make
you happier still. I have our trip all planned.”

 


To Dr. Clement Staff: “I
fear my inadequate physical endurance. But now I know all these are
fears of leaving.”

Staff: “When you are happy
you are relaxed and you do not get ill; these are anxieties.” The
causes of anxiety are removed: I have not set myself to possess
Rupert, win him, keep him! I have not strained after an illusion. I
have been simple and truthful. My anxieties, fear of loss, are less
than before; they do not strangle me as they did before.

Oh to win, to win freedom,
enjoyment.

Looking back on my
relationships, I feel I live in a ghostly world of shadows, of
feebleness.

In Rupert there is enough
physical resemblance to Bill Pinckard that I feel I am continuing
my love for Bill, that I do not feel I am deserting Bill. A more
hot-blooded Bill he is, a Bill ten years older.

Or will Bill always be
passive and fearful?

Rupert is capable. He takes
over the cooking, expertly. He repairs his own car. He does not ask
as Gonzalo does: “Where is the knife? Where is the
salt?”

I bought, for Rupert, my
first pair of slacks.

 


Gonzalo comes every day.
We kiss on the cheeks. He looks like a tired old lion. He works at
the Press, at home. I get him printing jobs. I gave him a story,
and House of Incest to do. Very little money.

 


March 30, 1947

When I went to Hazel’s last
night and met Guy Blake, a handsome young actor I had seen there
before, I felt immune, unresponsive. To escape a loud movie
director’s monologue, Hazel and I went into her bedroom to talk,
closing the door. Blake entered. Slim, dark-haired, blue-eyed, with
a lovely voice. Hazel had said, “He does not like women,” so I was
not on my guard. He asked her to leave us. She closed the door. He
began to kiss me and I to resist. I resisted because I knew that he
knew Rupert, that Hazel would know and Rupert might hear of it. I
wanted so much to be faithful, and above all not to endanger my
relationship with Rupert. So I resisted. And it was difficult,
because he was beautiful, ardent and violent.

As I tried to move away
from his kiss, he pushed me onto the bed and lay over me. He was so
violent. He took my hair into his hands and pulled it to keep my
mouth welded to his.

“No, no, no, no—I want to
be faithful to someone,” I said. “No, no, no, no.” And got
up.

“Let me walk you
home!”

“But I have a husband. He
is home, waiting.” “It’s Rupert, isn’t it?”

“I can’t say.”

“I know it’s
Rupert.”

“I can’t say.”

He was disconcerted by my
resistance. He went back to the party. I repainted my lips. Then he
walked me home.

“Let’s stop for a drink.”
“No, it’s late.”

But he was
willful.

We sat at the back of a
bar. He said, “Will you come to my room one night?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“I told you
why.”

“Oh, women! I want you to
come.” “I’ll spend an evening with you.”

“Oh, no, a whole night, or
nothing at all. A night and a day. I want to know you. I never
cared about Hazel; it would only be physical. With you…”

He was like a hypnotist,
using all his assertiveness. His hand under my dress. Or pulling my
hair again. At times I could not keep answering his kiss. The
ardor, the fervor affected me. If only he had not known Rupert.
With his fingers he knew I was not unresponsive. I liked his
violence. He bit me.

“Come with me tonight. I
want you.” “No, no, no.”

We walked home.

Any other time I would have
yielded. But I would not risk the loss of Rupert. (Who said Rupert
expected faithfulness? I want to give it to him.) Blake had said,
“Rupert is a nice fellow, but a dreamer.”

A dreamer…

At the door he kissed me
again and then held me wildly, violently. I fought to move away,
but the more I fought the harder he clutched me, and this clutching
aroused me; now and then I would rub against him as he rubbed
against me, then tear myself away. Then he held me in such frenzy
that he came, and I was still; I was unable to pull away in the
middle of this frenzy.

To free myself I promised
another night. Yes, I would come. He affected me sensually. He was
the first seductive man I ever resisted. I took pleasure in
resisting; I was angry at his sensual power, at the way his
violence aroused me. At one moment the way he pulled my hair to be
able to kiss me reminded me of how I once twisted the reins on my
horse when he started to run away, the bit pulled sideways to hurt
him.

But what most affected me
was that since the sensual barriers were removed in me how obvious
it is that I could always have had this marvelous violence instead
of seeking it from sickly boys, from Gore Vidal or Bill Burford or
Lanny Baldwin, Marshall Barer...

My instinct now draws or
seeks the violent lovers. What a mysterious pattern. If I had not
known Rupert and felt tied to him, Blake would have delighted me.
But Rupert is the dreamer—Rupert. Rupert.

Gore still has the power to
melt me. It is no longer erotic, but this power to dissolve me with
compassion melts my whole body so that still, if he chose to take
me, I would be happy. He gives me his softness, his sickness. At
the sight of his face my heart is won each time. He puts on his
glasses and acts like a senator, watching my love-life as my
brother Joaquín did, with a sad resignation, asking me to marry
him, to bear his child by “artificial insemination.” He says when
no one else wants me he will still love me.

But now I can keep them
separate—even if Gore melts me, I can leave him and dream of
Rupert. Violence and life with Rupert. Tenderness with
Gore.

Last night Bill Burford
took me out. We made our peace, exchanged confessions. At the door
I kissed him tenderly, disregarding the deforming mirror of his
neurosis, listening to and trusting only my own
impulses.

It is the confusion of
relationships that causes the misery, seeking to make them what
they are not.

Everything is clear
now.

I could be completely happy
now if I had money to send Gonzalo to France, to travel, to dress,
to make myself more beautiful.

Hugo is still completely in
love with me.

All I ask is passion with
Rupert—romance—a dream.

 


April 3, 1947

A dream, I said. I prayed
for a dream.

Rupert returned from the
weekend and called me Monday night (I had shut off the phone during
a dinner for Richard Wright and Albert Mangones). He called me
Tuesday; I was out (as I hadn’t heard from him during the day, I
tried not to think of him). Then last night he said, “I have been
reading the stories from Under a Glass
Bell. Oh, my darling, what beautiful
writing. I felt I was living everything. I could smell the
houseboat. And the language—I have never read writing like this. I
used to read with my intellect. Those words about the crystal
chandelier like blue icicles, I read them slowly.”

I felt such
happiness.

I had been so careful not
to overwhelm him, not to reveal the stature of my work, to let him
discover me slowly, by himself.

 


Midnight

We cook dinner together. He
assumes leadership. He is planning our trip. He speaks humanly, and
not callously (as Bill Pinckard did), of our “relationship.” It may
be the only trip we will have together. It must be wonderful. He
likes the heat and the South, so we’re going to New Orleans, which
he has never seen. Slowly the trip becomes more
wonderful.

Afterwards, during a
stormy, nervous, wiry, electric lovemaking—so harmonious, virile,
violent, without sadism (he does not need to bite or to hurt to
feel lusty and strong), he said, “If it’s like this in this cold
city, my God, what will it be in the heat, in the sun, on the
beach? What will happen to us?”

“Our bodies understand each
other.” He talks of how his father will like me.

It all harmonizes—our
primitive life—orchestrates into pleasure.

My only fear is my
endurance! (Bad food, strain, all the hardships of casual
traveling.)

But I must remember—Anaïs,
remember—this relationship is not forever. Do not seek it forever.
His choice of vocation, forestry, will take him to Colorado: “I
want to do something simple, work with my hands, take root.” Or
will his love of acting take him to Hollywood? (He has already had
a screen test.)

But I am happy. I do not
have anxiety or the need for reassurance. I live in the present at
last.

I feel great tenderness for
Hugo, a grateful tenderness.

I feel altogether grateful;
Rupert complains that on screen he looked too young, that his
appeal was too boyish, not manly. He is a strange mixture. It is
true that he looks younger than twenty-eight (alas!), yet in many
ways he behaves more maturely than most men I have
known.

It is his extreme
slenderness and lankiness that give him the appearance of a boy at
times. He is so tall, as tall as Hugo or Gonzalo, but weighs half,
certainly. Then his neck is so slender, long.

It is in his hands that
lies the great difference.

All the hands I have loved
(except Gonzalo’s) were aesthetic hands, especially Pinckard’s,
slender, white, fragile, soft-skinned.

Rupert’s hands are
sensitive but ruddy, roughened by activity—firm, not
childish.

After lovemaking he said,
“We are like two electrically charged magnets; when we touch it
sets off a terrific light and fire; when we separate we
die.”

I will not say, “Come with me to
Mexico.” But that is what I want. He has just enough money for the
trip to Hollywood, where his mother is, where he will look for a
job.

I feel impelled not to
clutch, not to seek words of permanence, as I did before. Perhaps
if I could have behaved like this with Bill Pinckard my
relationship with him might have been better.

At the first sign of
jealousy I think: Anaïs, have faith. Have faith in the way he takes
you.

It is wonderful, the erotic
excitement into which he pours the elements of his nature:
swiftness, lightning, mercury, a string instrumentalist’s
fingers.

More electricity than with
Albert.

He does
not like slacks! I had
bought my first slacks as a concession to his Americanism, thinking
them inevitable on a trip. But he likes femininity.

When we kiss with our eyes
closed I like to open mine and see his long-lashed ones closed in
the utter druggedness of desire.

When I lie on the couch,
and he swoops down on me, then his eyes are open.

A penis has all the
characteristics of its owner. There are lazy penises, like
Gonzalo’s; there are leaping, frigid ones; there are piercing and
stabbing ones. When inside the womb they act so
differently!

Rupert’s is slender,
active, leaping, wiry. He teases me into a frenzy before, by
kisses, by caresses, by his hands, by friction, by undulations of
the body.

I feel that Rupert and I
connect electrically on a subterranean level; he is not aware of it
as I am.

He was born February 18,
1919 at three in the morning in Los Angeles, and I feel
superstitious about this. He has the love of the sea.

He comes to activate
me.

Two trends conflict in him:
he wants security, roots, wife, children, but he wants adventure
and freedom. His desire for children is very strong.

Home is important. “I want
music, and you can’t have music without stability.” Oh,
mon journal, Anaïs, the
love-starved child, is fulfilled in a plenitude of love.

 


I open my eyes to reach for
a letter from Bill Pinckard, a love-letter, dreaming of
photographing me naked, of our going to Paris alone together: “You
are so wonderful in every way.”

Then I weep desperately
once more over the death of my love for Gonzalo, and though we both
know the passion is dead, he can’t weep; he can only deceive
himself as he has always done.

“It will all heal up…it
will heal.”

“No, no, we are separated,”
I shout. “It is over, I am going away. I don’t want to see the
death, the utter death of the love! I won’t ever return to the hell
you made with your violence and doubts.”

He feels old, worn; he has
no desire at all for anyone. He embraces me fraternally; it is
unbearably sad. He seeks to destroy me with criticism. I am
weakened by the past and have pity for Gonzalo left in Helba’s
prison.

And the other night Gore
repeated: “Marry me, marry me, marry me. I will lock you up in
Guatemala and allow you only clay pigeons” (casual lovers). He
looked at me adoringly, and when he is there I feel only his
presence. I want to enfold him inside my womb, warm him, nourish
him.

Today at four, Carter
Harman came to work on making House of
Incest into an opera. For the first time I
see him alone. We work so well, understanding each other and
creating together, recreating House of
Incest. It fills him with
music.

Towards the end, in the
twilight, I start to tell him about my marriage because I know he
will hear about my life sooner or later. “I want you to know the
truth because you are fond of Hugo. I am not betraying Hugo. I am
not in love with him; I tried to preserve the marriage, but it’s
not a marriage. I don’t seek justification; perhaps I would have
had other loves anyway. I don’t know.”

I did not want to lie
about my trip. I told him the truth. As I did this I thought I
was preventing or
dissolving the emotion we have, which I have always sensed in him.
I thought I was destroying the feeling that should not be allowed
since his marriage is good.

But then I saw he was
disturbed and saddened. I said, “You seem sad. Are you worried
about Hugo?”

“Oh, no, Anaïs.”

We faced each other. He was
leaving. We moved closer: “I’m so fond of you,” he said. “I don’t
want you unhappy.” We looked at each other: “I’m so…attracted to
you.”

“I, too…I feel so close.”
Faces drawing nearer. “Kiss me once, Carter.”

He kissed me with passion.
Once.

At the door he
paused.

Incoherent words: “Two
years ago we could have been so happy together, Anaïs.” “But now
you’re happily married to Nancy.”

“Yes.”

“I love to work with you,
Carter.”

“I love
to work with you. Let’s be close friends.”

“Yes, yes.”

He was gentle.

It was I who asked him to
kiss me. He is gentle…gentle.

He is not as good for me as
Rupert, but he affects me emotionally, deeply. Oh,
Anaïs…

That was Monday.

Then Tuesday he came
again.

It is hard to work—the air
is charged with desire. We sit on the couch. I write down what we
agree on. He lies near. When he is too near, I tremble inwardly. I
want violence. I feel his turmoil.

Again we talked. He told
me: “Before my marriage I was in the army; I was so lonely. What I
most wanted when I returned was to be married. Now, after two
years, this is the first time I have been tempted. You are
dangerous for me. I am afraid that someday I will have to live as
you do. But now I couldn’t.”

“I know. That is why I’m
leaving New York.”

At the door he says,
“Aren’t you going to kiss me?”

Then we kiss longer. He is
not violent, but sensual in a melting way. It is not electricity,
but a flowing together that is piercingly sweet.

When he leaves, I feel
lost.

This is not at all the way
I feel with Rupert. With Carter I feel this sickness, this
hauntingness. I’m afraid because Carter has the intense blue eyes
of Bill (Rupert has eyes like mine, chameleon, now gold, now green,
now blue, now grey), the fair skin. My desire for him is like my
desire for Bill. I feel dissolved. It is painful.

That evening Carter, Nancy,
Hugo and I went out together to see Lincoln Kirstein of the Ballet
Society.

I felt depressed. I longed
for Rupert to come and rescue me. The next day he came and kissed
me but did not take me. Instead he drove me out to the East River
to contemplate a red birch tree. It had a beautiful bark the color
and texture of a chestnut. I tried to invest this one tree with all
possible symbolizations: the tree of life, manly, not a tree of
genealogy, but the mystical tree in Hindu mythology occupied by
gods and dancers. This was the tree Rupert wanted to protect from
devastation, fire, lumberjacks, the tree he wanted to help
reproduce, nourish, house, shade.

He says, “Cleo is our
houseboat.”

He returns home with me. I
dress for a formal dinner and he drives me to Peter Wreden’s house
on Park Avenue. He says, “You look pure and Grecian, all in
white.” Mariposa blanca,
Princesita.

But he was annoyed by my
preface to Tropic of Cancer
and horrified by the book itself. He is
volatile.

I fought the anxiety I
felt at his not making love. Anaïs, Anaïs. Confiance. On the East River he
kissed me. He noticed I had no gloves. He wanted me to wear his. He
asked: “Are you cold? Do you like my driving?” He took one of my
photographs of me: “In this one your eyes are like jewels, and your
mouth I love.”

I love…

“To live like this,” I
said, “to dare to live without knowledge of tomorrow.”

But Anaïs
has angoisse,
angoisse. I still add up the kisses,
I still register the words; I fear it is all unreal. I do not
believe.

At the Wredens’,
homeliness, comfort, bourgeois solidity. I am bored. Gore is there.
He takes me home, and in the taxi we hold hands, or rather I take
his hands and nestle them. I rest my head on his shoulder. He
kisses me as warmly as one can kiss without sex.

I am lost in three loves
(Rupert, Carter, Gore) that are orchestrations of my love and
desire for Bill Pinckard.

Sad today.

But I am shopping and
delighting in new cotton dresses.

 


Carter is twenty-eight. He
is not tall; he is my height. He has light brown hair. He is very
slender. Blond-skinned. His face has great beauty, emotion. He has
large, very blue, very brilliant eyes, a bird’s profile, a rich,
full mouth. He has an irresistible grin. When he is not smiling
fully he looks sad. Above all, he looks sensitive and frail. Yet he
went to India during the war, flew a helicopter.

I don’t know if it is my
obsession with Bill or reality, but Carter has, as I imagine,
physical traits like Bill’s.

But why, why do I have with
him this drugged state, fever, illness of love? Rupert awakens
wildness.

Carter comes humbly,
almost, with his score in a valise, the metronome.

He and Nancy have music in
common. She plays the piano and can copy music for him. Now I wish
I had studied with my father. Why did I have this obstinate refusal
to study music with my father?

 


The subtle, the sad, the
terrible thing that happens in my life with Hugo. I cannot describe
it clearly, only in terms of climate. As soon as he returned from
Cuba I felt it. I feel I lose the sun. I feel the climate change to
heaviness, greyness, death. I hear his voice. So many times he is
like a zombie. He is absent; he is almost invariably
depressed.

His analyst speaks of an
old childhood sulkiness, resentment. He is full of negative
reactions: forgetfulness, absent-mindedness, automatism in
talking.

He behaves like an old man.
After dinner he falls asleep. Saturdays he wants to sleep. Sundays
too. I feel my life clogged, slowed down. I feel oppressed by his
face, the solemnity of it. His conversation all factual, his
constant budgeting, his total absence of playfulness.

At fifty, he moves slowly,
deliberately, without buoyancy. Never has a quick reflex. Our
rhythm is discordant. He goes to sleep early, and then at dawn he
awakens and reads.

I feel caged, trapped,
weighed down. All his good qualities cannot balance this climate in
which I cannot live.

Even when I give him my
individual attention and we spend an evening together—we went to
Chinatown last night—he has pleasure in terms of taking me down in
a taxi, but nothing comes out of him to illuminate the
evening.

Poor Hugo.

 


I miss Rupert. I want him
to possess me this minute, to keep me. It is only the fears I have
that keep me unstable, escaping towards Carter because I feel that
Rupert is not for me.

I feel the attraction
between Rupert and me is unconscious. He is not fully aware of it
as I am now.

 


April 15, 1947

Staff fights the anxiety.
Anxiety is dispersing, splitting the loves. Anxiety because Rupert
is the adventure I want, and I fear the instability of it, the
unknown.

Staff points out the fears:
my own duality between security and freedom—Hugo and
Rupert.

When Hugo is absent I feel
I could live without him. When he returns the dependency begins
again.

After talking with Staff
about my fear of giving to Rupert because there is no permanency, I
flow again. And when Rupert came I was exuberant and joyous. He
always responds to this. I tease him. I say I am going to spend our
trip investigating whether he is taking up the study of trees
because he loves them or because people have hurt him.

We sit on the couch, and
again he becomes the burning lover, his tongue possessing my ear,
his mouth on my mouth…

Oh, my diary, I am out of
hell, I have known happiness.

Our lovemaking is all I
want. He has my temperament. He teases me with caresses so much
that I have to beg him: “Oh take me, take me!” His slender, slender body
pushes against mine; he touches every nook, every curve. We fit so
close—lean and pliable. Something is so exciting and tantalizing in
him that I get into a frenzy. His quickness, alertness, volatile
quality, his constant moving, his flying about in his car all enter
into his lovemaking.

The complete frenzy. And
then he stayed inside me. He lay over me, and after a moment he
began again.

Then he fell asleep, laying
his full length over me. And when he awakened he said, “I thought I
was far from you, and now I find myself in your arms; it’s so
beautiful.”

After violent sensuality,
tenderness, more kisses, full and sensual.

Then we go out to shop, and
he cooks the dinner as I do, in ten minutes, and enjoys it. And
after dinner he lies over me again, at rest, tender, relaxed. A
full, complete cycle. And I am relaxed, natural. I feel the
plentitude, the sweetness, the warmth of love.

I am happy. We can talk
together. We can enjoy together.

Now he is impatient to
leave.

Such a being: so well
balanced, a poet, mystic, musician, sensualist. He can win me, keep
me, hold me if he wants to. He could stop all these flights and
divisions. He is more dynamic than Carter.

I love his activity, his
kindness.

Whenever he comes, because
I think about his fiery intensity, I am surprised to see him
slender, delicate; one expects a very big man.

I am happy,
happy.

 


April 20, 1947

Then, after this merging,
Rupert vanishes for a few days. Goes here and there, sees his
ex-wife, his young girl, does not call, does not say when we will
meet again, volatizes, and I feel anxiety. About the girl, Martha,
he had said, “I cannot consider her seriously. She is too young,
confused, under her mother’s domination, a Christian Scientist,
rich and spoiled. You say I’m in love with her? I don’t know. There
is no physical attraction. I think of her as a friend. I would have
liked her to bear my children.”

(That is how I used to
write about Hugo!)

His need of stability—I am
his passion. He probably does not feel sure of me.
Anxiety.

And the next day Carter
came.

Now Carter I
trust. Carter, I feel,
loves me deeply. He telephones, he is there. With him, even though he
belongs to Nancy, I feel that we are bound, that he will remain
close, that he needs and wants continuity. No leaps, no vanishings,
no elusiveness.

As does Gore, he settles
within me, he nestles, he flows.

I said, “When Hugo and I
first came to your house I felt an affinity, a
closeness.

We talked so
easily.”

The desire grows. We work
together, awaiting the kiss at the end. The moment our bodies touch
I feel his desire aroused. Intoxication. Drunkenness.

We separate. It
hurts.

He fears a split of his
being, expansion, and I know all the pain this causes.

Then that same evening I
received five yards of luxuriant, fire-red brocade from Bill in
Korea wrapped around a secret box, which must have been sent before
he received Children of the
Albatross, in which I mention such a
secret Chinese box as an image of his character. This came to me as
an omen: he will like my writing. It will not separate us (I have
been anxious). And the next morning I received his
letter:

“Cherie, reading the book
and comprehending what lay beneath it made me understand you and
love you even more. With my heart I say those words. My heart was
deeply moved throughout the book.”

Happiness…happiness…happiness…
Fullness…fullness…fullness…richness…

 


I knew what Carter felt,
but I knew it more by his keenness to see me when Nancy, fearing
me, began to withdraw from him. Vibration…vibration… So sad. I know
I bring sadness, conflict to Carter, and yet I know too that I can
unleash great music in him, that I am necessary to his growth, that
his childish marriage is not enough, that I arouse, shake, stir him
to greater things. I know the music in me and my words fire him. I
know I am for him what Henry and June Miller were for me, who took
me out of a small world into a vaster, more terrible and more
magnificent realm.

Oh, Carter, the human
treacheries for the sake of greater evolutions. Touching me is
another Carter who could not be born out of Nancy—a deeper and
wilder Carter—born today.

Last night I had a small
farewell party for me. I invited Nancy and Carter. Carter came
alone. The cell of the dream makes everything wonderful,
transfigured.

I want to dance with him
because it means holding him and melting together. This melting
together, melting.

Oh Rupert, why don’t you
stay close? He has these airy spaces he leaps into. In his little
car, he is far away. Cold Springs. Mount Kisko. His ex-wife Janie
Lloyd Jones and Martha and friends I don’t know.

Because Carter is faithful
to Nancy I trust him, because I know he is caught not by a whim, a
casual fantasy, but a deep feeling.

Once I wove a vast fire out
of Henry and Gonzalo. Now, again, I feel a vast love encompassing
very similar men, stemming from the source of Bill
Pinckard.

Oh, Rupert, take all of me,
hold me, hold me, hold me. I said to you wildly in the middle of
possession: “I belong to you,” and you tightened your grip
exultantly, proudly. You too are afraid now?

You said, “We create our
own sea!”

 


PART TWO OF MY
LIFE

I feel loved

I feel united with the
world I feel free

 


Last night at the party I
felt beloved.

Pablo said, “Oh, Anaïs, I’m
jealous—I feel terribly jealous that someone is taking you
away.”

Woody Parrish-Martin,
Stanley Haggart… “I will miss you.”

Friends, warm,
devoted.

It took me years to conquer
hell, to gain faith and peace. My body is blooming.

I do not feel
responsibility for others. I have not made Hugo’s gloom or
Gonzalo’s prison. In fact, I fought too long to lighten Hugo and to
free Gonzalo.

Friday night both Hugo and
I were drained, exhausted. Hugo made dinner solemnly, and sat
stagnant. I, equally tired, become more acutely humorous, bubbling,
for visitors. I told Hugo I am traveling with Thurema.

 


April 23, 1947

Last entry before the trip.
Now the diary goes into the vault. On Monday I leave with Rupert.
Staff said my anxiety that this trip should not happen is a
projection of my own guilt at deserting Hugo, Gore, Gonzalo,
Carter, all my friends. The guilt is a myth, he warned. The only
traces left of the old illness are anxiety, fear of catastrophe, of
pain, of tragedy.

I became tense, tense
again.

Suddenly there is no time
for all my relationships. No time to see Albert, no time for Edward
Graeffe (Chinchilito), no time for Guy Blake pleading over the
telephone. One visit from Richard Wright and he falls in love with
me and calls me today and says, “Come to France with
me.”

Henry Miller writes that he
awaits my visit impatiently.

Carter: I keep time for
him. We work together. But oh, the sweet torment, the sweet
torment. The way he lies on the couch. I realize he is not good for
me; he is not violent enough. He is gentle, yielding. He is not
daring. He wants the kiss, but I have to lead. It is not
good.

It is I who must
act.

He responds. I am afraid to
lose my control. I want him so much. His mouth, his eyes, his
beautiful expression.

He is too quiet for me. But
I could be at peace with him. It would be gentle. My fiery one is
absent. Dashed to the country. Darts here and there.

Staff said, “When the
anxiety catches you, lie down and think of the analysis. Know you
create the myth, the fiction. It is not reality.
You are constantly
deserting Rupert in your mind because you are afraid to give
yourself.”
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Rupert Pole in “Cleo,” his
Model A Ford, 1947

 


July 2, 1947
New York. Beach with Carter and wife

July 3, 1947
Staff

July 5, 1947
Staff

July 6, 1947
Chinchilito

July 7, 1947
Jacobson

July 8, 1947
Staff

July 10, 1947
Chinchilito

July 11, 1947
Staff

July 12, 1947
Jacobson

July 13, 1947
Staff

July 18-27, 1947
Los Angeles. Rupert Pole

July 28, 1947
Leave Los Angeles

July 29, 1947
Mexico City, alone

July 30-September 10,
1947 Acapulco

September 11, 1947
Left for San Francisco

September 13-18,
1947 Trip to Utah with Rupert

October 26, 1947
Lecture at Black Mountain College; met Jim
Herlihy

October 28, 1947
New York. Gotham Book Mart party for
Children of the Albatross

November 1, 1947
Albert Mangones

November 5-6, 1947
Bennington lecture

November 12, 1947
Lecture Chicago with Wallace Fowlie

November 25, 1947
Gonzalo Moré

November 29, 1947
Radio broadcast, New York City

December 3, 1947
Lecture at Berkeley

December 6, 1947
Los Angeles to Mexico

December 8, 1947
Bought house in Acapulco

December 19, 1947
Rupert arrives in Acapulco
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January 1948

Acapulco

 


New York, Spring
1948

Rupert’s gift to me was a
special, selected view of America. The nature was beautiful, full
of variety and surprises. Canyons, marshes, fields, rivers, swamps,
desert lakes.

During that trip none of
his dogmatic traits were revealed to me. True, he talked about a
home, wife and nine children, but I did not believe him altogether.
We played at my being the other woman, the foreign woman who would
lure him away from his home now and then!

I talked about my travels,
the panorama of Europe paralleling America, sometimes created out
of contrast, sometimes by association. Two warnings my heart did
not heed: one, that his life was not interesting, just ordinary;
the other, that he did not know or understand his relationships
with other women, his lover of four or five years, or his ex-wife.
I probed in vain. He gave me a blurred, confused image, with many
gaps and black-outs.

Once he was jealous of my
abundant mail and threw it on the floor.

I had my difficulties on
that trip. My eyes were wind-burnt and caused me much suffering and
humiliation. In South Carolina I wanted to quit; I felt homely and
inadequate. Rupert was kind. But I realize now that true kindness
would have been to put the top up, and that he never did. I had to
learn the hard way, to find glasses with sides against the wind, to
wear a base of makeup over my eyelids and face as protection. I
also felt utterly tired; we kept a daredevil pace, and this
intensity, without pause, made the trip an ordeal.

On that trip I accepted his
leadership totally. I did not know the road, the restaurants, the
motels, or anything about cars. He was an experienced traveler. So
Rupert may have had the illusion that I was easily dominated! I
enjoyed his leadership then.

 


We stopped to see Henry
Miller in Big Sur. The road to his home was steep and dangerous,
mountain driving, and Rupert’s car wasn’t quite equal to it. But as
we climbed, the view of the sea below, the rocks, the pines, was
beautiful. The car drove into a courtyard, and there was Henry
sitting out of doors, typing. He seemed healthier than in New York.
He was proud to own the modest cottage we entered. It was simple
and uncluttered, reminiscent of the old Henry’s tidiness. His wife
Lepska appeared. There was tension between them. He criticized her.
He thought my trip west and to Mexico was a flight from my life in
New York, and that he should help me in some way. I made it clear I
needed no help.

I should not have visited
Miller. As soon as one ceases to know a person intimately, the
knowledge of them is from the outside, as if you stood at a window
looking in. Intimacy takes trust and faith. That was
over.

 


“See! See!” said Rupert,
“See the Lord’s candle cactus flower.” When I saw them I thought:
we are nearing his home. It is time for me to return the ring he
gave me so that during the trip I would be known as Mrs. Pole. In
so many registers all through the United States, Mr. and Mrs. Pole.
But when I tried to return the ring Rupert turned his face away:
“No, keep it. As a remembrance of the trip.” It was the wedding
ring from his marriage to Janie. On the last day of our trip
together, entering Los Angeles, he expressed sorrow at the
termination of our dream.

“It’s hell,” he said upon
awakening to the reality of our parting. But he did not act to hold
me, to affix me. He surrendered me. I wept as I sat at the airport,
watching him drive away.

There was a honeymoon
couple being celebrated, rice was thrown, a champagne bottle was
opened, and the cork fell at my feet. I was weeping and looking at
the couple. They did not love each other as Rupert and I had loved
each other during our eighteen-day trip, yet they were married,
secure for years, and that would never happen to us. We were
separating, perhaps forever.

“Deep feelings have
continuity,” I said to Rupert before leaving, to sustain my faith,
but in reality there was nothing to reassure me. He was entering a
new profession: two years of university courses to attain a degree
as forester, and a forestry job in the summer.

I asked, “What would you
have done if I had run away, gone to Europe?”

“I would have dropped my
work and pursued you, brought you back. In New York I wasn’t sure
you’d come with me.”

“Suppose I hadn’t at the
last moment?” “I would have abducted you.”

As we parted, I was
returning a comb, a newspaper, and I said, “Do I have anything else
of yours?”

“My heart.”

 


I returned to New York, to
all my nightmares, to find Gonzalo still preying upon me, taking,
asking, destroying the last shreds of respect, of illusion. Life
with Hugo, insincere, a role. Then came a government injunction
that I must leave the United States until a re-entry permit was in
order. I left for Acapulco alone. In sensual, drugging Acapulco I
wanted Rupert desperately. He haunted me. I haunted him equally. He
wrote me that he saw me peeping behind every tree. He wrote of
wanting me. He wrote of needing to be with me, but he didn’t write:
“I’m coming.”

But just before last
Christmas he did come to Acapulco. I had a little home and rented a
car. All that I had imagined when I had been there alone took place
and was fulfilled. We swam. We made love wildly in the tropical
nights, after siestas. We took a trip. He got ill. I nursed him. We
lived in rhythm. No clashes. We spent two days in Taxco. The only
anguish he caused me was by turning to look at every pretty woman,
and once when a Mexican girl stared at him he turned completely to
stare back at her as if I were not there.

I am aware of the reality
of our relationship. Rupert is kind, responsible and loyal, but he
is susceptible to women’s charms. He has an adolescent curiosity
and multiple enthusiasms. I am not to expect
faithfulness.

Three days at Ensenada.
When we got into the car, as for our first voyage, Rupert became
free. He changed, expanded, grew wild. He became Pan. We were
sitting on the bed talking. He has a brusque, impetuous way of
throwing himself on me. We had three days and nights of wild and
frenzied passion. Sometimes it begins gently and ends in fire, or
sometimes it begins with fire and ends in gentleness, but it is
always complete, all the movements are there, slow and sad, quick
and gay, a rhythm below the surface. The sea, the sand, the wind,
the trees are marshaled for our desire, our décor, and our
language. Our moods are their moods. High, low, cold, warm,
peaceful, tempestuous. Very few words. It is alchemy. Is there a
mysterious rhythm between people, mysterious flows? Is it that he
turns off the music I don’t like at the precise moment it grates on
me, or that I am silent when his nerves are tired from driving? Is
it that I sit passively in the shadow of his driving, basking in
his leadership, his swift decisions? “We sleep here. We stay here.”
His lightning quickness, his easy entrances and exits, his
restlessness at restaurant tables. Oh, darling, how our bodies fit
into one another and how our two vehemences knead caresses into
each other to the point of pain. The fever mounts. In sleep it
coils between our hips. Our faces veiled and dissolved by sleep,
eyes closed, his desire is there, taut against my hips. In sleep he
turns towards me, in sleep, in sleep...

The road swallowed us. The
night. The mountain. A heavy snow cloud lying over the mountain,
over every crevice, falling like a hand over us; it aroused the
feeling of a caress, a union, as that of certain trees paired
together, the aspen and the pine.

Dawn, day, and night were
welded. Food a delight, drink a delight, and words too simple to
contain this well of music made by our collisions, our desires, our
caresses. Bathed in music, in the quick drumming of his fingers on
my body, drumming out of my body every cord, and in the core, the
vortex, the volcanic center where the two points of fire meet, a
possession takes place of such high alchemy that no element is
missing and each one has fused, not one drop lost or strayed or
foreign or contrary.

Return to New
York.

 


Los Angeles, May 8,
1948

The book entitled
La Joie by Georges
Bernanos always entranced me not for its contents as much as for
the power of the words: La
Joie, the mystery, the quality of an
Unknown Land.

It was the unattainable
state. When Rupert, a year ago, asked me to leave New York with
him, I did not know it was to be a voyage not only across the
United States, pausing at New Orleans, the canyons, but that
ultimately we were to reach this new land together, this unfamiliar
country of La Joie.

We are in my Hollywood
hotel room, anonymous and banal, but white. His pipe lies forgotten
on my desk. His bathing suit hangs in my bathroom. He, the
volatile, the uncapturable Chief Heat Lightning as I call him, has
left, but he is not lost. He has to sleep at home because his
stepfather Lloyd Wright is severe, because he has to be up at seven
to be at the College of Forestry at eight, because his mother is
conventional and worried about his reputation, but he will
telephone me at midnight, or earlier, every night, of his own free
will. And when he can, he will rush over. His clear, light,
breathless voice of a boy. This habit only began a month ago when I
left for a lecture in Houston, one of the intermittent trips he
imposed on me by his fear of permanence. When I left, he said over
the telephone: “You have all my love.”

It took years of sorrow to
learn these airy birds’ spirals around the lover so that the love
should never crystallize into prison bars. Flights. Swoops.
Circles. For a year I circled around him so lightly, so lightly.
And so it was away to Houston for two weeks, and a return to
California with Hugo who then returned to New York to complete his
psychoanalysis. Rupert, then anxious, said over the telephone: “I
missed you. I need to be with you again.” And he came over one
night in Cleo and drove up the hills and we lay under a pepper
tree, so avid, so hungry. Then he began to call, as we can only see
each other on weekends.

 


La Joie. The present. When he comes he wears the sandals he bought
in Acapulco. He lost the peaked green Tyrolean hat he wore on his
trip, which gave him such a pixie air, for his face is small,
pointed, and is eclipsed by his eyes. His eyes. His entire being is
concentrated in his eyes. So large. So deep. So remote and yet so
brilliant. Tropical sea eyes, sometimes
veiled as if he had wept, passionate. I leap at his arrival. The
current is so strong, a current of fire and of water, of nerves,
and of mists, of mysteries.
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Anaïs Nin signing her books,
Houston, 1948

 


Two lean bodies embracing
always with vehemence, except when he is tired, so very tired, and
then he rests his head on my stomach. If we drank the potion the
first time we made love in New York to the tune of
Tristan and Isolde,
neither one of us acknowledged it until a year later, acknowledged
the impossibility of separation. For after two weeks in Acapulco,
he was able to leave without any plans for the future. He feared my
presence in Los Angeles because he had too little time and imagined
a demanding relationship. But when he saw how I behaved, how I
disappeared, did not even call or expect him, weighed so little on
him, he learned to enjoy the short moments with me. It was not
until recently that he uttered the words I needed to hear: “You are
the closest; no one has ever been closer to me.” Or: “You
understand me so well.” Or: “We always want the same thing. I
approve of you as I didn’t of Janie. But Anaïs, you are not being
given all that you deserve.”

“Lord and Lady Windchime,”
I say in our moments of aristocracy, for he has that to a high
degree. Lord and Lady Windchime go out in Hugo’s gift to me, a
Chrysler Deluxe convertible that Rupert baptized Perseus. Perseus
is exchanged for Cleo for long trips. Perseus has speed. Cleo has a
dogged, spirited character. Perseus is polished and new. Cleo has
gusto.

When we first met we were
both poor, badly dressed, worn out, unhappy and defeated by life.
Today he is no richer but he has a good home, refined, artistic,
comfortable; he goes to UCLA every day. When he comes, we pack our
bathing suits and drive to the beach along the richly flowered
roads lined with dignified palm trees. We swim, we lie in the sun,
we sleep. Or we run along the edge of the sea. Another time it is
dark when he arrives. I wear my black and turquoise cotton dress
from Acapulco. We rush to a movie, where we hold hands and where he
laughs so exuberantly that he squeezes me to suffocation, and his
gayety is expressed by his encircling me with his two wiry arms.
And always this firm, strong, feverish lovemaking.

This love is full of
sparks, and it is blinding. There is a potion that was drunk on our
first trip, a mingling with the desert, the canyons, the mountains,
a part that is mythical and dreamed. He who never planned, never
crystallized, never foresaw, never promised, never longed, now
says, “Next winter when I am in Berkeley you could take a little
house in Monterey.”

I am awakened by the
singing of birds. I cannot introduce them. I ask their names and
then forget like a careless hostess. But they sing well and gaily.
The sun shines through the venetian blinds. I have a choice of
beautiful dresses to wear. (Hugo has resigned from the bank, has
made money on the outside, and travels again as he used to and
wanted to.) The pleasure I have indulged in for the first time in
my whole life, of dressing according to my taste, of taking care of
my body and face. I walk down the hill to breakfast at Musso. The
banality and vulgarity of Hollywood does not disturb me. I see
another Hollywood, young artists of all kinds. I help Rupert to
increase his knowledge of art, to develop taste.

At night, alone, sometimes
I suffer again from the mysterious malady of anxiety and marvel by
what alchemy this is transmuted and given to others as a life
source, wondering if it is not the alchemy itself that is killing
me, as if I kept the poisons in my being, sadness, loneliness, and
gave out only the gold. Everywhere I go life and creation burst
open, yet I remain lonely, I remain without the twin I
seek.

The oneness with Rupert is
being destroyed by its intermittences, leaving me in between in
deserts of mistrust.

 


This morning I got into my
car that I learned to drive painstakingly and now enjoy. Alone,
still amazed naïvely at the miracle of driving a beautiful, suave,
powerful car in the sun. I go to Elizabeth Arden where the two
women who attend to me have read my books, pamper me and come to my
readings, and are proud of me. A quest for beauty, to efface some
of the harm done by my years in the hell of New York. At times it
seems like a convalescence. The sun shines
on the nickel of the car, on my new dress, on my new dash, on my
new confidence. This image of the quest for beauty is a fulfillment
of a childhood dream, for when I was a girl I had to wait once for
Tia Antolina at the Elizabeth Arden salon and I saw her appear so
groomed, so radiant, so beautiful. I longed to be able to enter as
she did and reappear, smooth as porcelain, a glitter of the eyes
enhanced by eye-drops! Oh, Anaïs, such frivolity. No longer
ashamed, for the deep life runs securely like a river, and the rest
is adornment. And I no longer fear to be cursed by my father’s
shallowness for daring to fulfill a natural elegance that is
suitable to my body and face. I reappear then, as my beautiful Tia
Antolina, powdered and ironed, patted out and refreshed, and get
into my Nile-green car. When I return there is a letter from Hugo,
finishing his analysis and planning for our future and
“remarriage;” there is a letter from Bill Pinckard scolding me
because my letters are impersonal (after two years it is he who is
looking for a personal word as I used to look in his letters for a
sign of love). He is on his way back from Korea. There is a letter
filled with newspaper clippings on Under a
Glass Bell, just published by Dutton.
There are telephone messages from Rupert’s father, from Paul
Mathieson, Kenneth Anger, Curtis Harrington, Claiborne Adams, other
friends. There are flowers from an admirer. I can do as I please,
but I can’t write. The present being beautiful, I can extract from
the past its essence without pain. But still, I like this moment. I
am absorbed by my love for Rupert. I meditate on his strong, hardy,
rough eyebrows, his woman’s eyelashes so long and thick, his
passionate eyes. His long deer neck, his lean and wiry body. His
strange, unpredictable nature, chaotic, full of intuitions and
seeking in nature a reality. I see him playing the viola in
quartets at home, planting the lawn, helping his mother, cleaning
the windows, taxiing the family, doing his homework, rushing to
school. When we drive into the desert, Rupert knows the names of
the trees and flowers; he is familiar with the roads. In Acapulco
once he got very ill with a high fever. I was frightened. I
remember the fragility of his face burning in my hands, a fragility
like mine, though ultimately strong with will and spiritedness and
a desperate courage. His lungs are not strong, but instinctively he
seeks to harden himself, to lead a healthy life.

Chiquito, I call
him.

How gaily he came Sunday,
pretending to be drunk and sliding down the stairs, three steps at
a time, dragging me by the hand, running to the car.

The birds here sing at
night.

As in Acapulco, there is a
constant air of Fiesta.

He loves what my sorrows
have made me, my efforts, my courage, my aspirations. He loves what
I have created, lost, loved, surrendered. With all his beauty, he
looks upon the beautiful girls in his college (he could have them
all) but he says, “They do not have this...this...this...” (he
cannot find the words) “…this warmth you have, this growth.”
C’est moi qu’il aime, my
flavors, my elixirs, and I feel worthy because it was my labor, my
effort, my struggle to become what I am, every word, color, every
form I had to make, to create.

Last night: he was asleep
on my breast, and I was caressing his infinitely delicate temples,
the sleep veil over his face. It was three o’clock. He should have
been home. We lay there in a trance of human sweetness. We had
laughed at the movies. His talk and his words are but a small
fraction of what he knows, and by this secret other sense we
commune, we mingle.

 


Beethoven Quartet: on
Saturday afternoons Rupert plays the viola in a string quartet. He
asked me to go to his home yesterday to hear them. His face,
leaning over his viola, was so beautiful and grave. So pure and
emotional. The gravity of his wholeness. He plays with his whole
being. This slender body contains passion and music. His bare arms
are wiry and strong. His small, square hands so lusty and yet so
sensitive. He is sad that his hands are not beautiful, but it is
their character that saves him from too much delicacy, that gives a
balance to his delicate face. His strong, square hands and feet
save him from being too exquisite, too aesthetic. He plays with the
same vehemence with which he makes love. Listening to him, I knew
this was his language.

He wants me to study piano
so I can accompany him.

Once again the diary
becomes the extension of moments I want to retain forever. You
cannot enclose fire or tenderness, but their echoes, their
vibrations, their imprints. Love is the drug at first, and one is
asleep during its fecundations.

“It’s strange, Anaïs, that
I cannot take you for granted. Other people, you feel, will love
you forever. With you I feel I must begin anew each time. Or is it
that you mean so much to me that I fear losing you and I make
greater efforts?” Jealousy is our only enemy. His and mine. In
Acapulco, when the son of the man who rented me the house came to
the door to deliver a message (an invitation for New Year’s Eve) or
stopped his motorboat to hail us while we fished, to invite us to
his father’s house, Rupert was anxious.

There are times when he
makes love to me so profoundly, so magnetically, that I want to cry
out, and the moan that seeps through is a faint echo of the wild
turmoil of the body in this lightning storm, this charged current,
vibrations with such violence through the nerves, the moment when
he enfolds me, encircles me. Once he locked me in his arms so
vigorously, so hard it left me breathless, and he murmured: “I’m
just an inhibited man, but all I can say I say with my arms around
you.”

After the quartet it
happened we were both high-keyed, elated. I said, “Let’s run away”
(from his home, mother and stepfather). We climbed into Perseus and
drove to the sea and to an amusement park. And then I found my fear
again, all the fears I thought I had conquered, fear and terror of
speed, heights, the scenic railway, of violence and darkness, of
labyrinths, of enclosures, of chutes, of darkness, traps. Why? Why?
Rupert holding my hand, Rupert unafraid, Rupert elated by
danger.

I am not made for
happiness. Will I hear the birds sing again? Will I feel pleasure
tomorrow when I see the jacaranda tree in bloom? Am I condemned to
tragedy? Rupert and I had talked of jealousy. That was
it.

And I had a dream. Rupert
was telling me about a woman he had seen at a restaurant, and was
fascinated with. He had made a drawing. He was asking me how
to conquer her. I said, “Must you torment
me by discussing her?” I sought him, and went to the restaurant. I
examined the drawing of the woman. She wore an oriental veil, a
Spanish mantilla that half covered her face. It was me.

 


Last night, returning to my
room, he wanted to stay all night, so we had passion and fell
asleep locked together until dawn. He is my music, my dance, my
wine, my sea, my mountain, my fever.

And he has an important
role to play, for it was he who took me by the hand and led me into
nature, who took me out of artifice and into my own innocence
again.

His airiness—how I love his
airiness. Today he had only a moment with me. He leaped upon me and
enveloped me so that I found myself caught between his legs,
between his arms, and lying down.

With equal agility he
climbs into Cleo and vanishes, and I feel a slight constriction of
anxiety. Then, ironically, it is I who enter the hairdresser’s to
have my hair washed and the girl says to me: “You always look as if
you were about to fly away.” The first day she had said, “Are you a
ballerina?”

Rupert in his car and I in
mine. At San Diego he was given a car to deliver to his mother. And
as he drove it back I had to follow in Perseus. It took all my
wits, dexterity, and nimbleness to keep his pace! And how I laughed
when even while driving in another car he kept pointing to things I
must see, as he did all during our first trip. Thus I choose always
the one who will take me out into the open, and my interior
journeys become the journey outside. Rupert is always outside,
always watchful, alert, responsive. Only after playing his viola
does he sink into a mood, distance, absorption. The music sucks him
under, into silent depths. He said once he had sent me away because
he thought he was not good enough for me, and was not free to give
me enough. When he saw that I was not unhappy in Los Angeles when
he could not come, then he did not even send me away during his
final examinations.

Yesterday I saw him for a
few minutes in his own house. He was alone. He prepared a drink
with mint that he planted himself. How difficult it is to be
together for only a little while. Such desire I have for him. He
has a way of dropping his head suddenly on my breast, with such
abandon. So happy I am today dreaming of our next trip together. He
sent me far from here yesterday to buy a cookbook from the famous
French cook Henri Charpentier, for our life in San Francisco where
he will study forestry at Berkeley. He said, “When we amalgamate
our libraries we shall have a system. I don’t think certain books
should be mixed together.” At times he calls me twice a day. He
calls me at midnight sometimes, when I am asleep.

I fear his adolescent Don
Juanism, his need to charm and conquer, his pleasure in being
liked. He teases me. And I feel him react to every pretty woman as
he reacts to flowers, trees, music, skies—with enthusiasm. Yet I
feel so fortunate to be deeply loved by him, that I want to have
faith and courage. Great lovers never trust each other. I imagine
him as impetuous as he was with me. He imagines me, no doubt, as
impetuously responsive to others as I was with him. Strange life,
strange boy, too. Few understand his whims and fancies as I do.
Few, perhaps none, understand that his compassion for others means
he needs compassion himself. He is vulnerable and requires care and
warmth.

Every trip is an adventure,
because we explore new realms of love. This one came after his
final examination at UCLA when we knew we would not see each other
for a week or ten days, and I suggested traveling with him to his
summer job in Colorado. At the last minute I teased him: “Perhaps I
won’t come.” And then he became anxious and fully aware of how much
he wanted me to come. So again Cleo is waiting at the door and we
are off.

The first night in Las
Vegas, in the little motel room, our caresses became electrical and
feverish, wild. He fell asleep murmuring: “The desert is good for
us.”

Our lovemaking was like the
desert heat, the hair-fine desert flowers, the sharp smells and the
hot and warmed-toned sand.

Second night: again the
hunger and fever.

Third day: we stopped by a
river and took our clothes off. In the water he took me, floating
and swaying, cool, lying on the shallow edge, and then he planted a
tiny poplar tree by the place. So small and fragile, on the river’s
edge, and I was afraid it would be carried away. Our bodies, our
moods, our fevers, seem to fight for permanency. His acts moved me,
like tender rituals. A poplar tree planted where we loved each
other. I laughed and said, “I have met Pan.” I always wanted to
meet Pan. He was wonderful. He came out of the river and took me.
“You’re a water sprite,” he said.

Again a river. A very wide
and wild one, the Colorado. Ice cold. But as we came out the sun
was warm and Rupert bent me down on the sand and took me. But this
time the cruel green flies stung us while we made love.

At dawn his soft, full
mouth on my cheek. Before he opens his eyes he turns to embrace
me.

Depression the last day.
Cleo broke down. The wild and beautiful voyage was over. He put me
on a bus, and although he had said, “This time you’re not unhappy,
this time you know it will be a short separation,” I felt pain,
pain at leaving him. When I arrived in Hollywood, in my room, I had
the feeling of something torn from my body, this painful emptiness,
his vivid face, his eagerness, his swiftness, his voice, his
telephone calls at night. His warm, lithe body so kneaded with
mine. The sensation of his slender body like a vine, all tangled
with mine. Often during the trip he told me what kind of place he
wanted me to take in San Francisco. How he would paint it, fix it
up.

 


Los Angeles, June 26,
1948

Dream: Bill is there. But there is an older woman, severe looking,
who is always watching him like a nurse or a governess. She is
without pity, never leaves us alone. I try to soften her by telling
her Bill and I have been separated for two years and want to talk
to each other, but she says she has been told to watch over us.
Finally Bill and I manage to come close, physically, but he uses a
red gel and we are not happy.

 


I think of Gonzalo as
dead—the Gonzalo I loved is dead. The one I knew at the end,
without illusion, I did not love. People create an illusion
together and then it is disintegrated by reality.

So I am now writing a book
about Gonzalo as he was and I began simply and humanly. It is my
last act of love. It is the monument that he will not be able to
destroy as he destroyed our life together.

Of the fragments I did,
only a few survive. Nothing of what I wrote in Acapulco. Out of
hundred pages only twenty are good. I am only beginning now to work
seriously. I am lonely; I am hungry for Chiquito. It is a difficult
moment. I have acquired a mood of economy, having spent lavishly
and now atoning. I eat plainly and frugally. A discipline. An
enforced asceticism. Bill is coming to visit soon. I do not want to
yield to him physically. I want to be true to Rupert.

The feminine desire to
espouse the faith of those I love, as I espoused my father’s and
then my mother’s, then Hugo’s. I only swerved from each as my love
changed. I swerved from admiration of my father’s values to those
of my mother’s, from my mother to Hugo, Hugo to Henry, Henry to
Gonzalo (with ramifications of each in minor terms). The curious
fact is that I have returned to Hugo by way of Bill and Rupert, who
are Hugo’s sons, physically, in build and race (Irish, Welsh,
English), mentally and emotionally, men of responsibility and of
certain repressions and rigidities in conflict with their emotional
and wild natures, men of aristocracy and of certain conventionalism
of principle, of kindness, of nobility and honesty. Quite far from
Henry and Gonzalo, who were completely neurotic, false primitives,
twisted men of nature.

Rupert is more like Hugo
than any of them, except that in temperament he has less control
over his natural impulses, but equal guilt and control
intermittently, which causes a rhythm of expansion and contraction
alternately.

At fifty, Rupert will be
more like Hugo than like Henry or Gonzalo, except for the Don
Juanism, which he has in common with Henry. But Rupert is a man of
love, and Henry was not. With his great beauty he could have been
narcissistic, pampered, beloved by all women and given everything,
protection, wealth. But instead he remained sincere.

There was masochism in my
relationship with Henry and Gonzalo, and their brutality and
violence may have seemed like necessary elements of primitive life,
but in my life today there is an aliveness of emotion, a keenness
of sensation that does not need to seek danger, pain or violence to
feel its aliveness.

 


Los Angeles, June 27,
1948

In spite of all my
machinations I cannot avoid these abysms in which I find myself as
in Acapulco, without Rupert and without Hugo, and lonely. Alone
with my writing. Alone at night. And never resigned, never able to
live like this. I feel depressed, invaded by the past because my
work forces me to remember, because it is the source of my
stories, my life. If only I could always create
out of the present, but the present is sacred to me, to be lived,
to be passionately absorbed, but not transfigured into
fiction.

The alchemy of fiction is
for me an act of embalming. Bill, having been subjected to this
process because of his two years in Korea, has lost a good deal of
his human reality. What will I feel when I see him? What a hopeless
relationship, due to his subjection to his parents, his
childishness, his fears and submissions, guilts. What will he make
of his life? Such a selfish love! He has never once written me when
I asked him to, answered my cables when I wanted to visit him,
never answering a need, complete passivity. And when he was staying
with Frances Brown, if I called him up to ask him to come, he would
rebel. All the rebellions he did not dare at home he dared with
me.

Chiquito. When I came in
February for our birthdays he said, “Friends have asked me: ‘How
old is Anaïs?’ I had to say I don’t know. I don’t know and I don’t
care.”

“Guess.”

“From all you have told me,
not from your appearance, I would say thirty-two or thirty-three.
If you said less I would believe it. But if you say more I won’t
believe it.”

He seemed anxious as he
looked at me. I laughed. At first I said nothing, but I assented to
his guess and added a year or two—thirty-five. And we celebrated
his twenty-nine years and my thirty-five gaily. I laughed at my
fear, my tragic fear of discovery.

What makes me feel the
right to love him is that he was hurt by his first love and by his
second. The first was physically good but emotionally and
intellectually bad for him (“She was stupid and boring—just a
beautiful girl, that’s all”) and the second, hard and selfish. I
knew I could love him better. He is so vulnerable, so easily hurt,
so susceptible, so easily harmed by criticism. He needs
reassurance, warmth, understanding. He is often inarticulate,
stubborn. He is naïve and candid. He needs subtlety. He is
emotional and soft.

Bill did not write me for
five months. Did not answer my request for news. And then a letter
of desire, not of love. “About love, I don’t know,” he wrote. “But
I want you.” As Rupert won me with a deeper love, warmth, humanity,
he detached me from Bill. Bill observed the coolness of my letters,
acknowledged that he deserved to lose my love. I did not have the
courage to write him: “You have lost my love,” but I felt it. And I
would choose Rupert who gives me so much.

I can’t be harsh with Bill
because he is twenty, lost and confused. But I bless Rupert for
freeing me.

Now Bill cables that he
arrives July 15.

 


Los Angeles, June 30,
1948

While Hugo is finishing his
analysis and preparing to come July 16, Bill is on his way from
Korea.

I work at the story of
Gonzalo with mixed feelings of love and pity for the dream of
Gonzalo, and a full knowledge of its death. I know how Gonzalo
killed it, and I pity him. I have forgotten my torment. There is an
enduring love for the dream, with a
knowledge of its death. Henry must have thusly buried June again
and again with misgiving because the corpse is illumined, as it
were, alive by the light of our first illusion, and one is uneasy
about burying it, doubting its death. I have remembered Gonzalo
with feeling and also the torment of the last years.

 


Los Angeles,
July 2, 1948

I am exhausted with
writing and with the conflict of making a river bed for the flow of
the diary so that it may not seem a diary, but a monologue by Djuna
in The Four-Chambered
Heart. Not yet solved. The diary cannot
ever be published. How can it seep into the work, not as a diary,
but as a Joyceian flow of inner consciousness? Last night I wanted
to give up writing. It seemed wrong to make a story of Gonzalo. I
felt the inhumanity of art. I thought of my story of Bill in
Children of the Albatross. But it touched his heart. It destroyed nothing. The story
of Gonzalo will be perhaps an inspiration of love, a gift to the
world, the only thing born of our caresses. It may be its monument,
its only enduring image.

Last night, hurt and moved
by memories, I was a woman acknowledging the continuity of love.
This morning I was an artist, but I had come to terms with the
woman and said, “It must be sincere, it must be truthful.” And I
worked gravely, sincerely.

I talked with Chiquito by
telephone. I want to be with him. He loses nothing by remembrance.
He is to me equally magnificent as a lover, warm, tender and
interesting, though he had repressed his wildness and he is younger
and less free, less asserted than was Gonzalo. In his eyes there
are worlds and memories, depths he does not know. He is not harmful
to me as Gonzalo was. He is undiscovered, unexplored, and not free,
but it is all there, and he manifests it in music and in his love
of nature, in his love for me.

 


Early awakenings, songs of
birds, and a gentle sun, downhill to Musso, a hearty, masculine
restaurant. Then writing. Rereading volumes 49 to 54.

I never told the truth
in Children of the
Albatross, an idealized story without the
destructive part. Shall I go to the end this time?

One handles the truth like
dynamite. Literature is one vast hypocrisy, a slant, deception,
treachery. All the writers have concealed more than they have
revealed.

Yet, I too do not have the
courage to tell all, because of its effect on Hugo and
Rupert.

It is not imagination; it
is memory, memory that stirs in the blood obscurely at certain
spectacles, a city, a mountain, a face. Some are like dormant
animals, and atrophied memories, but others feel this extension of
themselves into the past, and easily slip into other
periods.

The idea of memory is very
persistent. I think of it all day. I believe the blood carries
cells down through the ages, transmitting physical traits and
characteristics. They lie dormant until aroused by a face, a city,
a situation. The simple explanation of “we have lived before,” of
recognition and familiarity. Racial and collective memory also
continues, forming the subconscious.

 


Los Angeles,
July 6, 1948

Awaiting Hugo and Bill, but
without feeling for Bill, only friendship. No feeling for him at
all. He has harmed me so much, has given so little of himself. I am
nearest to Rupert. I feel him in me, inside me. I can feel the
pain, his efforts, his courage up there in the
mountains.

Hugo I admire terribly, his
courage and effort in analysis, his immense struggle to be happy
and free.

Hollywood for me is palms,
flowers, flaming eucalyptus, jacaranda, the sun on gleaming cars,
slacks and gold sandals, beautiful men and women, but standard,
nondescript. Natural beauty of hills, sea, fogs and
mists.

A relief to be far from New
York, from Gonzalo, enclosure and ill health. I have gained health
here. I feel like Rimbaud, that I walked out of my madness, and
away from my demon. I am happy, but lazy and uninspired.

 


Bill telephoned: “Hello! I
am on my way to San Francisco. I will be going to the University of
California for some courses.”

He had not tried to see me.
He was not going to New York. He did not know I was planning to
live in San Francisco. I said very casually: “I’ll be there this
winter. We may run into each other.”

 


July 15, 1948
Bill Pinckard returns from Korea

July 24, 1948
Los Angeles

August 1948
Move to San Francisco with Rupert

October 1948
Return to New York

November 1, 1948
Albert Mangones

December 1948
Acapulco with Rupert


 


 A TYPICAL AMERICAN WIFE

1949

 


San Francisco, February
1949

I moved to San Francisco
after one more return to New York and attempting to live with Hugo
on his houseboat, which he took on Long Island Sound. Was he trying
to relive my life? To find me? Or to lure me by offering me what he
thought I wanted? At the time I felt completely estranged from him.
He was trying for closeness and I could not feel it. My life with
him seemed unreal, a role.

He came to San Francisco,
before Rupert did. I persuaded him to let me have an apartment
there. Our relationship was at its worst then. We could not
communicate. Did he think this was the end of it? I did not say so.
I merely admitted to needing to be by myself at periods. He let me
choose the apartment. He was angry, but we did not break. He left.
I fixed it up with furniture from Goodwill and with shelves and
glass bricks.

But I had not thought at
first of Rupert living in the apartment. I had found a tea house in
the back of a big house, in the center of a garden. I could see it
from the road, near Ruth Witt Diamond’s house. I thought it would
be beautiful for when Rupert came to stay with me on weekends; he
was living at International House and going to forestry school at
Berkeley. I still thought of the apartment as for me and Hugo. I
fixed up the tea house. It was an enormous task. An unkempt old man
had lived there, never cleaned it. I had to fill twenty boxes with
garbage; for days I carried old newspapers and detritus up the hill
for the garbage man. I had a shower built in the cellar. It was
poetic. A true Japanese tea house.

Rupert loved it. I painted
it, fixed it up, but it was damp. The garden was cold and damp. San
Francisco was damp. The sun did not reach it.

By contrast the apartment
was spacious, sunny, and with a beautiful open view of the Bay. But
I felt Rupert would believe that I could afford the tea house,
while he would not believe I could afford the apartment. I began to
wish I could tell him about the apartment. So I concocted the
following story and here it is:

 


“Darling Chiquito: I’m
writing you instead of waiting to talk with you because sometimes I
get intimidated by the big eyes of your conscience, and lose sight
of my explanations. When my Americanization process began I was
stumped by the following illogical law: I can’t get Americanized
unless I’m self-supporting, and I can’t take a job with my present
papers because I am here as a visitor, that is, not allowed to work
for a living. To fix this I would have to leave the country for an
indefinite period of time while they studied my case and perhaps
risk never entering again because I would have to apply for entry
as one intending to work and be self-supporting! Such are the laws.
I was gravely concerned about this, as when I asked you if I could
accept Hugo’s support for a year you felt definitely I shouldn’t,
and I felt so too, yet I could see no solution. Finally, talking
with a lawyer while Hugo was here, we reached this compromise. If
Hugo paid my rent for a year, and could show the contract, it would
suffice as proof of support and I would need not show any other
proof. That was fine, except that I didn’t want Hugo to see the tea
house as he would deem me romantic, living in an unhealthy,
inadequately warmed place. And I certainly did not want him to pay
for our tea house. So I tried to postpone all until he had gone,
but as he had to sign the lease, I couldn’t, and so I had to accept
the apartment or be sent to Mexico and not be with you for an
unknown time and with fear of a refusal of a re-entry permit. Once
I am Americanized then I can begin to work, or earn without having
to leave the United States and return. Then I was disturbed as to
how you would feel. I considered renting the apartment to a friend.
Then I thought of many things: my belongings from France arriving
and having no room for them in the tea house, our not having room
for your music and a place for me to take up dancing again. I
thought of waiting and letting you decide. I wanted to surprise you
and have it fixed up. Many other problems came up. There are people
I can’t imagine visiting the tea house, people I would not like to
see there, like my brother, or some professors I know. I could see
the tea house invaded by the wrong people and no place for our
little house of love. I thought of how many moods you and I have,
how we love Cleo and yet find Perseus useful on long trips, how we
like casas and casitas, how you love a good kitchen and that we
don’t have one in the tea house. Then we have no garage for
Perseus, and sometimes during the rainy season our tea house will
be very damp for your chest. And I decided to let you decide, to
think it over. I feel we can always have the tea house as a retreat
for our togetherness, but that you need space sometimes. And so
darling, that is the story. You decide.”
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