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BLACK SHADOWS AND THE NEW
WOMAN by Anais Nin




From the typed transcript
of the original diary

 


In the fall of 1943, Anais
Nin returned from Southampton, Long Island, where she had
vacationed in a rented apartment across from the Old Post House Inn
then managed by her friend Caresse Crosby. Suffering from financial
problems connected with her printing press on Macdougal Street in
Manhattan, she nevertheless resumed work on her story
collection, Under a Glass
Bell. She also resumed analysis with Dr.
Martha Jaeger, which she had begun a year earlier. The present text
is based on the 132-page typed transcript of the original diary
volume 66, covering the period from May to October 1943.
Ed.

 


New York, September 9,
1943

SAW MARTHA JAEGER. For the
first time derived no comfort from the analysis. There was an
impasse. She asked me if I felt no rebellion against Gonzalo. I
said I did, was devoured by it, kept imagining scene in which I
tell him the truth, in which I send him to Peru, but when Gonzalo
appears I lose my courage and I act the mother. He falls asleep at
my side and comments how curious it is, that he never falls asleep
easily when alone, during the day, but he does at my side. And I
haven’t the courage to strike and cut this bond which is killing
me. As with Henry [Miller] I say everyday: I will tell him. And
then I see the hopelessness of it—his blindness, his complete lack
of understanding.

I have no desire to write,
or to print my stories. I move automatically but soullessly. I see
[cousin] Eduardo. I plan for the printing. I fix the apartment. I
attend to my clothes.

 


September 10,
1943

Yesterday I fell into a
mood of resignation and acceptance. After writing in the diary I
worked at home, then dressed for Gonzalo, and as we lay on the bed
at the Press I drew him tenderly into talk, into confessing his
sadnesses, guilt. He said: “I don’t want to go to Peru for long,
just a month to see my mother and settle my inheritance affairs.
But I have so many problems—Helba can’t stay alone and I don’t know
anyone who could stay with her. Also I can’t bear the idea of
arriving there like a beggar. I can’t face that. The whole problem
is one I have to solve alone. I feel guilty about not working, not
earning my living.”

So I said: “Let’s make a
plan then. I had thought of that anyway, that you couldn’t go there
empty-handed—naturally. I understand that. Let’s print the stories
and put all the money we get in a little box for your trip. Perhaps
when we start getting subscriptions it will be enough. As soon as
there is enough you’ll go and arrange your family matters. You can
find somebody to stay with Helba.”

I was gay, encouraging,
optimistic. “Then,” I added, “you get a consular job to Morocco
(one of his best friends was just sent to Morocco) and we all go
back to Europe. There will be much work to do there.”

Gonzalo was tender,
touched, caressing. He fell asleep with his head on my breast. I
lay quiet. I surrendered . . . to this maternal feeling which is so
strong in me. My body was full of desire for his dark body, but I
surrendered this desire. I felt no rebellion. Gonzalo the child was
asleep. He had said: “I feel so old and sickly and unable to face
anything.” But by the time I had talked half fancifully, half
realistically, he was laughing. And now he was asleep. And I lay
there. I lay there, neatly dressed, healthy, warm-bodied, but full
of tenderness and pity. Gonzalo slept a while completely, then
caressed me, and then penetrated me for the first time since the
scene of jealousy of Albert—and gave me pleasure, but towards the
end he had to withdraw and could not satisfy himself, asked me to
finish the act with my hand and come in my hand. I am ready for the
end, but I want it to end in tenderness, not in poison and
rebellion. Feeling his love quieted my anguish, gave me courage. I
need to bring this end in my own way, smoothly and gradually—not in
violence. Came home less sad. Talked to Eduardo about my big,
objective work to come—the one I wanted to start at fifty—said to
him I intended perhaps to take myself out of it completely and have
everyone in it but myself!

He was enthusiastic. I said
I would break all the taboos, expose all the myths, and end by
being not the poet but the revolutionary analyst, supremely
lucid—to prepare the way for new myths of Valentina [Orlikova] the
woman captain. [A friend of A.N. was writing about the first female
captain of the Soviet merchant navy. Her photograph, A.N. wrote,
“conveyed firmness and capability, without hardness or coldness.
She became a symbol of woman’s most secret wishes: to be able to be
free and in command of her own destiny, responsible without loss of
her womanliness.” Ed.] Eduardo was excited. But I ended: “But first of all I want
a lover. I won’t work until I get a lover. I will not sacrifice my
body nor the life of my body.”

Then last night—Dream:
Someone is hidden behind a wall and has put a very long-nosed gun
through the wall and is pointing at all of us, threatening to shoot
us. I suddenly brave the danger, wrench the gun away from the
attacker and turn it upon him, but not being able to kill outright
I aim at his left hip and wound him.

5:30 Returning from Dr.
Lopez. The cyst on the ovary is infecting me. No love-making for
two weeks. Treatments. Perhaps an operation. I took the news well.
Since I saw Jaeger I am calmer. No anxiety.

I do not intend to
sacrifice my erotic life at all. I will overcome this.

 


September 13,
1943

Dream. The sea comes upon a
very miniature child, rolls it over, and I rescue it and make it
breathe again. The enemy is coming and we have all decided to die
rather than be taken. Gonzalo is given the task of killing people.
He is killing people. He is killing a woman who is lying beside a
child, by the sex. She lies in blood. The child has very big eyes
and awaits its death calmly. Then it will be my turn. We are all
killed by a knife in the sex. Before the end a man leaves me his
paintings as a legacy. Atmosphere of darkness and crime and
tragedy. Purple and red colors, smoke. The sea also catches up with
me and I run away because of my period.

 


Certainty that I am the
myth maker.

I have to turn everything
into a myth, symbol, legend.

Plus grand que
nature.

Therefore I won’t deal with
actuality as it is nor do journalistic writing. Satisfied with my
lot. But I don’t know that I shall always remain in the rarefied
spheres of the dream.

The dream of psychoanalysis.

The dream of Henry.

The dream of Gonzalo.

The dream of communism.

 


“Come down from your
stratosphere,” says Irina, feeling at the same time a great
uneasiness at my adventures. Fearing and respecting me, not daring
to reject my work merely as perverse, pornographic, or
experimental.

I have a vague hunch, a
feeling something is going to come of my honest struggles,
sincerity and courage, and of my sacrifices.

 


September 14,
1943

Dream. Calling casually on
Helba and Gonzalo and a friend. Indifference towards Helba. I tell
her she looks fine and she answers me as usual with a list of her
troubles, among them something with the ovaries. I notice she looks
ordinary, no longer a monster, a witch. Friend is observing me.
Then someone comes to tell I must change my name on my hotel room
door from “Anais Nin” to “Mrs. Guiler” as my receiving men in my
room as “Miss” is causing a scandal, whereas if I say “Mrs.” they
will think it is my husband. “You might at least put a sign as the
soldiers’ wives do: ‘Husband
due’—inferring you are expecting him.”
Atmosphere of normalcy and indifference.

I cannot begin a work
casually. Have a concept of something big. Cannot begin—select,
eliminate. Feel whatever I do will have to be all encompassing.
What happens if I leave myself out? Then everyone will be restored
to his natural value, not mythical, not romantic, not enlarged, not
symbolic. With me absent, and only the other characters present, I
shall be in a human world, purely of feeling, which is my link with
all the world. Irina said she always understood my emotions, not my
interpretations or analysis of these emotions. Possibly if I
eliminated myself as representing the legend, the vision, the
far-reaching and the cosmic, I might get into direct contact with
the natural aspect of human beings. It is only in relation to me
that they become “poetized” or translated into a dream. No one will
see the poetic Gonzalo, only the fetard and the masochist, the
adventurer and the masochist. It will be a diminished world. A
natural world, not an intensified one..

With me absent, passion and
intensity will be removed, and the mirror reflecting people’s
potential selves. It might be a way into the human. While I am
there it will be mystical and mythical.

It might be good to begin
writing about characters as unrelated to me. If I disappeared as a
character and became merely the vision, if I disappeared as an ego
and used myself as the chemical which brought certain elements to
light, I might accomplish the objective work of human dimensions
which might relate me to the present. For the dream and the myth
situate one in the past or the future but not in the present. They
cause tragedy and not happiness. They destroy life in favor of the
eternal.

 


September 16,
1943

Jaeger was pleased with the
development in the creation—but not with my illnesses, which she
attributes to the suffering at sexual privation (pain in the
ovary), nor with my dreams, which show traces still of masochism
(accepting to be killed by Gonzalo). In life I am blocked—but not
in anguish. Yes, it is the moment of maturity when “one has to
rectify the errors made by the imagination.” It is the moment of
philosophy—but it is for me like trying to tame a tigress: the
capacity for madness, frenzy, fever, are still there, surging
powerfully at a piece of music, a scene in the movies—unused,
misplaced. Out of place with Gonzalo certainly.

 


Then the Dream of September
15: Gonzalo now acts like Hugo, cynical, sadistic, and tells me he
has slept with La Turca
(as he calls Lucia). I wonder why he tells me
about it. I weep. I say to him: “Now you are no longer a dream to
me but a man like all others.”

In reality Gonzalo is not
at all cruel, but sick, spiritless, heavy, inert, poisoned. Helba’s
poison is stronger than my life-giving. He is too weak, too
masochistic, too corrupt. He is entering darkness instead of
light.

My Major Work occupies my
mind. I didn’t want to give myself to it, to be possessed by it.
But life and love are fatally denied me. I wanted to do it later.
Now is the time for pleasure and sensuality—but I cannot reach
them. I admit to an external obstruction (as I know the inner
obstruction was removed). The fatality of Albert [Mangones] in
danger of being drafted and forced to leave, the war keeping me in
America, the desert.

 


September 17,
1943

Dream: Jaeger invites us
all to the seashore. We arrive but the sea is not as I described it
to her, alive, foaming, luminous; it is heavy, sullen, treacherous,
leaden, with deep crosscurrents and undertows sucking one in.
People don’t swim in it but use boats and automobiles. One woman in
a heavy rowboat can’t even row herself to shore but waits for the
current to push her in. A man in a huge powerful machine like a
great wheat combine mows his way along the shore.

Jaeger and I are watching
the sea from the back window of the hotel. It is night now. As we
watch I call her attention to the spectacle. Two fire-fishes have
fallen from the sky into the sea—luxurious, red, jeweled, amazing.
I point out to her the fact that they are not flying fishes merely
jumping for her but that they have fallen from the sky like comets.
And now two brilliant spraying peacocks fall equally into the
sea.

“Look! Look!” I say to
Martha. Then comes an enormous being, neither man, woman, nor
insect or animal—a construction of luminous plastic material. It
dances and leaps and I am fascinated by its luminousness but very
conscious that it is plastic. There is trouble in the hotel, not
enough rooms. Martha says we are “evicted” and must leave. I
explain: “But we haven’t even spent the night here, and you haven’t
seen the sea in a good mood. You will carry off a bad impression.”
A couple with us in the process of disintegrating—the
quarrel.

My mood is of
disappointment that the sea was not gay and beautiful to show
Martha. I was worried about the expense she had
incurred.

 


Forward again. Accepting
Gonzalo as he is taking care of him.

Repainting the furniture,
the windows, restoring my clothes, recapturing my elegance, having
a suit made out of Hugo’s dress suit—very smart. Planning to print
the stories with Gonzalo. Planning to go to fiestas, dances,
Harlem, to see Richard Wright, the Premices. Ruminating my Major
Work—because the mind is best occupied with this art construction
rather than with the past. Refreshing, relacquering, remodeling the
old.

So here I am. I wear a
sienna-colored corduroy suit given to me by Thurema [Sokol].
Mexican sandals. My hair has been newly curled. Dr. Lopez says I’m
much better. I’m expecting Gonzalo, then I see Frances [Brown],
then Hugo will come home. The economic pressure is lifting. Hugo is
making a little extra money. The anxiety and strain are
gone.

Voila. Courage!

Dream: Henry comes to tell
Hugo about our relationship and to take me back. His eyes are red
from crying. But I turn against him in a great rage and hurl
insults at him and deny all to Hugo.

Frances said this was an
Age of Analysis.

Notes on Frances: Her
appearance of hunger—the body, the eyes, the mind. Starvation. All
her life is a dream—dreamed.

Notes on Thurema: Violent
physical details of all kinds, knowledge of crafts,
workmanship.

 


Dream: Henry has returned.
He is lying by my side. I know I do not love him, but still I feel
desire and am tempted merely sensually. I protest against his
caress first by saying: “You must be sick from going with many
women.” Henry answers: “I have not been with any women. I have been
writing about you.” Then I realize our love was romantic and that
it thrives on obstruction. Just as Henry is about to take me a
bunch of Spaniards burst in—perhaps Gonzalo’s friends. I send them
angrily away. In a large unknown city. I am expecting Hugo to get
off the train with the baggage, but he doesn’t. I feel he may have
fallen asleep and missed the station and that I should have entered
the compartment and made sure. I feel I have been unconsciously
careless. Now I am alone in a big city. At first I am timid and
frightened. Then I think: this is your opportunity to show what you
would do alone in a big city. I begin to walk to look for a very
gay place. A very ugly, very small, but very well-groomed man
begins to run after me and to invite me. He thinks I am a whore. At
first I look at him and think: I will let him give me a gay time.
But then I decide he is too ugly. I merely turn to him, and say: “I
won’t go with you but please tell me where there is a gay bohemian
restaurant. I am a stranger in this city.” Instead of answering he
shows me a beautiful delicately carved piece of glass. But just
then the police come and say to me: “Ninon de l’Enclos, you’re not
allowed to stop on the sidewalk longer than five minutes. Women
like you must walk on!” So I walk on. There is a parade. I watch
the soldiers. Then I realize it is the Negro soldiers I want to
see. The Negro girl who accompanies them, I question her: “Where is
the Negro canteen?"

 


Because Irina felt insecure
about her value, her appearance, it became absolutely essential for
her to triumph in the smallest discussion. Because she felt so
insecure, it became of vital importance to convince Hugo that cold
meat was bad for him if reheated. Every trifle became an issue of
life and death: she could not bear to yield, to be convinced,
defeated, persuaded, swerved, because in the smallest act there was
the larger drama involved. She was afraid to yield to passion, to
the feverish desires of her body, and because she would not yield
to the larger flow of impulse, it became essential also never to
yield in the small ones, even if her adversary was just. The
involvement of the bigger resistance to the flow of life with the
smallest resistances to the will of another made of each small
issue the definite one. All her intensity was poured into the small
battle, a difference of opinion, an affirmation, as if this were to
ultimately prove her right or wrong in her relation to God and her
own soul.

This transposition of the
larger into the smaller is very typical of woman. Because they were
not permitted to dominate directly as scientists, statesmen,
doctors, they placed this energy into indirect domination of
husband, child, house, and finally of details. It was difficult for
a man to understand that a drama could be substituted into a
particular way of hanging a dish towel, and that in any
infringement of this established gesture the woman could see a
threat to the entire established order of her universe!

So it was with Irina: an
urgent need to triumph continuously, while at the same time she
naturally derived no appeasement from being yielded to, from her
victories. What she wanted deep down was to be made to
yield.

It was like the reversed
invitation of the sadist who takes the whip to beat in the hope of
being himself beaten, to arouse the cruelty of the other. The more
she won (for no man has ever withstood this guerrilla warfare with
any honors) the more unhappy she was.

 


September 21,
1943

Dream. Given an
extraordinarily long rod to hold but I let it fall regardless of
consequences. I lay it down along the road and walk on. Someone
dies and is buried. I say: “I do not believe death possible. It
cannot happen to Hugo.”

 


Last night when I did not
expect it (for I have given up Gonzalo as a lover) he took me
completely and with vigor. But I could not respond. Too much
anxiety and repression and control have made me cold. What a tragic
see-saw!

 


Here is the dark part of
Anais.

I have never faced darkness
except in those I love—and then only to combat. The enemy is
within.

Let us find the dark Anais
now. Suffering came from dreaming of light and clarity and loving
darkness and sickness. Suffering came from being drugged by a dream
of Gonzalo which Gonzalo dreamed too but wouldn’t
realize.

Henry failed to become
actually the Henry I dreamed.

The only one who’s real
self I love is Hugo.

 


Jaeger points out the
inevitable suffering caused by idealization, dreaming, mirages,
illusions. There is no happiness possible while I am dreaming. The
fire-fish falls into the dark unconscious where it must seek to
live. The “orgueil” peacock falls, too. Jaeger said: “I thought the other day
when you came with the fuchsia bird on your hair how good a symbol
it was of you. How it represented you. The colored
plumage.”

I had misinterpreted the
dream as poetry being swallowed by the sea. The legendary
Gonzalo—symbol of passion and romanticism—how I rebelled against
the reality of Gonzalo, his laziness, fatalism, negligence,
physical carelessness, the bad temper, the sexual perverseness
(when I first met him he liked to get us both intoxicated without
fulfillment. For months he did not take me, and after that he
refused to lie in a bed, but chose the floor, a mat). What I
projected on him my dream was impossible to fulfill. I blamed
Helba, but Helba represented Gonzalo’s reality, the atmosphere he
lived in.

I too was Gonzalo’s dream.
Actually, my way of thinking and being is foreign and distasteful
to him—the analysis he rejects. He only accepts the emotional human
me or me as a dream.

Jaeger can only see my love
for Henry and Gonzalo as not loves but mirages, drugs and poisons.
That was why life with Henry in N.Y. destroyed my dream. That was
why I sustained this dream by isolating him. The Henry reflected in
his friends was not the Henry I loved. The same with Gonzalo. This
return to true vision modified by experience draws me closer to
Hugo who alone withstands reality, whose character has become what
I truly love.

Jaeger has been concerned
with my elusiveness. Everything I have placed outside of myself, in
others, but it all issues from me. My “shadow” self, dark self, is
in the women (except Frances) and in Henry and Gonzalo. Jaeger says
I must come to terms with it in myself—while I am related to it
only by relationships I will suffer. I suffer at the hands of my
dark self through others. I have eluded all this. I idealized
myself too—needed to believe myself the white intuition and the
others the black. But that is not the truth. It is like a detective
story. I must find my shadow in myself, not its projection in
others. I am so fearful of my capacity for transforming, eluding,
that I begged Jaeger not to let me escape again. I have had courage
to suffer masochistically, but not to face the reason for this
suffering. I have never accepted the shadow but fought it. I fought
sickness, all dark experiences—yet submitted to them at the hands
of others.

Tonight I feel like Don
Quixote, struggling for sanity. Symbolically, I fell in love with a
coat, a coat that represents the great change in me. It is not the
coat of fire-fish or peacock, but of the woman captain. It is a
very beautiful, masculine material, tailored coat, fitted, with a
velvet collar and cuffs. It is expensive, aristocratic, simple,
very pure, for action—and far from mirages or Byzance or the dream!
I shall wear it a long time. It is enduring, of good quality. I
chose it boldly, in an expensive shop. Then I hesitated because of
the high price. But Hugo then insisted I should make him feel like
a man of power, able to get such a coat for his wife, and when I
saw it was a symbol for him too then I yielded. The coat for a new
life, to go with the very smart suit made out of Hugo’s fine
English tuxedo. So I am fully blown Harper’s Bazaar elegance and out of
the masochism of clothes.

So afraid I am to dance
away from the dark sea of mysteries again that I beg Jaeger to hold
on. I don’t know how to seize the dark Anais once and for all. She
eludes detection. She is clever and artful at deceit and
enchantments. I cannot write a book now. I am just barely awakening
from a dream, and I am not wholly awake yet, or else I would not
have dreamed the dream of Albert. When I am awake I write the
“Birth” story. I always feared awakening and what I should find.
When I went to the limits of analysis with Otto Rank I found a
desert, aridity, and I turned my back to it and plunged into my
deepest dream of all, my dream with Gonzalo.

Already I begin to feel
that I have had enough analysis and that I can abandon it now and
live and write, but I say this when I am on the threshold of the
ultimate discovery of the dark Anais...

Idealization—the rejection
of darkness.

-

September 22,
1943

Dream: My brother Joaquin
and I get off temporarily from a train in which my mother is
traveling. Then the train leaves without us. We are all separated
and lost to each other. Suddenly it is Joaquin and Mother who are
on the train and Hugo and I are following, hoping to catch them at
the next station. This trip with Hugo is at the same time a very
far trip to the Orient to look for a healing drug. Hugo carries a
very small sample of this dark green paste in a little box. He has
confided the secret to a man I do not
trust to get his help in the rough part of
the quest. I tell Hugo I wish he had not done this.

 


Last night, when Hugo,
according to ritual, sat next to the bathtub while I took my bath,
and dried me off with the towel and then asked me to “put on
something nice,” I wore the black lace nightgown and then, because
I had been concentrating my roving, far-fetched, capricious
fantasies on Hugo, on my love for him, I was not only able to
control the straining of my imagination towards the romantic lover
(be it Gonzalo or Albert) but by saying to myself: Here I have
happiness, a love that is happy and complete, I concentrated myself into the present to enjoy the
present and found myself relaxed and not
full of resistance, and natural, as if Hugo were simply one of the
lovers, and I could almost have responded if he were not so swift.
But a progress has been made, consciously and voluntarily, towards
reshaping a perverse desire, an imagination and a body wanting
always what it cannot have and rejecting happiness, seeking always
the impossible.

It was while showing Hugo
my coat last night that I realized it was Captain Valentina’s
coat—it was near the uniform, the rectitude, the sobriety, the
disciplined!

 


September 24,
1943

Ever since I started to
track down my shadow it eludes me. I note the characteristics of
the women I was attracted to:

June: Violence, hysteria,
unrestrained, unconscious aggressivity, sensation, sensuality,
possessiveness, jealousy, fear, energy.

Elena: Violence, hysteria,
masculinity, aggressivity, uncontrolled unconscious fear,
sensuality, energy.

Thurema: Violence,
hysteria, unconscious behavior, emotionalism, extremes, action,
energy in reality.

Irina: Violence, hysteria,
unconscious behavior, action, energy, actuality, reality,
action.

But that applies equally to
Henry and Gonzalo—Gonzalo was exactly like June, Henry like Elena
and Thurema.

I know all this. It does
not reveal my Shadow. All I have felt is a relief and pleasure at
their reality, sensational and violent adventures, but I have not
liked their behavior, could always see its destructiveness and
fought it, never yielded to it.

It was the Unconscious,
loose and uncontrolled, that attracted me. And action, the drama,
the reality of their acts.

I felt enclosed and bound
to my idealistic behavior, not free to act as they did, compelled
to be noble, selfless.

I liked their naturalness.
As Rank used to say: “Women like the bad man because he is natural
and closer to nature.”

Closer to
nature.

I began so ideally, so far
from nature that I wanted nature, and found nature to be mostly
black.

My shadow is simply Nature
which I have idealized and denatured. My fight with nature was also
a love of nature, a desire to instill my spirituality in it, for
I influenced them
all, I fought them. I did not yield to
them.

The first time nature
appeared to me as beneficial, innocent, was in Albert. It was
nature—naturalism—I liked in Henry. His pleasure in food, the
present, sex, in sleep and all of life. His enjoyment. It was the
savage in him I liked. In Gonzalo, too. They are all violent like
nature, unpredictable, capricious, stormy, wayward, emotional. But
they are also sick, all of them, except Albert. That is as far as I
can go.

 


The recurrent, obsessive
dream of having to move the diaries, the bulk, the problem and the
fear of exposure.

Dream: A house is on fire.
Firemen working at rescuing people. A diminutive girl is rescued
but thrown to one side and abandoned. I rescue her and put her
lovingly to bed. Later I say it is strange how much like me is this
little girl, born the same month.

 


Terrific sense of
unfulfillment with Gonzalo that I never get what I desire from him,
that there is a constant thwarting, frustration. What I desired,
union, I have not had except in moments of frenzied passion, the
first years. Now I feel the differences, the abysmal differences
of elements.

I have been a drug for him,
and now the drug can no longer blind him to his failure and slavery
and weakness. He is faced with it, as Henry was faced with it. One
cannot escape this confrontation.

 


Evening: This morning I
went to Martha and instead of talking I showed her what I had
written since our last talk. I watched her face, with its wonderful
expressions of compassion, indulgence, humor, forgiveness,
understanding.

She said: “Your expression
of all this is marvelous, crystal clear.” Her face was full of
admiration. I felt it and was elated. Her praise more than anyone
else’s has such significance for me! “You will have much to
contribute to the development of woman. I feel that it was a
privilege for me to analyze you, read you, you, that you gave me
rich material, that this was a collaboration towards women’s
problems. Because you lived these experiences so deeply, suffered
so much, they will mean a great deal to other women.” More than her
words, her tone moved me. I felt like a starved person receiving
manna. The tears came to my eyes. This obscure labor, so overlooked
by the world, so little recognition, understanding of what I am
doing. The silence around my writing. “Because,” said Martha, “you
write straight from the unconscious.”

Her response was invaluable
to me as artist, as woman. I was glad of all the suffering which
opened such deep worlds to me. I was glad it was Martha who saved
me when the suffering crucified me. I am glad it was she who gave
me back my strength, because her vision reaches very far and it is
the kind I believe in.

The miracle now is one of
synthesis. Martha made me fuse, integrate, synthesize. There is no
doubt that all this flowering and renewal came from her. Without
her in the summer I was dead. Now I am full of strength.

She smiled at the coat and
explained: Yes, it is for simple, direct action. It wasn’t hatred,
jealousy, temper, I was concerned with in primitives, but the
energy, dynamism, the passion being used for life, for actuality,
for the present. The passions make us act, and in the present. That
was what I wanted. The mysticism gives us a larger vision. But the
human dynamism must be there, the passions push the sails and
create the currents of drama and life and action. I feel ready for
this.

I told Martha how I had
meditated turning my back upon the writing, but only now I see,
because it was linked with my illness, an underground activity, an
indirect buried creation, the diary.

Now I must come out of it
at last!

I didn’t see myself the
direct relation between the pursuit of the Shadow and the immediate
answering dream: the diary!

The fear! The diary is the
shadow. I knew even as a child I was putting into it the rages,
hatreds, outbursts, venoms and complaints I didn’t want to use on
other people! Enclose the devil in its box! But there it is,
immense and dark!

 


September 25,
1943

I wish I could write END to
the diary and turn to the outside story.

The theme I am interested
in is the development of woman. I would like to take June, Elena,
Thurema, Irina, Lucia, Frances, their childhoods, their
backgrounds, their indirect actions, their underground life, their
unfulfillment. What has kept me focused on myself was first the
fact that I was good for all the experiences—as a laboratory
experiment, what a supple and general subject I was! Secondly: I
was all these women in myself and therefore my story was the most
complete one. I was a symbol—that is the figure that can contain
many figures. But instead of making a character I can easily tell
the same story in many women, divide myself:

Irina: The masculine me
writing novels, chic femme du
monde.

Thurema: The maternal me
spending herself on all, courageous me.

Frances: The dreaming me,
the analytic me.

June: The sensational,
unconscious, dramatic me.

Lucia: The oriental harem,
timid, childish me—what Henry used to call the Japanese wife of
Lafcadio Hearn’s descriptions.

Elena: The cold egotistical
me, the rarefied, petrified inhuman goddess me of the fairy
tales.

Jaeger: The healing,
highest protective, intuitive, guide me.

And there you are. If I
write about these women it will be more human, more
accessible.

Now, can I efface myself
like the cathedral builders of old to focus my vision of these
women?
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In these women there was to
begin with a strength, a strength which impelled June out of her
orbit; Thurema out of her ordinary life; Elena out of her home and
country; Frances out of her poverty, arid background; Irina out of
home into international sophistication; Lucia out of her enclosed
harem. A strength which made them choose instinctively not the man
who would again master and withhold them from the use of this
strength, but the weak childish man upon whom they could use this
strength as mother, husband, muse, and at the same time whom they
could form to become what they themselves did not dare to be: June
making Henry the writer because she felt her inadequacy in creation
but wanting to be the character of this creation; Thurema being
through the children, and wanting to live out her musicianship
through Joaquin; Lucia having first wanted to be a painter and then
turning this into wanting to make Francesco the painter; Frances
feeding Tom’s writing and developing him rather than facing a man
equal to her who would possess her. All these women eluded being
possessed, being passive. They played the active role. Thus,
suffering in love because acting the lover and forfeiting the being
courted, loved as other women. Suffering in their femininity.
Suffering from the man not fulfilling their dream (as I suffered
from Gonzalo not becoming the active heroic revolutionary, from not
acting).

Effect of this active role
upon sexual life, accentuating passivity of the man, his taking to
the limit, (June’s giving to Henry was continuous, selfless too).
Disastrous effect on the strength, misused in possessiveness, in
great sacrifices, all the indirect routes to
fulfillment.

These weak men represented
not the masculinity of these women but the weak newborn
consciousness of an active role in life which women feel obscurely
but did not know how to act upon, having either confused it with
masculinity (show false lesbianism) or with rivalry with
men.

These women could not mate
with the total masculine man as we know him because such a man
would endanger this obscure, barely born, active role women felt
urged to seek—the new woman. Such a man would insist on a passivity
now grown irksome and impossible. The weak child-man on the
contrary was the right one to develop this new strength with, but
left the woman, on the other hand, alone, without a real mate,
guide, without the support, protection of the real man who is
capable of playing the father role when necessary and certainly the
husband role, and the child-man failed even in his role of lover.
So woman was left with a child who did not grow up, who did not
gain strength from her efforts as the real child does, but became
weaker and weaker (role of Bettina Rattner growing old, tired in
this husband role). What a penalty to pay in order to give a chance
to this new strength she felt. And what a misuse of it! It wrecks
itself in this channel—to make the weak man to her image and dream
of not the husband born of her strength but of what could be born
of her strength, which had to give birth to the masculine urge in
herself!
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